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PREFACE. 


The  Letters  which  form  these  volumes  were  placed  in  my 
hands  by  Mr.  Carltlb  in  1871.  They  are  annotated  throughout 
by  himself.  The  few  additional  observations  occasionally  required 
are  marked  with  my  initials. 

I  have  not  thought  it  necessary  to  give  an  introductory  narrative 
of  Mrs.  Carlyle*s  previous  history,  the  whole  of  it  being  already 
related  in  my  account  of  the  '  first  forty  years '  of  her  husband's 
life.  To  this  I  must  ask  the  reader  who  wishes  for  mformation  to 
be  so  good  as  to  refer. 

Mr.  Carlyle  did  not  order  the  publication  of  these  Letters,  though 
he  anxiously  desired  it.  He  left  the  decision  to  Mr.  Forster,  Mr. 
John  Carlyle,  and  myself.  Mr.  Forster  and  Mr.  John  Carlyle 
having  both  died  in  Mr.  Carlyle's  lifetime,  the  responsibility  fell 
entirely  upon  me.  Mr.  Carlyle  asked  me,  a  few  months  before 
his  end,  what  I  meant  to  do.  I  told  him  that,  when  the  '  Reminis- 
cences'  had  been  published.  I  had  decided  that  the  Letters  might 
and  should  be  published  also. 

Mr.  Carlyle  requested  in  his  will  that  my  judgment  in  the  mat- 
ter should  be  accepted  as  his  own. 

J.  A.  FROUDE. 
6  OirsLow  Gabdbks: 
February  2»,lSeA. 
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LETTER  I. 


'Tuesday,  June  10, 1884,'  it  appears,  was  the  date  of  our  alighting, 
amid  heaped  furniture,  in  this  house,  where  we  were  to  continue 
for  life.  I  well  remember  bits  of  the  drive  from  Ampton  Street; 
what  damp-clouded  kind  of  sky  it  was;  how,  in  crossing  Belgrave 
Square,  Chico,  her  little  canary-bird,  whom  she  had  broueht  from 
Craigenputtock  in  her  lap,  burst  out  into  singing,  whicn  we  all 
('  Bessy  Barnet,'  our  romantic  maid,  sat  with  us  in  tlie  old  hackney- 
coach)  strove  to  accept  as  a  promising  omen.  The  business  of  sort- 
ing and  settling,  with  two  or  three  good  carpenters,  &c.,  already 
on  the  ground,  was  at  once  gone  into,  with  boundless  alacrity,  and 
(under  such  management  as  hers)  went  on  at  a  mighty  rate;  even 
the  three  or  four  days  of  quasi-camp  life,  or  gypsy  life,  had  a  kind 
of  gay  charm  to  us;  and  hour  by  hour  we  saw  the  confusion  abat- 
ing* Rowing  into  victorious  order.  Lei^h  Hunt  was  continually 
sendmg  us  notes;  most  probably  would  m  person  step  across  be- 
fore bedtime,  and  give  us  an  hour  of  the  prettiest  melodious  dis- 
course. In  about  a  week  (it  seems  to  me)  all  was  swept  and  gar- 
nished, fairly  habitable;  and  continued  incessantly  to  get  itself  pol- 
ished, civilised,  and  beautified  to  a  degree  that  surprised  one.  I 
have  elsewhere  alluded  to  all  that,  and  to  my  little  Jeannie's  conduct 
of  it:  heroic,  lovely,  pathetic,  mournfully  beautiful,  as  in  the  light 
of  eteraity,  that  little  scene  of  time  now  looks  to  me.  From  birth 
upwards  she  had  lived  in  opulence ;  and  now,  for  my  sake,  had  be- 
come poor — so  nobly  poor.  Truly,  her  pretty  little  bra^  (in  this 
letter)  was  well  founded.  No  such  houses,  for  beautiful  thrift,  quiet, 
spontaneous,  nay,  as  it  were,  unconscious— minimum  of  money  rec- 
onciled to  human  comfort  and  human  dignity — ^have  I  anywhere 
looked  upon  where  I  have  been. 

From  the  first,  or  nearly  so,  I  had  resolved  upon  the  *  French 
Revolution,'  ai:d  was  reading,  studying,  ransacking  the  Museum 
(to  little  purpose)  with  all  my  might.  Country  health  was  still 
about  me;  heart  and  strength  still  fearless  of  any  toil.  The  weather 
was  vei^  hot;  defying  it  (in  hard,  almost  brimless  hat,  which 
was  odldtgato  in  that  time  of  slavery)  did  sometimes  throw  me  into 
colic;  the  Museum  collection  of  'French  Pamphlets,*  the  complet- 
est  of  its  sort  in  the  world,  did,  after  six  weeka  oi  'b^Sle^Ntixftsi^^^ 
I.— 1 
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prove  inaccessible  to  me;  and  I  had  to  leave  them  there— eo  strong 
was  Chaos  and  Co.  in  that  direction.  Happily,  John  Mill  bad  come 
to  my  aid,  and  the  Paris  '  Histoire  Parlementaire '  began  to  appear. 
Mill  had  himself  great  knowledge  of  the  subject.  He  sent  me 
down  all  his  own  books  on  the  subject  (almost  a  cartload),  and  was 

generously  profuse  and  unwearied  in  every  kind  of  furtherance.  He 
ad  taken  aereat  attachment  to  me  (which  lasted  about  ten  years, 
and  then  suddenly  ended,  I  never  knew  how);  an  altogether  clear, 
logical,  honest,  amicable,  affectionate  young  man,  and  respected  as 
such  here,  though  sometimes  felt  to  be  rather  colourless,  even  aque- 
ous— no  religion  in  almost  any  form  traceable  in  him.  He  was 
amon^  our  diief  visitors  and  social  elements  at  that  time.  Came 
to  us  in  the  evenings  once  or  twice  a  week ;  walked  with  me  on  Sun- 
days, &c. ;  with  a  great  deal  of  discourse  not  worthless  to  me  in  its 
kind.  Still  prettier  were  Leijgh  Hunt's  little  nights  with  us;  fig- 
ure and  bearmc  of  the  man,  of  a  perfectly  graceful,  spontaneous^ 
original,  dignified  and  attractive  kind.  Considerable  sense  of  hu- 
mour in  him;  a  very  pretty  little  laugh,  sincere  and  cordial  always; 
many  tricksy  turns  of  witty  insight,  of  intellect,  of  phrase;  counte- 
nance, tone  and  eyes  well  seconding;  his  voice,  in  the  finale  of  it, 
had  a  kind  of  musical  warble  (*  chirl '  we  vernacularly  called  it) 
which  reminded  one  of  singing-birds.  He  came  always  rather  scru- 
pulously, though  most  simply  and  modestly,  dressed.  *Xind  of  Talk- 
ing Nightingale,'  we  privately  called  him — name  first  due  to  her. 
He  enjoyed  much,  and  with  a  Kind  of  chivalrous  silence  and  respect, 
her  Scotch  tunes  on  the  piano,  most  of  which  he  knew  already,  and 
their  Burns  or  other  accompaniment:  this  was  commonly  enough 
the  wind-up  of  our  evening;  'supper'  being  ordered  (uniformly 
*  porridge '  of  Scotch  oatmeal),  most  likely  tbe  piano,  on  some  hint, 
would  be  opened,  and  continue  till  the  'porridge'  came — a  tiny 
basin  of  which  Hunt  always  took,  and  ate  with  a  teaspoon,  to  sugar, 
and  many  praises  of  the  excellent  frugal  and  noble  article.  It  seems 
to  me,  in  our  long,  dim-lighted,  perfectly  neat  and  quaint  room, 
these  'evening  parties'  of  three  were  altogether  human  and  beau- 
tiful; perhaps  the  best  I  anywhere  had  before  or  since!  Allan 
Cunningham  occasionally  walked  down;  pleasant  enough  to  talk 
with — though  the  topic  was  sure  to  be  Nithsdale  (mainly  Nithsdale 
fun),  and  nothing  else.  Mrs.  Austin,  Mrs.  BuUer,  Darwin,  Wedg- 
wood, <&c.,  &c.  (of  tliis  or  shortly  posterior  dates),  I  do  not  men- 
tion. I  was  busy;  she  still  more  hopefully  and  gaily  so;  and  in 
what  is  called  'society,*  or  London  interests  for  us,  there  was  do 
lack.~Of  all  which,  these  'Letters,'  accidental  %oaifs  among  such 
multitudes  as  have  carelessly  perished,  are  now  the  only  record. 

I  perfectly  recollect  the  day  this  following  letter  describes,  though 
I  could  not  have  given  the  date,  even  by  year.  '  Macqueen  and 
Thomson  *  were  two  big  praziors  of  respectability,  Macqueen  a  na- 
tive of  Craigcnputtock,  Thomson,  from  near  Annan,  had  been  a 
school  fellow  of  mine.  They  had  called  here  without  very  specific 
errand;  and  I  confess  what  the  letter  intimates  (of  my  silent  wish 
to  have  evaded  such  interruption,  &c.,  &c.)  is  the  exact  truth. 

'  Traiked  *  means  perished,  contemptuous  teim,  applied  to  cattle, 
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Sdc  '  Traik' =  Qermaji  '  Dreek,*  To 'bankrape' ib  to*  bankrupt' 
(used  as  a  verb  passive).  *  And  then  be  bankrapit,  and  seed  out  o' 
sicbt:  *  a  phrase  of  my  father's  in  the  little  sketches  of  Annandale 
biography  he  would  sometimes  give  me.  During  two  wholly  wet 
da^s,  on  my  last  visit  to  Scotsbri^  in  18^,  he  gave  me  a  whole 
aeies  of  such;  clearest  brief  portraiture  and  life-history  of  all  the 
noteworthy,  vanished  figures  whom  I  had  known  by  Iook  only,  and 
now  wished  to  understand.  Such  a  set  of  SehUderungen  (human 
delineations  of  human  life),  so  admirably  brief,  luminous,  true,  and 
man-like,  as  I  never  had  before  or  since.  I  have  heard  Words- 
worth, somewhat  on  similar  terms  (twice  over  had  him  in  a  comer 
enga^ied  on  this  topic,  which  was  his  beU);  but  even  Wordsworth 
was  mferior. — T.  C. 

To  Mn,  Carlyle,  BeaUbrig, 

Chelsea:  Sept  1, 1884. 

My  dear  Mother, — Could  I  have  supposed  it  possible  that  any 
mortal  was  so  stupid  as  not  to  feel  disappointed  in  receiving  a  let- 
ter from  me  instead  of  my  husband,  I  should  have  written  to  you 
very  long  ago.  But  while  this  humility  becomes  me,  it  is  also  my 
duty  (too  long  neglected)  to  send  a  little  adjunct  to  my  husband's 
letter,  just  to  assure  you  '  with  my  own  hand '  that  I  continue  to 
love  you  amidst  the  hubbub  of  this  '  noble  city '  *  just  the  same  as 
in  the  quiet  of  Craigenputtock,  and  to  cherish  a  grateful  recollec- 
tion of  your  many  kindnesses  to  me;  especially  of  that  magnani- 
mous purpose  to  '  sit  at  my  bedside '  through  the  night  preceding 
my  departure,  'that  I  might  be  sure  to  sleep!'  I  certainly  shall 
never  forget  that  night  and  the  several  preceding  and  following; 
but  for  the  kindness  and  helpfulness  shown  me  on  all  hands,  I 
must  have  traiked,  one  would  suppose.  I  had  every  reason  to  be 
thankful  then  to  Providence  and  my  friends,  and  have  had  the 
same  reason  since. 

All  things,  since  we  came  here,  have  gone  more  smoothly  with  us 
than  I  at  all  anticipated.  Our  little  household  has  been  set  up  again 
at  a  quite  moderate  expense  of  money  and  trouble ;  wherein  I  cannot 
help  thinking,  with  a  chastened  vanity,  that  the  superior  shiftiness  and 
thriftiness  of  the  Scotch  character  has  strikingly  manifested  itself. 
The  English  women  turn  up  the  whites  of  their  eyes,  and  call  on 
the  '  good  heavens '  at  the  bare  idea  of  enterprises  which  seem  to 
me  in  the  most  ordinary  course  of  human  affairs.  I  told  Mrs. 
Hunt,  one  day,  I  had  been  very  busy  painting,  'What?'  she 
asked,  'is  it  a  portrait? '     '  Oh!  no,'  I  told  her,  '  something  of  more 
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importance — a  large  wardrobe.'  She  could  not  imagine,  ahe  said, 
*  how  I  could  have  patience  for  such  things? '  And  so,  haying  no 
patience  for  them  herself,  what  is  the  result?  She  is  every  other 
day  reduced  to  borrow  my  tumblers,  my  teacups;  even  a  cupful 
of  porridge,  a  few  spoonfuls  of  tea,  are  begged  of  me,  because 
' Missus  has  got  company,  and  happens  to  be  out  of  the  article;' 
in  plain  unadorned  English,  because  'missus*  is  the  most  wretched 
of  managers,  and  is  often  at  the  point  of  having  not  a  copper  in  her 
purse.  To  see  how  they  live  and  waste  here,  it  is  a  wonder  the 
whole  city  does  not  *  bankrape,  and  go  out  o'  sicht  * ; — flinging 
platefuls  of  what  they  are  pleased  to  denominate  '  crusts '  (that  is 
what  I  consider  all  the  best  of  the  bread)  into  the  ashpits  I  I  often 
say,  with  honest  self -congratulation,  '  In  Scotland  we  have  no  such 
thing  as  "  crusts."  *  On  the  whole,  though  the  English  ladies  seem 
to  have  their  wits  more  at  their  finger-ends,  and  have  a  great  advan- 
tage over  me  in  that  respect,  I  never  cease  to  be  glad  that  I  was 
bom  on  the  other  side  of  the  Tweed,  and  that  those  who  are  nearest 
and  dearest  to  me  are  Scotch. 

I  must  tell  you  what  Carlyle  will  not  tell  of  himself— that  he  is 
rapidly  mending  of  his  Craigenputtock  gloom  and  acerbity.  He  is 
really  at  times  a  tolerably  social  character,  and  seems  to  be  regarded 
with  a  feeling  of  mingled  terror  and  love  in  all  companies;  which  I 
should  expect  the  difTusion  of  TeufelsdrOckh  will  tend  to  increase. 

I  have  just  been  called  away  to  John  Macqueeu,  who  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  Jack  Thomson,  of  Annan,  whom  I  received  in  my 
choicest  mood,  to  make  amends  for  Carlyle's  unreadiness — who  was 
positively  going  to  let  him  leave  the  door  without  asking  him  in;  a 
neglect  which  he  would  have  reproached  himself  with  after. 

My  love  to  all.  Tell  my  kind  Mary  to  write  to  me;  she  is  the 
only  one  that  ever  does. 

Tour  affectionate 

Janb  W.  Carltlb. 

LETTER  2. 

Mournfully  beautiful  is  this  letter  to  me;  a  clear  little  house- 
hold light  shining,  pure  and  brilliant,  in  the  dark  obstructive  places 
of  the  pastl 

The  *  two  East  Lothian  friends '  are  George  Rennie,  then  sculp- 
tor, and  his  pretty  sister,  Mrs.  Mandcrston,  wife  of  nn  ezlndlan 
ship  captain. 

'Eliza  Miles '  and  '  the  Mileses *  are  the  good  people  in  Ampton 
Street  with  whom  we  lodged;  Eliza,  their  daughter,  felt  quite 
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captiTated  with  m^  Jane,  and  seems  to  have  vowed  eternal  loyalty 
to  her  almost  atnrst  sight;  was  for  coming  to  he  our  servant  at 
Craigenputtock  (actually  wrote  proposing  it  then — a  most  tempting 
offer  to  us,  had  not  the  rough  element  and  the  delicate  aspirant 
been  evidently  irreconcilable!).  She  continued  to  visit  us  here, 
at  modest  intervals;  wrote  me,  after  mv  calamity  befel,  the  one 
letter  of  condolence  I  could  completely  read  (still  extant,  and 
almost  worth  adjoining  here),  she  was  a  very  pretty  and,  to  us,  in- 
teresting specimen  of  the  London  maiden  of  the  middle  classes; 
refined,  polite,  pious,  clever  both  of  hand  and  mind;  no  gentle- 
woman could  have  a  more  upright,  modest,  fdlectionate  and  un- 
consciously high  demeanour.  Her  father  had  long  been  in  prosper- 
ous upholsterer  business  {*  MUes  and  Edwards,'  as  we  sometimes 
heard),  but  the  firm  had  latterly  gone  awr}r,  and  poor  Miles  now 
went  about  as  a  'traveller'  (showing  specimens,  &c.),  where  he 
had  formerly  been  one  of  the  commanders-in-chief.  He  was  a 
very  good-natured,  respectable  man;  quietly  much  sympathised 
with  in  his  own  house.  Eliza,  with  her  devout  temper,  had  been 
drawn  to  Edward  Irving;  went  daily,  alone  of  her  familv,  to  his 
diapel,  in  those  years  1^1-2,  and  was  to  the  last  one  of  his  most 
reverent  disciples.  She  did,  in  her  soft  loyal  way,  right  well  in 
the  world ;  married  poorly  enough,  but  wisely,  ana  is  still  living, 
a  now  rich  man's  wife,  and  the  mother  of  prosperous  sons  and 
daughters. 

'Buller's  Radical  meeting,'  had  one  an  old  newspaper,  would 
give  us  an  exact  date:  it  was  the  meeting,  privately  got  up  by  C. 
duller,  but  ostensibly  managed  by  others,  which  assembled  itself 
largely  and  with  emphasis  in  the  London  Tavern,  to  say  what  it 
thought  on  the  first  reappearance  of  Peel  and  Co.  after  the  Re- 
form Bill,  'first  Peel  Ministry,'  which  lasted  only  a  short  time.  I 
duly  attended  the  meeting  (never  another  in  my  life);  and  remem- 
bered it  well.  Had  some  interest,  not  much.  The  2,0(X)  human 
figures,  wedged  in  the  huge  room  into  one  dark  mass,  were  sin^- 
]^  to  look  down  upon,  singular  to  hear  their  united  voice,  commg 
clearly  as  from  one  heart;  their  fiery  'Yes,*  their  sternly  bellow- 
ing  'PTo.'  (Camille  Desmoulins  in  the  Palais-Royal  Gardens,  not 
long  afterwards!*)  I  could  notice,  too,  what  new  latos  there  were 
of  speaking  to  such  a  mass;  no  matter  how  intensely  consentaneous 
your  2,000  were,  and  how  much  you  agreed  with  every  one  of 
them;  you  must  likewise  begin  where  they  began,  follow  pretty 
exactly  their  sequence  of  thoughts,  or  they  lost  sight  of  your  Inten 
tion;  and,  for  noise  of  contradiction  to  you  and  to  one  another, 
you  could  not  be  heard  at  all.  That  was  new  to  me,  that  second 
thing;  and  little  or  nothing  else  was.  In  the  speeches  I  had  no 
interest,  except  a  phenomenal;  indeed,  had  to  aisagree  through- 
out, more  or  less  with  every  part  of  them.  Roebuck  knew  the  art 
best;  kept  the  2,000  in  constant  reverberation,  more  and  more  rap- 
turous, by  his  adroitly  correct  series  of  commonplaces,  John  Craw- 
furd,  much  more  original,  lost  the  series,  and  had  to  sit  down  again 

*  *  Afterwards:*  when  Carlyle  came  to  write  about  Camille  in  the  French 
licpQitt^jon.— J.  A.  F. 
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unheard — ignomioiouslj  unheard.  Ohs  jam  iotu  eit,  I  walked 
briskly  home,  much  musiug;  found  her  waiting,  eager  enough  for 
any  news  I  had. — ^T.  0. 

lb  Mr9.  Carlyle,  SeatsMg. 

Chelsea:  End  of  November  [Nov.  21],  1884.> 

My  dear  Mother, — Now  that  franks  are  come  back  into  the  world, 
one  need  not  wait  for  an  inspired  moment  to  write;  if  one's  letter 
is  worth  nothing,  it  costs  nothing — nor  will  any  letter  that  tells  you 
of  our  welfare  and  assures  you  of  our  continual  affection,  be  worth 
nothing  in  your  eyes,  ever  destitute  of  news  or  anything  else  that 
might  make  it  entertaining. 

The  weather  is  grown  horribly  cold,  and  I  am  chiefly  intent,  at 
present,  on  getting  my  winter  wardrobe  into  order.  I  have  made 
up  the  old  black  gown  (which  was  dyed  puce  for  me  at  Dumfries), 
with  my  own  hands;  it  looks  twenty  per  cent,  better  than  when  it 
was  new ;  and  I  shall  get  no  other  this  winter.  I  am  now  turning 
my  pelisse.  I  went  yesterday  to  a  milliner's  to  buy  a  bonnet:  an 
old,  very  ugly  lady,  upwards  of  seventy,  I  am  sure,  was  bargaining 
about  a  cloak  at  the  same  place;  it  was  a  fine  affair  of  satin  and 
velvet;  but  she  declared  repeatedly  that '  it  had  no  air/  and  for  her 
part  she  could  not  put  on  such  a  thing.  My  bonnet,  I  flatter  my- 
self, has  an  air;  a  little  brown  feather  nods  over  the  front  of  it,  and 
the  crown  points  like  a  sugar-loaf  1  The  diameter  of  the  fashion- 
able ladies  at  present  is  about  three  yards;  their  bustles  (false  bot- 
toms) are  the  size  of  an  ordinary  sheep's  fleece.  The  very  servant- 
girls  wear  bustles:  Eliza  Miles  told  mo  a  maid  of  theirs  went  out 
one  Sunday  with  three  kitchen  dusters  pinned  on  as  a  substitute. 

The  poor  Mileses  are  in  great  afSiction.  Mr.  Miles,  about  the 
time  we  came  to  London,  got  into  an  excellent  situation,  and  they 

>  About  a  month  before  this  date,  Edward  Irving  rode  to  the  door  one  even- 
ins:,  came  in  and  stayed  with  us  some  twenty  minutes,  the  one  call  we  ever 
had  of  him  here— his  farewell  call  before  setting  out  to  ride  towards  Glasgow, 
as  the  doctors,  helpless  otherwise,  had  ordered.  He  was  very  friendly,  calm 
and  affectionate;  spoke,  chivalrously  courteous,  to  her  (as  I  remember):  *  Ah, 
yes,*  looking  round  the  room,  Tou  are  like  an  Eve,  make  every  place  you 
live  in  beautiful ! '  He  was  not  sad  in  manner,  but  was  at  heart,  as  you 
oould  notice— serious,  even  solenm.  Darkness  at  hand,  and  the  weather 
damp,  he  could  not  loiter.  I  saw  him  mount  at  the  door,  watched  till  he 
turned  the  first  comer  (close  by  the  rector's  garden-door),  and  had  vanished 
from  us  for  altogether.  He  died  at  Glasgow  before  the  end  of  Deoember 
coming. 
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were  jiist  be^^nning  to  feel  independent,  and  looked  forward  to  a 
comfortable  future,  when  one  morning,  about  a  week  ago,  Mr. 
Miles,  in  walking  through  his  warerooms,  was  noticed  to  stagger; 
and  one  of  the  men  ran  and  caught  him  as  he  was  falling:  he  was 
carried  to  a  public-house  close  by  (his  own  house  being  miles  off), 
and  his  wife  and  daughter  sent  for.  He  never  spoke  to  them; 
could  never  be  removed;  but  there,  in  the  midst  of  confusion  and 
riot,  thej  sat  watching  him  for  two  days,  when  he  expired.  I  went 
up  to  see  them  so  soon  as  I  heard  of  their  misfortune.  The  wife 
was  confined  to  bed  with  inflammation  in  her  head.  Poor  Eliza  was 
up,  and  resigned-looking,  but  the  picture  of  misery.  '  A  gentleman 
from  Mr.  Irving's  churdi '  was  with  her,  saying  what  he  could. 

A  brother  and  sister,  the  most  intimate  friends  I  ever  bad  in 
Sast  Lothian,  live  quite  near  (for  London),  and  I  have  other 
East  Lothian  acquaintances.  Mrs.  Hunt  I  shall  soon  be  quite 
terminated  with,  I  foresee.  8he  torments  my  life  out  with  bor- 
rowing. She  actually  borrowed  one  of  the  brass  fenders  the 
other  day,  and  I  had  difficulty  in  getting  it  out  of  her  hands; 
irons,  glasses,  tea-cups,  silver  spoons,  are  in  constant  requisition; 
and  when  one  sends  for  them  the  whole  number  can  never  be 
found.  Is  it  not  a  shame  to  manage  so,  with  eight  guineas  a 
week  to  keep  bouse  on  I  It  makes  me  very  indignant  to  see  all  the 
waste  that  goes  on  around  me,  when  I  am  needing  so  much  care 
and  calculation  to  make  ends  meet.  When  we  dine  out,  to  see  as 
much  money  expended  on  a  dessert  of  fruit  (for  no  use  but  to  give 
people  a  colic)  as  would  keep  us  in  necessaries  for  two  or  three 
weeks  I  My  present  maid  has  a  grand-uncle  in  town  with  upwards 
of  a  hundred  thousand  pounds,  who  drives  his  carriage  and  all 
that;  at  a  great  dinner  he  had,  he  gave  five  pounds  for  a  couple  of 
pineapples  when  scarce;  and  here  is  his  niece  working  all  the  year 
through  for  eight,  and  he  has  never  given  her  a  brass  farthing 
sUice  she  came  to  London. 

My  mother  gave  a  good  account  of  your  looks.  I  hope  you  will 
go  and  see  her  again  for  a  longer  time.  She  was  so  gratified  by 
your  visit.  I  have  just  had  a  letter  from  her,  most  satisfactory,  tell- 
ing mc  all  she  knows  about  any  of  you.  She  gives  a  most  wonder- 
ful account  of  some  transcendentally  beautiful  shawl  which  Jane 
had  made  her  a  present  of.  I  am  sure  never  present  gave  more 
contentment. 

Carlyle  is  going  to  a  Radical  meeting  to-night,  but  there  is  no 
fear  of  his  getting  into  mischief.    Curiosity  is  his  only  motive — 
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and  I  must  awaj  to  the  butcher^s  to  get  his  dinner.    I  wish  yon 

may  be  able  to  read  what  I  have  written.    I  write  with  a  steel 

pen,  which  is  a  very  unpliable  concern,  and  has  almost  cut  into 

my  finger.    God  bless  you  all.    A  kiss  to  Mary's  new  baby  when 

you  see  it. 

Tours  affectionately, 

Jaub  Cabltlb. 
LETTER  8. 

Postscript  to  some  letter  of  mine,  announcing  brother  John's 
speedy  advent  from  Italy,  and  visit  to  Scotsbrig  as  his  next  step. 

The  '  wee  waiiu  *  (weans)  are  sister  Mary's,  sister  Jean's,  and 
brother  Alick's;  '  wee  Jane,'  her  namesake,  is  brother  Alick's  eld- 
est. 'Mighty  nation'  had  this  origin  (derived  by  tradition  of 
mine) :  my  mother,  in  the  act  of  removing  from  Ecclefechan,  to 
Mainbill  (in  1816),  which  was  a  serious  new  adventure  to  the  fam- 
ily and  her,  had,  as  she  privately  told  me,  remembered  vividly  the 
first  time  she  came  doton  that  road,  riding  towards  Ecclefechan,  as 
a  little  girl  behind  her  father — towards  an  aunt,  and  unknown  for- 
tune in  that  new  country — and  how  she  could  now  piously  say  of 
herself,  like  Jacob,  '  Now  hath  the  Lord  made  of  me  a  great  na- 
tion.'   Good  dear  mother  I 

I  almost  think  this  promised  visit  to  Scotland  did  not  take  effect 
— John's  own  part  of  it  having  failed,  and  eeneral  uncertain^  har- 
ine  thereupon  supervened.  I  was  mysel?  in  dreadful  struggle* 
with  the  burnt  first  volume  of  'French  Revolution;'  miserable  ac- 
cident which  hod  befallen  three  months  before  this  date;  but  which 
(having  persisted  to  finish  '  Book  i.  Vol.  II.,'  before  turning  iMck) 
I  had  now  first  practically  |^ppled  with,  and  found  how  near  it 
bordered  on  the  absolutely  insuperable  I  certainly  the  impossiblest- 
looking  literary  problem  I  ever  had:  'resembles  swimming  in  an 
element  not  of  water,  but  of  quasi- vacuum,'  said  I  mournfully,  al- 
most desperately:  'by  main  force,  impossible,  I  find  I' — and  so  had 
fiung  it  all  by,  about  this  date;  and  for  four  weeks  was  reading  the 
trashiest  heap  of  novels  (Marry at's,  &c.)  to  hush  down  my  mind, 
and,  as  it  were,  bury  the  disaster  under  ashes  for  a  time.  About 
Julv  I  cautiously,  gingerly,  stept  up  to  the  affair  again,  and  grad- 
ualfy  got  it  done.  How  my  darling  behaved  under  all  this,  with 
what  heroism  and  what  love,  I  have  mentioned  elsewhere.  I  find 
she  renounced  Scotland  for  this  year,  and  instead  appointed  her 
mother  to  come  and  visit  u$  here,  which  did  take  effect,  as  will  be 
seen. — T.  C. 

1 1  may  mention  here  a  fact  connected  with  the  burning  of  this  MS.  HHI  had 
borrowed  it  to  read,  and  when  in  his  hands  it  was  in  some  way  destroyed:  he 
oame  himself  to  Cheyne  Row  to  confess  what  had  happened.  He  sat  three 
hours  trying  to  talk  of  other  subjects.  When  he  went  away  at  last,  Mrs.  Car- 
lyle  told  me  that  the  first  words  which  Cariyle  spoke  were:  *  WeQ!  Mill,  poor 
feUow,  is  very  miserable;  we  must  try  to  keep  from  him  how  seiloiis  the  Io« 
Is  to  OB.*— J.  ▲.  F. 
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To  Mrs.  Carlyle,  SeaUbrig. 

C!belaea:  May  8, 1885. 

I  too  am  coming,  dear  mother,  and  expect  a  share  of  the  wel- 
come! For  though  I  am  no  sod,  nor  even  much  worth  as  a  daugh- 
ter, you  have  a  heart  where  there  is  'coot  and  eooni  again,' ^  I 
think  of  nothing  so  much  at  present  as  this  journey  to  Scotland; 
all  the  sea-sickness  and  fatigues  of  my  former  Journeys  do  not 
damp  my  ardour  for  this  one. 

Carlyle  has  not  told  you  a  piece  of  news  we  heard  yesterday,  so 
carioQB  as  to  be  worth  recording.  Mrs.  Badams,  who  a  year  and 
a  half  ago  made  such  outrageous  weeping  and  wailing  over  the 
death  of  her  husband,  is  on  the  eve  of  a  second  marriage  (has  been 
engaged  for  months  back)  to  a  Frenchman  who  is — her  own  half- 
nephew!  1  !  the  son  of  a  sister  who  was  daughter  to  the  same  father 
by  a  former  wife!  Such  things,  it  seems,  are  tolerated  in  France; 
to  us  here  it  seems  rather  shocking.  Such  is  the  upshot  of  all  poor 
Badam's  labours  and  anxieties,  and  sacrifices  of  soul  and  body,  in 
amassing  money !  Himself  lies  killed,  with  brandy  and  vexation, 
in  a  London  churchyard;  and  the  wreck  of  his  wealth  goes  to  sup- 
ply the  extravagances  of  a  rabble  of  French  who  have  neither  com- 
mon sense  nor  common  decency. 

I  have  just  had  a  call  from  an  old  rejected  lover,  who  has  been 
in  India  these  ten  years:  though  he  has  come  home  with  more 
thousands  of  pounds  than  we  are  ever  likely  to  have  hundreds,  or 
even  scores,  the  sight  of  him  did  not  make  me  doubt  the  wiedom  of 
my  preference.  Indeed,  I  continue  quite  content  with  my  bargain; 
I  could  wish  him  a  little  Um  yellow,  and  a  little  more  peaceable;  but 
thatisalL 

What  a  quantity  of  wee  ijoaim  I  shall  have  to  inspect  I  though  I 
doubt  if  any  of  them  will  equal  the  first  wee  Jane,  whom  I  hope 
they  are  not  suffering  to  forget  me.  Truly  you  are  become  '  a 
mighty  nation '  I    €k)d  prosper  it ! 

Tour  affectionate 

Jane  Welsh  Carltlb. 

LETTER  4 

Susan  Hunter  of  St.  Andrews,  now  and  long  since  Mrs.  Stirling 
of  Edinburgh,  was  daughter  of  a  Professor  Hunter  in  St.  Andrews 

'  ^Tlie  grace  of  God,  brethren/  said  some  (mjrthical)  MethodJst,  *l8  like  a 
voynd  al  beef;  there  is  coot  and,*  &c 

1* 
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University,  and  granddaughter  of  a  famous  do.  do.,  whose  editions 
of  Virgil,  and  various  other  Latin  classics,  all  excellently  printed 
in  the  little  county  town  of  Cupar,  Fife,  are  held  in  deserved  es- 
teem, not  among  ourselves  only,  but  in  Germany  itself,  by  the  best 
judges  there. 

To  an  elder  sister  of  this  Susan  the  afterwards  famous  Francis 
Jeffrey,  then  a  young  Edinburgh  advocate,  had  been  wedded,  and 
was  greatly  attached;  but  she  soon  died  from  him  and  left  him  a 
childless  widower.  A  second  sister  of  Susan's,  I  believe,  had  mar* 
ried  John  Jeffrev,  younger  and  only  brother  of  Francis;  but  she 
too  had  died,  ana  there  were  no  children  left.  John  Jeffrey  fol> 
lowed  no  profession,  had  wandered  about  the  world,  at  one  time 
been  in  America,  in  revolutionary  France,  but  had  since  settled 
pleasantly  in  Edinburgh  within  reach  of  his  brother,  and  was  a 
very  gentle,  affectionate,  pleasantly  social  and  idly  ingenious  man. 
I  remember  Susan  and  her  one  younger  sister  as  living  often  with 
John  Jeffrey;  I  conclude  it  was  at  Craigcrook.  at  Francis  Jeffrey's 
that  we  had  made  acquaintance  with  her.  She  was  a  tall,  lean, 
cleanly  trim  and  wise-looking,  though  by  no  means  beautiful  wom- 
an, except  that  her  face  and  manners  expressed  noUiinff  that  was 
not  truthful,  simple,  rational,  modest  though  decided.  Susan  and 
a  brother  of  hers,  John,  who  sometimes  visited  here  in  after  times, 
and  is  occasionally  mentioned  in  these  letters,  had  a  great  admira- 
tion and  even  affection  for  Leigh  Hunt,  to  whom  John  was  often 
actually  subventive.  Susan's  mild  love  for  poor  Hunt,  sparkling 
through  her  old-maidish,  cold,  still,  exterior,  was  sometimes  amus- 
ingly noticeable. — T.  C. 

To  M%8»  Hunter,  MOfield  Btmse,  Edmonton, 

5  Chejme  Row,  Chelsea:  June  1886. 

My  dear  Susan  Hunter, — What  an  infidel  you  are  to  dream  of 
my  ever  forgetting  either  your  existence  or  your  kindness!  Wom- 
an though  I  be,  and  though  Mr.  John  Jeffrey  once  said  of  me  (not 
in  my  hearing)  that  I  was  '  distinguished  as  a  flirt '  in  my  time,  I 
can  tell  you  few  people  are  as  steady  in  their  attachments.  That 
I  was  attached  to  you,  a  person  of  your  quick  penetration  could 
hardly  fail  to  observe. 

You  were  very  kind  to  me;  and  that  was  not  all;  you  were  sev- 
eral things  that  women  rarely  are,  straightforward  and  clear-sighted, 
among  the  rest,  and  sol  liked  you,  and  have  continued  to  like  you 
to  this  hour.  Never  have  I  thought  of  Edinburgh  since  we  left  it 
without  thinking  of  you  and  the  agreeable  evenings  I  spent  with 
you. 

Such  being  the  case,  you  may  believe  it  is  with  heartfelt  glad- 
ness that  I  find  you  are  again  within  reach.  Do  come  to-morrow 
evening  or  Thursday,  whichever  suits  you  best,  and  know  tliat  we 
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tba  xwest  of  London  accommodations,  a  spare  bed;  bo  that 
if  yon  consider  the  thing  in  the  same  reasonable  light  that  I  do,  you 
will  undoubtedly  stay  all  night. 

My  dear  Susan  (do  let  me  dispense  with  formalites),  I  am  so  glad 
that  I  haTe  not  eren  taken  time  to  mend  my  pen. 

Your  affectionate  friend 

Jake  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  6. 

Letter  to  John  Sterling;  probably  her  first.  Our  acquaintance 
then  was  but  of  few  weeks'  standing.  Tliis  letter  and  all  the  f  ol- 
lowinff  to  the  same  address  were  carefully  laid  together  under 
sealea  cover  '  Aug.  14, 1845/  in  Sterling's  still  steady  hand;  and 
mournfully  came  back  to  us  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  longer. — 
T.  C. 

lb  ihs  Bev.  John  Sterling,  Herstnumceiux, 

6  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Thursday,  June  16, 1886. 
My  dear  Sir, — You  did  kindly  to  send  the  little  separate  note. 
The  least  bit  'all  to  myself,'  as  the  children  say,  was  sure  to  give 
me  a  livelier  pleasure  than  any  number  of  sheets  in  which  I  had 
but  a  secondary  interest;  for,  in  spite  of  the  honestest  efforts  to 
annihilate  my  I-ety,  or  merge  it  in  what  the  world  doubtless  con- 
siders my  better  half,  I  still  find  myself  a  self- subsisting,  and,  alas! 
self-seeking  nu.  Little  Felix,  in  the  '  Wanderjahre,'  when,  in  the 
midst  of  an  animated  scene  between  Wilhelm  and  Theresa,  he  pulls 
Theresa's  gown,  and  calls  out,  *Mama  Theresa,  I  too  am  here!' 
only  speaks  out  with  the  charming  trustfulness  of  a  little  child  what 
I  am  perpetually  feeling,  though  too  sophisticated  to  pull  people's 
skirts  or  exclaim  in  so  many  words,  '  Mr.  Sterling,  I  too  am  here.' 
But  I  must  tell  you  I  find  a  grave  fault  in  that  note — about  the 
last  fault  I  should  have  dreamt  of  finding  in  any  utterance  of 
yours — ^it  is  not  believing,  but  faithless!  In  the  first  place,  the 
parenthesis  ('if  ever')  seems  to  me  a  wilful  questioning  of  the 
goodness  of  Providence.  Then  you  say,  if  in  some  weeks  I  can 
!  bring  myself  to  think  of  you  with  patience,  &c. ,  &c.    Now  both 

j  the  '  if '  and  '  perhaps '  displease  me.     Only  the  most  inveterate 

sceptic  could,  with  your  fineness  of  observation,  have  known  me 
for  two  weeks  without  certifying  himself  that  my  patience  is  in- 
finite, inexhaustible!  that,  in  fact,  I,  as  well  as  yourself,  combine 
'tbe  wiidom  of  Solomon  with  the  patience-  of  36b\'    ¥«x  ttQ\&> 
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being  offended  by  your  dissertation  on  the  '  Sartor/  >  I  think  H  fhe 
best  that  has  been  said  or  sung  of  him.  £yen  where  your  critidsm 
does  not  quite  fall  in  with  my  humble  views,  I  still  love  the  spirit 
of  Uie  critic.  For  instance,  I  am  loth  to  belieye  that  I  have  mar- 
ried a  Pagan ;  but  I  approve  entirely  of  the  warmth  with  which 
you  warn  your  friend  against  the  delusion  of  burning  pastilles  be- 
fore a  statue  of  Jupiter,  and  such  like  extravagances.  I  suppose  it 
is  excessively  heterodox,  and  in  a  Catholic  country  I  should  be 
burnt  for  it,  but  to  you  I  may  safely  confess  that  I  care  almost 
nothing  about  what  a  man  believes  in  comparison  with  how  he 
believes.  If  his  belief  be  correct  it  is  much  the  better  for  himself; 
but  its  intensity,  its  efficacy,  is  the  ground  on  which  I  love  and 
trust  him.  Thus,  you  see,  I  am  capable  of  appreciating  your  fer- 
vour in  behalf  of  the  Thirty-nine  Articles,  without  being  afflicted 
because  my  husband  is  accused  of  contumacy  against  theuL 

But  what  do  you  mean  by  speaking  of  '  a  few  weeks  7  When 
you  went,  you  said,  with  an  appearance  at  least  of  good  faith,  that 
you  would  be  back  in  London  in  three  weeks;  and  one  week  and 
half  of  another  is  already  gone.  I  hope  you  will  keep  your  time  for 
several  reasons:  chiefly  for  this  one,  that  our  continuance  in  London 
has,  of  late  days,  become  more  uncertain,  the  American  speculation 
having  suddenly  received  a  more  practical  form ;  and  if  we  depart 
for  Scotland  without  seeing  you  any  more,  and  afterwards  our  good 
or  evil  star  actually  shoots  over  the  Atlantic,  surely,  to  some  of  us 
at  least  it  will  be  a  matter  of  regret  rather  than  of  self -con  gratula- 
tion  that  our  acquaintance  should  have  begun. 

I  have  seen  your  mother  twice.  She  is  very  good  to  me.  I  have, 
moreover,  been  reviving  one  of  my  young  lady  accomplishments 
for  her  sake ;  painting  flowers  on  a  portfolio,  to  keep  those  verses 
in,  which  she  was  so  troubled  about  losing.  Your  father  has  been 
here  since  I  began  writing,  to  ask  us  to  dinner  on  Saturday.  We 
played  a  drawn  game  at  chess,  and  Carlyle  and  he  debated,  more 
loudly  than  logically,  on  the  subject  of  Napoleon's  morality.  He 
is  just  gone  to  inquire  about  the  house  in  Cheyne  Walk,  in  which 
good  work  I  was  meaning  to  have  forestalled  him,  and  commun- 
icated the  result  in  my  letter.  If  a  fairy  would  grant  me  three 
wishes  this  evening,  my  first  would  be  that  we  might  remain  where 
we  are,  my  second  that  you  might  be  settled  in  Cheyne  Walk,  and 
the  third,  like  a  thrifty  Scotchwoman,  I  would  beg  leave  to  lay  by 

1  Herrtmonoenx,  M«j  99, 1886  (Mfe  cf  SterUng,  1864  edit,  p.  874), 
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in  leserva  forfature  need.  And  now  I  must  go  and  array  myself 
with  all  possible  splendour  for  a  rout  at  Mrs.  Buller's,*  where 
0*Connell  is  to  be,  and  all  the  earth— that  is  to  say,  all  the  Radical 
earth.  Wish  me  good  speed.  May  I  offer  my  good  wishes,  and 
prospectiye  regards  to  your  wife? 

Affectionately  yours, 

Jane  W.  CaiIlylb. 

LETTER  6. 
To  Mia  Hunter,  MiUfield  ffome,  Edmonton, 

6  Cfaeyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Thursday  tTulyf]  188S. 

Dear, — I  am  too  essentially  Scotch  not  to  give  due  heed  to  the 
prorerb  'it  is  good  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shines,'  which 
means,  in  the  present  case,  it  is  good  to  catch  hold  of  a  friend 
while  she  is  in  the  humour.  But  I  have  been  provokingly  hindered 
from  acting  up  to  my  principle  by  the  prolonged  absence  of  my 
usual  domestic,  which  has  kept  us  until  the  present  day  in  'the 
valley  of  the  shadow'  of  charwoman;  and,  thoroughgoing  as  I 
know  you  to  be,  I  feared  to  invite  you  to  participate  therein. 
Now,  however,  I  have  got  the  deficiency  supplied,  after  a  more 
permanent  and  comfortable  fashion,  and  make  haste  to  say  '  come 
and  stay.'  Ck)me,  dear  Susan,  and  let  us  make  the  best  of  this 
'very  penetrating  world ' — as  a  maid  of  my  mother's  used  to  call  it 
in  vapourish  moods— come  and  wind  me  up  again,  as  you  have 
often  done  before  when  I  was  quite  run  down,  so  that,  from  being 
a  mere  senseless  piece  of  lumber,  I  began  to  tick  and  tell  people  what 
o'clock  it  was.  Will  you  come  in  the  ensuing  week?  Name  your 
own  time,  only  remember  the  sooner  the  better. 

My  kind  regards  to  Mr.  John  when  you  write,  and  to  your  sister. 
Do  you  remember  her  physiological  observation  on  hens?  * 

I  hear  nothing  of  his  lordship,*  but  the  fault  is  my  own. 

Tours  affectionately, 

Jane  Cablylb, 

Do  not  be  after  thinking  that  I  have  lost  the  power  to  write  more 
legibly.     I  am  just  out  of  one  of  my  headaches — my  hand  shakes. 

>  I  remember  this  'Boiler  Sotr6e,*  with  *0*Coimell  and  all  the  Badlcal 
earth  *  there;  good  enough  for  looking  at  slightlj,  as  in  a  menagerie.  O^Con- 
nell  I  had  already  seen  the  figure  of,  heard  the  voice  of,  somewhere;  speak  to 
Idm  I  never  did,  nor,  in  the  end,  would  have  done. 

*  Lost  to  me,  or  gone  to  the  remnant  of  an  indistinguishable  shadow  QlSnV 

•  Lotd-Advocate  J^Brej, 
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No  Miss ,1  however,  stept  in  out  of  space  to  drive  me  to  ez- 

tremity.    Oh,  the  honor  of  that  momentl 

LETTER  7. 

Mrs.  Welsh  was  to  come  about  the  end  of  August  I  was  now 
gettinr  tolerably  on  with  my  *  burnt  MS./  and  could  see  the  bless- 
ed ena  of  it  lying  ahead — ^had,  probably,  myself  resolved  on  a  run 
to  Annandale,  by  way  of  bonfire  on  that  victorious  event.  At  least, 
I  did  go  for  a  week  or  two,  it  appears,  and  brought  up  an  Annan 
maidservant  with  me,  one  '  Anne  Cook,'  who  proved  peaceable  and 
obedient  for  a  year  or  more  afterwards.  The  continual  trouble  my 
brave  little  woman  bore— all  of  it  kept  quiet  from  me,  result  quasi- 
perfect,  of  his  own  accord,  when  it  came  to  me — is  now,  to  look 
Sack  upon,  tragically  beautiful  I  That  'miraculous  Irish  Roman 
CaUiolic '  proved  utterly  a  failure  before  long. 

The  Wilsons  of  the  'Madeira  hamper,*  and  of  many  other  kind 
procedures  and  feelings  towards  us,  were  an  opulent  brother  and 
sister  of  considerably  cultivated  and  most  orthodox  type  (especially 
the  sister),  whom  we  had  met  with  at  Henry  Taylor's,  and  who  held 
much  to  us  for  many  years — indeed,  the  sister  did  (though  now 
fallen  deaf,  &c.)  till  my  dear  one  was  snatched  away.  I  think  they 
both  yet  live  (2  Upper  Eccleston  Street),  but  I  shudder  to  call,  and 
shall  likely  see  them  no  more.  Many  dinners — James  Spedding, 
Ileverend  Maurice,  John  Sterling  (once  or  twice),  James  Stephen 
(afterwards  Sir  James),  Perrot  of  Edinburgh  (who  was  the  brother 
of  *Tom  Wilson's*  Cambridge  old  friend),  <&c.,  &c. — many  dinners 
brilliantly  complete,  and  with  welcome  glad  and  hearty,  at  which, 
however,  I  would  rather  not  have  been. 

The  coterie-speech  abounds  in  this  letter;  more  witty  and  amus- 
ing, much,  very  much,  to  the  first  reader  than  it  can  now  ever  be 
to  another.  Explnnation  I  must  add  at  any  rate.  '  Blessings  &c. 
over  my  head:'  Extempore  public  prayer:  *Lord,  we  thank  Thee 
for  the  many  blessings  Tliou  art  making  to  pass  over  our  heads.' 
*  Encouragement:'  Cumberland  man  (to  me),  concerning  a,  squire 
whose  son  and  he  had  quite  quarrelled :  *  Feay ther  gives  Him  nea 
encouragement.'  '  Amot,'  a  little  laird,  come  almost  to  starvation 
by  drinking,  &c.  A  poor  creditor,  unpayable,  overheard  Mrs.  A. 
whispering,  '  Let  us  keep,'  &c.  *  Victualling: '  Old  Johnnie  Mac- 
caw  (McCall),  a  strange  old  Galloway  peasant  of  our  Craigenput 
took  neighbourhood,  who  witnessed  the  beginning  of  settlement 
in  1884,  had  asked  my  sister  Mary,  'D'ye  victual  a'  thao  folk? 
Ai  what  a  victualling  they  wull  taki ' 

I  recollect  the  evening  with  the  Degli  Antonis — that  evening  I 
all  gone,  all  gone!  (Dumfries,  August  16,  1868).— T.  C. 


>  A  rather  boundng  young  Edinburgh  lady,  daughter  of •,  not  in  the 

hlgiiflst  eiteeitt  eTerjwbere.   Her  'stepping  in  *  (two  year*  ago,  in  the  Bdln- 
hugh  winter)  I  have  forgotten. 
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To  Mn,  AUben,  Ihmitfriei. 

Chelsea:  Aug.  188S. 

My  dear  Jane,  —Even  the  doubt  expressed  in  your  last  letter  about 
the  durability  of  my  affection  was  more  agreeable  to  me  than  the 
brief  notice  which  you  usually  put  me  off  with, '  remember  us  to  Mrs. 
Carlyle/  or  still  worse,  '  remember  us  to  your  lady.'  I  hare  told  you 
often  that  it  afflicts  me  to  be  always,  in  the  matter  of  correspondence 
with  you,  obliged,  like  the  Annandale  man,  to  thank  Gkxl '  for  the 
blessings  made  to  pass  over  my  head.'  It  ought  not,  perhaps,  to 
make  any  difference  whether  your  letters  be  addressed  to  him  or  me, 
but  it  does.  You  never  in  your  life  answered  a  letter  of  mine  (and 
I  have  written  you  several),  except  little  business  notes  from  Dum- 
fries, which  could  not  be  considered  any  voluntary  expression  of 
kind  remembrance.  Had  you  even  expressed  a  wish  to  hear  from 
me  since  I  came  here,I  would  nevertheless  have  written,  being  of  a 
disposition  to  receive  thankfully  the  smallest  mercies  when  greater 
are  denied;  but,  as  I  said,  you  have  always  put  me  off  with  a  bare 
recognition  of  my  existence,  which  was  small  'encouragement.' 
The  fact  is,  we  are  both  of  us,  I  believe,  too  proud.  We  go  upon 
the  notion  of  '  keeping  up  our  dignity,  Mr.  Arnot'  You  have  it  by 
inheritance  from  your  mother,  who  (as  I  have  often  told  herselQ 
with  a  great  profession  of  humility  is  swallowed  up  in  this  sin;  and 
I  have  possibly  been  seduced  into  it  by  her  example,  which  I  was 
simple  enough  to  consider  a  safe  one  to  imitate  in  all  respects. 

For  my  part,  however,  I  am  quite  willing  to  enter  into  a  compact 
with  you  henceforth  to  resist  the  devil,  in  so  far  as  he  interferes  with 
our  mutual  good  understanding;  for  few  things  were  more  pleas- 
ant for  me  than  to  'tell  you  sundry  news*  of  every  kind,'  nay, 
rather  'every  thought  which  enters  within  this  shallow  mind,'  liad 
I  but  the  least  scrap  of  assurance  of  your  contentment  therewith. 

Now  that  my  mother  is  actually  coming,  I  am  more  reconciled  to 
my  disappointment  about  Scotland.  Next  year,  God  willing,  I 
shall  see  you  all  again.  Meanwhile,  I  am  wonderfully  well  hefted 
here;  the  people  are  extravagantly  kind  to  me,  and  in  most  respects 
my  situation  is  out  of  siglit  more  suitable  than  it  was  at  Craigen- 
puttock.  Of  late  weeks  Carlyle  has  also  been  getting  on  better  with 
his  writing,  which  has  been  uphill  work  since  the  burning  of  the 
first  manuscript.    I  do  not  think  that  the  second  version  is  on  the 

'  Some  old  dtUd't  verwet  of  this  same  *  Oatr  Jean '  (conslderahly  lancheA  t^t 
Mid  adinlred  by  ns  fn  thatr  Ume). 
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whole  inferior  to  the  first;  it  is  a  little  less  vicacions,  perhaps,  bal 
better  thought  and  put  together.  One  chapter  more  brings  him  to 
the  end  of  his  second  '  first  yolume/  and  then  we  shall  sing  a  Tf 
Deum  and  get  dnink-^for  which,  by  the  way,  we  have  uiramial 
facilities  at  present,  a  friend  (Mr.  Wilson)  having  yesterday  sent  us 
a  present  of  a  hamper  (some  six  or  seven  pounds'  worth)  of  the 
finest  old  Madeira  wine.  These  Wilsons  are  about  the  best  people 
we  know  here;  the  lady,  verging  on  oldmaideni8m,i8  distinctly  the 
cleverest  woman  I  know. 

Then  there  are  Sterlings,  who,  from  the  master  of  the  house 
down  to  the  footman,  are  devoted  to  me  body  and  soul;  it  is  ba* 
tween  us  as  between  '  Beauty  and  the  Beast ': — 

Speak  your  wishes,  speak  jtmr  will, 
Swift  obedience  meets  you  still. 

I  have  only  to  say  '  I  should  like  to  see  such  a  thing,'  or '  to  be  at 
such  a  place,'  and  next  day  a  carriage  is  at  the  door,  or  a  boat  is  on 
the  river  to  take  me  if  I  please  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  Through 
them  we  have  plumped  into  as  pretty  an  Irish  connection  as  one 
would  wish.  Among  the  rest  is  a  Mr.  Dunn,  an  Irish  clergyman, 
who  would  be  the  delight  of  your  mother's  heart — a  perfect  person- 
ification of  the  spirit  of  Christianity.  You  may  take  this  fact  to 
judge  him  by,  that  he  has  refused  two  bishoprics  in  the  course  of  his 
life,  for  conscience  sake.  We  have  also  some  Italian  acquaintances. 
An  Italian  Countess  Clementina  Degli  Antoni  is  the  woman  to  make 
my  husband  faithless,  if  such  a  one  exist — so  beautiful,  so  graceful, 
so  melodious,  so  witty,  so  everything  that  is  fascinating  for  the 
heart  of  man.  I  am  learning  from  her  to  speak  Italian,  and  she 
finds,  she  says,  that  I  have  a  divine  talent  {divino  taUnio).  She  is 
comiug  to  tea  this  evening,  and  another  Italian  exile,  Count  de  Pe- 
poli,  and  a  Danish  young  lady,  '  Singeress  to  the  King  of  Den- 
mark,' and  Mr.  Sterling  and  my  old  lover  Gkorge  Rennie.  'The 
victualling'  of  so  many  people  is  here  a  trifie,  or  rather  a  mere 
affair  of  the  imagination:  tea  is  put  down,  and  tiny  biscuits;  they 
sip  a  few  drops  of  tea,  and  one  or  two  sugar  biscuits  '  victuals ' 
a  dozen  ordinary  eaters.  So  that  the  thing  goes  off  with  small 
damage  to  even  a  long-necked  purse.  The  expenditure  is  not  of 
one's  money,  but  of  one's  wits  and  spirits;  and  that  is  sometimes 
so  considerable  as  to  leave  one  too  exhausted  for  sleeping  after. 

I  have  been  fidgeted  with  another  change  of  servants.  The 
woman  recommended  to  me  by  Mrs.  Austin  turned  out  the  best 
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iflNmilbAd  erer  had,  thougfa  a  rather  unamiable  penon  in  tern, 
per,  Ac  We  got  on,  nowever,  quite  harmoniously,  and  the  affaire 
of  the  houee  were  conducted  to  my  entire  satisfaction,  when  sud- 
denly she  was  sent  for  liome  to  attend  a  sick  mother;  and,  after 
three  weeks'  absence,  during  which  time  I  bad  to  find  a  charwoman 
to  supply  her  plAce,  she  sent  me  word,  the  other  day,  that,  in  the 
state  of  uncertainty  she  was  kept  in  she  could  not  expect  her  place 
to  remain  longer  yacant  for  her.  The  next  day  I  lighted  on  an  ae- 
tire,  tidy-looking  Irish  Roman  Catholic  in  a  way  so  singular  that  I 
could  not  help  considering  her  ais  intended  for  me  by  ProTidenoe, 
and  boding  well  of  our  connection.  She  is  not  come  yet,  but  will 
be  here  on  Wednesday;  and  in  the  meanwhile  my  charwoman,  who 
has  her  family  in  the  workhouse,  does  quite  tolerably. 

One  comfort  is,  that  I  have  not  to  puddle  about  myself  here,  as  I 
used  to  have  with  the  'soot  drops '  at  Craigenputtock;  the  people 
actually  do  their  own  work,  better  or  worse.  We  have  no  bugs  yet, 
to  the  best  of  my  knowledge;  and  I  do  not  know  of  one  other 
house  among  all  my  acquaintance  that  so  much  can  be  said  for. 
For  all  which,  and  much  more,  we  have  reason  to  be  thankful. 

I  must  not  finish  without  begging  your  sympathy  in  a  disaster  be* 
fallen  me  since  I  commenced  this  letter — the  cat  has  eaten  one  of 
my  canaries  I  Not  Chico,  poor  dear;  but  a  young  one  which  I 
hatched  '  myself.  I  haye  sent  the  abominable  monster  out  of  my 
sirht  for  ever— transferred  her  to  Mrs.  Hunt. 

With  kindest  regards  to  every  one  of  you,  prattlers  included, 

Yours  affectionately, 

J  Am  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  8. 

To  Misi  Hunter,  MtHfiM  ffou$e,  Edmonton. 

5  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Sunday,  Sept.  82;  168S. 
My  dear  Friend, — ^I  have  been  hindered  from  writing  to  you  all 
this  while  by  the  same  cause  which  has  hindered  me  from  doing 
almost  everything  on  earth  that  I  ought  to  have  done  these  last  six 
weeks— continued  illness,  namely,  taking  one  day  the  form  of  in- 
tolerable headache;  another  day  of  equally  intolerable  colic;  and 
many  days  together  animating  me  with  a  noble  disposition  to  hang 
or  drown  myself.    Since  you  left  me  especially,  I  have  been  at  the 

>  Ami§t94  Id  hatnhhic,  og^hrtn^fing  from  the  shelll  COiioo  was  a  very  bad 
fanriiaiid  and  fathar. 
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right  pitch  of  suffering  for  entitling  me  to  Mr.  Jeffrey't 
sympathy — confined  to  bed»  and  oot  out  of  danger  of  'going  to  the 
undertaker '  (the  cockney  idea  of  a  future  state). 

My  projected  Tisit  to  Herstmonceux  did  not  take  effect^  my 
mother  arriving  ^  on  the  very  day  we  should  have  set  oat.  It  aeemed 
when  I  had  received  her  in  a  perpendicular  posturd,  and  seen  her 
fairly  established  in  the  house,  that  I  had  nothing  more  to  do,  for 
I  made  no  more  fight  with  destiny,  but  quietly  took  to  bed. 

When  I  was  a  little  recovered,  Mrs.  Sterling,  who  would  not 
give  up  the  fancy  for  taking  me  out  of  town,  carried  me  to  her 
brother's  for  a  few  days — about  twenty-five  miles  from  London,*  a 
perfect  Paradise  of  a  place — peopled,  as  every  Paradise  ought  to 
be,  with  angels.  There  I  drank  warm  milk  and  ate  new  eggs,  and 
bathed  in  pure  air,  and  rejoiced  in  cheerful  countenances,  and  was 
as  happy  as  the  day  was  long;  which  I  should  have  been  a  monster 
not  to  have  been,  when  everybody  about  me  seemed  to  have  no 
other  object  in  life  but  to  study  my  pleasure.  I  returned  in  high 
feather — to  be  sick  again  the  very  next  day. 

Now  I  am  but  just  arisen  from  another  horrible  attack,  which  be> 
ing  the  worst,  I  fondly  flatter  myself  may  be  the  finals  to  the  busi- 
ness for  this  time. 

I  long  very  much  to  see  you  again,  and  have  too  much  confi- 
dence in  your  kindness  of  nature  to  dread  that  my  inability  to 
make  your  last  visit  agreeable,  or  even  decently  comfortable,  will 
deter  you  from  giving  me  again  the  pleasure  which  I  always  have 
in  your  company,  sick  or  well. 

Carlyle  expects  to  be  at  the  end  of  his  vexatious  task  this  blessed 
day,'  and  in  a  week  or  ten  days  will  probably  depart  for  Scotland. 
There  has  been  much  solicitation  on  my  mother's  part  that  I  would 
go  also,  and  get  myself  plumped  up  into  some  sort  of  world-like 
rotundity.  But  man  nor  woman  lives  not  by  bread  alone,  nor 
warm  milk,  nor  any  of  these  things;  now  that  she  is  here,  the 
most  that  Dumfriesshire  could  do  for  me  is  already  done,  and  coun- 
try air  and  country  fare  would  hardly  counteri)alance  country  dul- 
ness  for  me.  A  little  exciting  talk  is  many  times,  for  a  person  of 
my  temperament,  more  advantageous  to  bodily  health  than  either 


>  Came  Aug.  81.    Herstmonceux,  where  John  Sterling  still  was,  had  been 
the  kind  project  of  his  mother  for  behoof  of  mj  poor  suffering  Jeannia. 

•  Near  Watford  (Mr.  Cunningham,  who  tragically  died  soon  after). 

*  Just  about  to  finish  his  re-writing  of  ToL  L  Freni^  Revotution,  a  task  such 
as  he  nerer  had  before  or  since  I 
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JudiciooB  pbysicking  or  nutritious  diet  and  good  air.  Besides, 
nobody  waseyer  less  than  I  a  partaker  in  tlie  curse  of  the  man  who 
was  'made  like  unto  a  wheel.'  I  hare  no  taste  whatever  for  loco- 
motion, by  earth,  air,  or  sea  (by  the  way,  did  you  hear  that  the 
aerial  ship  has  been  arrested  for  debt?). 

Will  you  come  a  while  in  Carlyle's  absence,  and  help  to  keep  my 
mother  and  me  from  wearying?  I  think  I  may  safely  engage  to  be 
more  entertaining  than  you  found  me  last  time;  and  one  thing  you 
are  always  sure  of,  while  I  keep  my  soul  and  body  together — an 
affectionate  welcome.  For  the  rest,  namely,  for  external  accommo- 
dations, you,  like  the  rest  of  us,  will  be  at  the  mercy  of  another 
distracted  Irishwoman,  or  such  successor  as  Heaven  in  its  mercy, 
or  wrath,  may  provide,  for  this  one  also  is  on  the  '  move.'  My 
husband,  God  willing,  will  bring  me  a  sane  creature  of  the  servant 
sort  from  Scotland  with  him ;  for  it  is  positively  a  great  crook  In 
my  present  lot  to  have  so  much  of  my  time  and  thought  occupied 
with  these  mean  perplexities. 

Your  friend  Mr.  Craik  was  here  lately;  he  seems  a  good-hearted 
pleasant  man. 

Carlyle  unites  with  me  in  kind  love.  My  mother  also  begfl  iier 
remembrances.  Forgive  scrawling,  and  many  things  besides — 
poverty  in  the  article  of  paper  among  others.  Remember  me  to 
Mr.  John  and  your  sister  when  you  write,  and  believe  me  always 

Your  affectionate  and  amiable 

Janb  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  9. 

'Sereetha':  in  the  interval  of  servants  (rebellious  Irishwoman 
packed  off,  and  Anne  Cook  not  yet  come  with  me),  I  remember  this 
poor  little  Chelsea  specimen,  picked  out  as  a  stop-gap  from  some  of 
the  neighbouring  huts  here — a  very  feeble  though  willing  little  ^iri, 
introduced  by  the  too  romantic-looking  name  *  Seraether  * — which, 
on  questioning  her  little  self,  I  discovered  to  be  Sarah  Heather 
(Bar*  'Eather)!  much  to  our  amusement  for  the  moment  I  'Pees- 
weep'is  peewit,  lapwing;  with  which  swift  but  ineffectual  bird 
Soreetha  seemed  to  have  similarity. 

•The  kindness  of  these  peoplel'  'I'm  sure  the,'  &c.,  (inter- 
jectional  in  this  fashion)  was  a  phrase  of  her  mother's. 

'  Beats  the  world.'  Annanaiale  form  of  speech  which  she  had 
heard  without  forgetting  from  my  sister  Mary. 

•Gamier,*  big  German  refugee,  dusty,  smoky,  scarred  with  duel- 
cuts;  had  picked  up  considerable  knowledge  in  his  wanderings- 
was  of  intelligent,  valiant,  manful  character;  wildly  indeoendent, 
with  tendency  to  go  mad  or  half -mad — ^as  he  did  \>^-«jaa-\>^.  \i 
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Conte  '  Pepoli '  was  from  Bologna,  exile  and  dilettante,  a  tety 
pretty  man;  married,  some  years  nence,  Elizabeth  Fergus  of  Kirk- 
caldy (elderly,  moneyed,  and  fallen  in  love  with  the  romantic  in 
distress);  and  now,  as  widower,  lives  in  Bologna  again. — ^T.  O. 

lb  T.  CaHyle,  Etq.,  SeatOrig^ 

ChelMa:  Oct  IS,  ISSSi 
Dearest,— A  newspaper  is  yery  pleasant  when  one  is  expecting 
nothing  at  all;  but  when  it  comes  in  place  of  a  letter  it  is  a  podtiye 
insult  to  one's  feelings.  Accordingly  your  first  newspaper  was 
received  by  me  in  choicest  mood;  and  the  second  would  have  been 
pitched  in  the  fire,  had  there  been  one  at  hand,  when,  after  having 
tumbled  myself  from  the  top  story  at  the  risk  of  my  neck,  I  found 
myself  deluded  with  '  wun  penny *m.*  However,  I  flatter  myself 
you  would  experience  something  of  a  similar  disappoiotment  on 
receiving  mine;  and  so  we  are  quits,  and  I  need  not  scold  you.  I 
have  not  been  a  day  in  bed  since  you  went — have  indeed  been  al- 
most free  of  headache,  and  all  other  aches;  and  everybody  says  Mrs. 
Carlyle  begins  to  look  better — and  what  everybody  says  must  be 
true.  With  this  improved  health  everything  becomes  tolerable, 
even  to  the  peesweep  Sereetha  (for  we  are  still  without  other  help). 
Now  that  I  do  not  see  you  driven  desperate  with  the  chaos,  I  can 
take  a  quiet  view  of  it,  and  even  reduce  it  to  some  degree  of  order. 
Mother  and  I  have  fallen  naturally  into  a  fair  division  of  labour, 
and  we  keep  a  very  tidy  house.  Sereetha  has  attained  the  un- 
hoped-for  perfection  of  getting  up  at  half  after  six  of  her  own 
accord,  lighting  the  parlour-fire,  and  actually  placing  the  breakfast 
things  {nil  desperandum  me  duce  /).  I  get  up  at  half  after  seven, 
and  prepare  the  coffee  and  bacon-ham  (which  is  the  life  of  me, 
making  me  always  hungrier  the  more  I  eat  of  it).  Mother,  in  the 
interim,  makes  her  bed,  and  sorts  her  room.  After  breakfast, 
mother  descends  to  the  inferno,  where  she  jingles  and  scours,  and 
from  time  to  time  scolds  Sereetha  till  all  is  right  and  tight  there.  I, 
above  stairs,  sweep  the  parlour,  blacken  the  grate— make  the  room 
look  cleaner  than  it  has  been  since  the  days  of  Grace  Macdonald;* 
then  mount  aloft  to  make  my  own  bed  (for  I  was  resolved  to  enjoy 
the  privilege  of  having  a  bed  of  my  own);  then  clean  myself  (as  the 
servants  say),  and  sit  down  to  the  Italian  lesson.     A  bit  of  meat 

>  Carlyle  had  gone  to  Annand&le  at  the  beginning  of  October.— J.  A.  F. 
*  The  Edinburgh  serrant  we  brought  with  us  to  Cmigenputtook;  the  skll- 
foUett  we  ever  had  anywhere. 
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roasted  at  the  oven  euffices  two  days  cold,  and  does  not  i^i^gue  us 
with  cookery.  Sereetha  can  fetch  up  tea-things,  and  the  porridge  is 
easily  made  on  the  parlour-fire;  the  kitchen  one  heing  allowed  to 
go  out  (for  economy),  when  the  Peesweep)  retires  to  hed  at  eight 
o'clock. 

That  we  are  not  neglected  by  the  public,  you  may  infer  from  the 
fact  that,  this  very  night,  Peesweep  fetched  up  four  tea-cups  on  the 
tray;  and  when  I  asked  the  meaning  of  the  two  additional,  she  in- 
quired,  with  surprise,  '  Were  there  to  be  no  gentlemen? '  In  fact» 
'  the  kindness  of  these  people '  *  beats  the  world. '  I  had  some  private 
misgiying  that  your  men  would  not  mind  me  when  you  were  not 
here,  and  I  should  have  been  mortified  in  that  case,  though  I  could 
not  have  blamed  tbem.  But  it  is  quite  the  reverse.  Little  Grant ' 
has  been  twice  to  know  if  he  could  '  do  any  thing  for  me.'  Gamier 
has  been  twice  1  The  first  time  by  engagement  to  you;  the  second 
time  to  meet  Pepoli,  whom  be  knew  in  Paris,  and  wished  to  re-know, 
and  who  proved  perfdo  on  the  occasion.  Pepoli  has  been  twice, 
and  is  gliding  into  a  flirtation  with — mia  madref  who  presented 
him,  in  a  manner  moUo  granosa,  with  her  tartan  scarf.  From  John 
Mill  I  have  been  privileged  with  two  notes,  and  one  visit.  He  evi- 
dently tried  to  yawn  as  little  as  possible,  and  stayed  till  the  usual 
hour,  lest,  I  suppose,  he  should  seem  to  have  missed  your  conversa- 
tion. John  Sterling  and  the  Stimabile,'  of  course.  The  latter  was 
at  tea  last  night  to  meet  Mr.  Gibson^— one  of  my  fatal  attempts  at 
producing  a  reunion,  for  they  coincided  in  nothing  but  years.  The 
Slimabile  was  at  Brighton  for  several  days,  and  goes  again  next 
week,  so  that  he  has  not  been  too  deadly  frequent. 

Our  visiting  has  been  confined  to  one  dinner  and  two  teas  at  the 

Sterlings',  and  a  tea  at  Hunt's!    You  must  know, 

came  the  day  after  you  went,  and  stayed  two  days.  As  she  desired 
above  all  things  to  see  Hunt,  I  wrote  him  a  note,  asking  if  I  might 
bring  her  up  to  call.  He  replied  he  was  just  setting  off  to  town, 
but  would  look  in  at  eight  o'clock.    I  supposed  this,  as  usual,  a 


>  Oflleial  in  the  IndUi  House,  a  friend  and  admirer  of  John  Mill's. 

*  A  tiUe  we  had  for  John'i  father.  Signora  degli  Antoni,  the  Italian  in- 
•troetreM  in  these  months,  setting  her  pupil  an  epistolary  pattern,  had 
thrown  off  one  daj  a  billet  as  if  addressed  to  Edward  Sterling,  which  began 
with  StimabOe  Siffnor. 

*  Was  a  massiye,  easy,  friendly,  dull  person,  physically  one  of  the  besi 
washed  I  ever  saw;  American  merchant,  *  who  had  made,  and  again  lost, 
three  fortones*;  originaUy  a  Nithsdale  pedlar  boy,  'Black  WuU,*  by  tttla; 
*  SaTor^headed  Packman,*  be  was  often  called  here. 
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mere  off-put;  but  he  actually  came— found  Pepoli  as  well  as  nag 

,  was  amazingly  lively,  and  yery  lasting,  for  he  stayed  till 

near  twelve.    Between  ourselves,  it  gave  me  a  poorish  opinion  of 

him,  to  see  how  uplifted  to  the  third  heaven  he  seemed  by ^*8 

compliments  and  sympathising  talk.     He  asked  us  all,  with  enthu* 

siasm,  to  tea  the  following  Monday.    came  on  jmrpoee,  and 

slept  here.    He  sang,  talked  like  a  pen-gun, >  ever  to, ,  who 

drank  it  all  in  like  nectar,  while  my  mother  looked  cross  enough, 
and  I  had  to  listen  to  the  whispered  confidences  of  Mrs.  Hunt  But 
for  me,  who  was  declared  to  be  grown  'quite  prim  and  elderly/  I 
believe  they  would  have  communicated  their  mutual  experiences  in 

a  retired  window-seat  till  morning.     '  Ood  bless  you,  Miss ,* 

was  repeated  by  Hunt  three  several  times  in  tones  of  ever-increasing 
pathos  and  tenderness,  as  he  handed  her  downstairs  behind  me. 

,  for  once  in  her  life,  seemed  past  speech.    At  the  bottom  of 

the  stairs  a  demur  took  place.  I  saw  nothing;  but  I  heard,  with 
my  wonted  glcgness — what  think  you? — a  couple  of  handsome 
smacks  1  and  then  an  almost  inaudibly  soft '  Ood  bless  you.  Miss 
1' 


Now  Just  remember  what  sort  of  looking  woman  is ; 

and  figure  their  transaction!    If  he  bad  kissed  me,  it  would  have 

been  intelligible,  but ,  of  all  people!    By  the  way, 

Mr.  Craik*  is  immensely  delighted  with  you,  and  grateful  to  Susan 
for  having  brougbt  you  together.  Mrs.  Cole'  came  the  other  day, 
and  sat  an  hour  waiting  for  me  while  I  was  out,  and  finally  had  to 
go,  leaving  an  obliging  note  offering  me  every  assistance  in  pro- 
curing a  servant. 

Mrs.  John  Sterling  takes  to  me  wonderfully;  but  John,  I  perceive, 
will  spoil  all  with  his  innocence.  He  told  her  the  other  day,  when 
she  was  declaring  her  wish  that  he  would  write  on  tbeblogy  rather 
than  make  verses,  that  she  *  might  fight  out  that  matter  with  Mrs. 
Carlyle,  who,  he  knew,  was  alwa3rs  on  the  side  of  the  poeticaL' 
He  (Sterling)  has  written  a  positively  splendid  poem  of  half-an- 
hour's  length — an  allegorical  shadowing  of  the  union  of  the  ideal 
and  actual.  It  is  far  the  best  thing  he  ever  did — ^far  beyond  any- 
thing I  could  have  supposed  him  capable  of.    He  said,  when  he 


>  Scotici,  gun  made  of  quill-barrel  for  shooting  peas  (and  '  cracking,*  which 
also  means  pleasantly  conyersing). 

*  Useful  Knowledge  Craik,  poor  fellow  I 

*  The  now  thrice-notable  *  Crystal  Palace,*  *  Brompton  Bollera,*  Ac.,  Jkc, 
H«nry  Ck>le*s  wife. 
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was  writiDg  it,  he  thought  sometimes,  '  Carlyle  will  be  pleased  with 
that.' 

To  descend  to  the  practical,  or,  I  should  rather  sny  ascend,  for  I 
have  filled  my  whole  paper  with  mere  gossip.  I  think  you  seem, 
so  far  as  human  calculations  avail,  to  have  made  a  good  hit  as  to 
the  servant;  character  is  not  worth  a  straw;  but  you  eay  she  looks 
intelligent  and  good-humoured,  is  young  and  willing.^  Fetch  ber, 
then,  in  God*s  name,  and  I  will  make  the  best  I  can  of  her.  After 
all,  we  fret  ourselves  too  much  about  little  things;  much  that  might 
be  laughed  off,  if  one  were  well  and  cheerful  as  one  ought  to  be, 
becomes  a  grave  affliction  from  being  too  gravely  looked  at.  Re- 
member also  meal,  and  oh,  for  goodness  sake,  procure  a  dozen  of 
bacon-hams!  There  is  no  bottom  to  my  appetite  for  them.  Sell 
poor  Harry,  by  all  means,  or  shoot  him.  We  are  too  poor  to  in- 
dulge our  fine  feelings  with  keeping  such  large  pets  (especially  at 
other  people's  expense).  What  a  pity  no  frank  is  to  be  got!  I 
have  told  you  nothing  yet.  No  word  ever  came  from  Basil  Mon- 
tague. I  have  translated  four  songs  into  Italian — written  a  long 
excessively  tpiriluosa  letter  to  'mia  adorabile  Clementina,'*  and 
many  grasUote  eartucie  besides.     In  truth,  I  have  h  didno  ingegno  ! 

Tou  will  come  back  strong  and  cheerful,  will  you  not?  I  wish  you 
were  come,  anyhow.  Don't  take  much  castor;  eat  plenty  of  chicken 
broth  rather.  Dispense  my  love  largely.  Mother  returns  your 
kiss  with  interest.  We  go  on  tolerably  enough;  but  she  has  vowed 
to  hate  all  my  people  except  Pepoli.  So  that  there  is  ever  a  '  dark 
brown  shadd '  in  all  my  little  reunions.  She  has  given  me  a  glori- 
ous black-velvet  gown,  realising  my  beau  ideal  of  Putz! 

Did  you  take  away  my  folding  penknife?  We  are  knifeless  here. 
We  were  to  have  gone  to  Richmond  to-day  with  the  Silverheaded; 
but,  to  my  great  relief,  it  turned  out  that  the  steamboat  is  not  run- 
ning. 

God  keep  you,  my  own  dear  husband,  and  bring  you  safe  back 

to  me.    The  house  looks  very  empty  without  you,  and  my  mind 

feels  empty  too. 

Your  Jakb. 

LETTER  10. 

Beautiful  Poverty,  when  so  triumphed  over,  and  victoriously 
bound  under  foot.  Oh,  my  heroine,  my  too  unacknowled^d 
heroinel  I  was  in  the  throes  of  the  'French  Revolution*  at  this 
time,  heavy-laden  in  many  ways  and  gloomy  of  mind. — T.  C. 

I  Anne  Cook  (got  for  me  by  alster  Mary,  at  Annan).  *  D«|t^  kELVsiA. 
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r.  CarlyU,  Etq.,  SeatAng. 

ChdiM:  Oct.  M,  188BL 

Oaro  e  rUpeUdlnU  U  mio  Mdrito /—Mi  pan,  ehe  voi  ne($  (mai  irr^ 
eordevoU  deUa  vatra  powra  pieeda  /  Questi  i  vasiri  lunghi  jtZms^ 
queHa  la  vostra  lunga  oMema  mi  divengono  noioia.  BUamaie,  mio 
Mariio,  ritanuUe,  in  nome  di  Dio,  aUa  voslra  eoM  /  In  vano  ftwui- 
bili  Sigthori  vengono  in  gran  nutnero  mi  far*  adaraeione  f  In  «0fi# 
mangio  came  di  poreo,  e  rieomineio  e$$er  una  bella  Gooda  I  In  vano 
mi  sfarto  m'  oecupare,  mi  divertire,  mi  fare  eonUnta  !  NdP  oitema 
del  mio  Marito  rimango  Bempre  inquieta,  aempre  perduia  !  Be  perd 
tai  tr&vatevi  megUo  neV  paeee,  ee  la  prezioea  vasira  eanitd  diviene  pik 
foi'te,  la  vostra  anima  piU  chiara  piii  tranquiUa,  non  ateU  penmero 
di  me.  Bisogna  eh*  io  toUomeUa  la  mia  wgUa  alia  wMra  protperiU  ; 
efard  U  piu  meglio  p&snbUe  dresser  pasiente. 

Eceo  eome  tono  staia  studioea,  mio  Marito!  Queeta  beUimma 
Italiana  i  seritta  eema  dizionario,  eema  studio,  con  penna  eorrent$. 
II  Conte  di  Pepoli  si  maravigUa  al  divino  mio  talento;  laeda  i  tuoi 
alti  eomplimenti;  e  dice  ecHamerUe  in  aotto  wee,  *  Ah  grazioea!  Ah 
beUabeUa!    Ah,  ah!* 

Dear  my  husband, — You  have  probably  enough  of  this,  as  well 
as  I;  80  now  in  English  I  repeat  that  I  expect  with  impatience  the 
letter  which  is  to  fix  your  return.  So  long,  I  have  reason  to  be 
thankful  that  I  have  been  borne  through  with  an  honourable 
through-bearing.  1  Except  for  two  days  before  your  last  letter 
arrived,  I  flatter  myself  I  have  been  conducting  myself  with  a  quite 
exemplary  patience  and  good  nature  towards  all  men,  women,  and 
inanimate  things.  Eceo  la  bella  prova  di  che,  JSereetha  eta  sempre  qui, 
e  la  mia  Madre  ed  io  non  namo  ancor  imbrogliate. 

What  a  world  of  beautiful  effort  you  have  had  to  expend  oil  this 
matter  of  the  servantl  Heaven  grant  it  may  be  blessed  to  usl  I 
do  not  know  well  why;  but  I  like  the  abstract  idea  of  this  woman' 
now  much  better  than  the  other.  It  seemed  to  me  rather  an  objec- 
tion to  the  other  that  she  had  a  brother  a  baker.  The  bakers,  you 
know,  trade  in  servants  here,  and  he  would  probably  have  soon  been 
reconunending  her  into  more  exalted  place.  Moreover,  it  was 
thought  displeasing  to  me  that  she  had  been  educated  in  the  school 
of  country  gigmanism.    Macturkdom-ism,  and  Gillenbie-rig-ism*  is 

>  Helpless  phrase  of  a  certain  conceited  extempore  preacher. 

*Aniie  Cook. 

*  Aimaiidale  'genteel  *  places  or  persons. 
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Juit  U  baleful  or  more  hateful  to  me  Iban  Devonshlre-house-JBtn. 
The  '  uang '  woman,  of  loruislied  virtue,'  will  suit,  I  tliink,  mucli 
betUY.  In  fact,  It  would  be  difficult  for  me  to  say  Ibnt  an  Annan- 
dale  woman's  virtue  U  tbe  worse  for  a  mufortune.  I  am  certain 
tbat,  in  Uieir  circumHiances,  wiib  their  viewi  and  examples,  I  should 
have  had  one  loo.  if  Dot  morel  Aod  now  tlial  the  best  la  done 
wbicb  could  be  done,  lei  us  quiel  ourselves,  Hod  looli  witti  equan- 
imity towards  the  issue.  It  abe  does  not  do  better  Uian  ibose  Ibat 
have  gone  before,  if  no  grown  servnut  any  longer  exisls  on  thla 
mtli,  why.  we  can  certainly  manage  with  an  nogrowD  one. 
m  fiereeihK  haa  hardly  been  a  fair  trial  of  ihe  litile-girl  plan :  but  she  has 
a  ■  trial,  and  I  am  conBilent  of  being  able  to  get  on  quite  peace- 
lily  wllb  one  of  SQch  little  girlg  as,  I  doubt  not,  are  to  be  found  In 
lenty;  with  only  a  giving  up  of  a  few  hours  ot  my  own  lime, 
>«liich  might  easily  be  worse  apeni,  and  the  sacrifice  of  ibc  beauty 
lod  ladjlikeoetis  of  my  hands.  For  economy,  little,  I  find,  is  to  be 
•ined  by  tbe  Btibatitutiou  of  a  child  for  a  woman.  The  woshiag 
a  away  with  all  the  difference  in  wages,  and  their  consumption 
8*  victual  is  much  the  same.  But  then  the  Ihioga  are  wasted 
beaatif  nlly ;  and  I  clean  beautifully  when  you  do  nol  dishearten  me 
with  bypercriiicism.  So  never  fear,  dearest!  Never  fear  about 
that,  or  anythlngeUe  under  heaven.  Try  all  that  ever  you  can  to  be 
{■tieni  and  gond-natuied  with  your  ponera  pkcota  Gonda.*  and  then 
alle  loves  you,  and  is  ready  to  do  anythingon  earlh  that  you  wish; 
to  By  over  iha  moon,  if  you  bade  her.  But  wbcn  the  ttgnardtUa 
MM  has  neither  kind  look  uor  word  for  me.  what  can  I  do  but 
grow  desperate,  fret  myself  to  nddlestrings.  and  be  a  torment  to 
todety  in  every  ilirecllon!' 

Poiehe  i  ffiorni  dmngona  ti  freddi,  ta  rttpettaUU  mia  SIgnora 
Madrt  ^Mtnt  infiUee  a*tai,  »  di  molto  catbto  uiaore,  3£a  io  tono  a 
frttaiU  ifun  wmort  divmo!  tt  tuSlo  m  mtdiocrementt  bene!  Mr. 
OlbaoD  comes  tomorrow  to  take  me— to  prison.     I  believe  the 


>  Appean  Io  bale  bad  wbal  tber  call  H  'misfortune'  there.  The  uiliit, 
■nne  tntiteature  ot  proouactatloD.  wUch  I  bave  now  torgotlen. 

■  QoodTiVlUi  dlmlDutiTBB '  Qood}'1c[ii,'Jtc,,  tho  common  name  she  had  from 

■  A  poor,  but  Urely  and  healthy,  tialMdlot  and  itreet  beggar,  In  Birming- 
ham, whom  I  had  grovn  used  to,  the  dirtiest  bdiI  raggedcst  of  boman  l>«lnga 
(boa  ti««er  mabeil,  beard  a  fortnight  old,  knee-breeches  silt  at  the  sldei,  and 
beCDine  ksee-opron*.  Happing  to  sad  fro  over  ban,  db^  legs).  Bald,  one  da^, 
aatm  my  window,  while  somelndf  was  lainlr  aEIfmptlng  to  chafe  blm, 
■  Duaa  (bee.  I'»  an  omament  to  society  in  eTery  direction  '—T.  a 

1.-% 
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King's  BeDch,  &c  QueUo  Signor  i,  per  fiiia  Madre,  H  $olo  annelo 
di  bontd  qui,  netta  nobUe  eittd,  IkUti  i  nUei  iignori  e  tigrun^  (a  meno 
U  Uggiddro  OorUe ')  iono  per  lei  faeUdioee  peraone.  Other  sights  we 
have  seen  none,  except  the  British  Museum  and  the  King  and 
Queen.  Their  majesties  very  opportunely  came  to  visit  the  Col* 
lege,'  and  the  fact  being  made  known  to  me  by  the  beggar-woman 
from  New  Street  (with  the  cobweb  shawl),  I  hurried  off  my  mother 
to  the  place,  where,  without  being  kept  waiting  above  five  minutes, 
we  saw  them  walk  past  our  very  noses. 

My  mother's  enthusiasm  of  loyalty  on  the  occasion  was  a  ai^t 
for  sore  eyes  I  'Poor  Queen,  after  alll'*  She  looked  so  frost- 
bitten and  anxious!  curtsied,  with  such  a  cowering  hurriedness,  to 
the  veriest  rabble  that  ever  was  seen.  I  was  wae  to  look  at  her, 
wae  to  think  of  her,  when  I  heard  that  the  very  same  night  they 
hissed  her  at  one  of  the  theatres  I  Poor  thing  I  She  would  have 
done  rather  well,  I  do  believe,  looking  after  the  burning  of  her  cin- 
ders!^ But  a  Queen  of  England  in  these  days!  The  British 
Museum  charmed  my  mother,  and  I  myself  was  affected  beyond 
measure  by  the  Elgin  marbles.  We  went  after  to  lunch  with  the 
Donaldsons.*    *  The  kindness  of  these  people  I '  * 

On  that  day  I  came,  saw,  and  bought — a  sofa!  It  is  my  own 
purchase,  but  you  shall  share  the  possession.  Indeed,  so  soon  aa 
you  set  eyes  on  it  and  behold  its  vastness,  its  simple  greatness,  you 
will  perceive  that  the  thought  of  you  was  actively  at  work  in  my 
choice.  It  was  neither  dear  nor  cheap,''  but  a  bargain  neverthe- 
less, being  second-hand;  and  so  good  a  second-hand  one  is  not,  I 
should  think,  often  to  be  met.  Oh,  it  is  so  soft!  so  easy!  and  one 
of  us,  or  both,  may  sleep  in  it,  should  occasion  require — I  mean  for 


1  PepoU.  *  Chelsea  Hospital. 

*  *  Poor  fellow,  after  all!  *  a  phrase  of  brother  John's. 

«  WUliam  IV.,  soon  after  his  accession,  determined  one  day  to  see  his  oellar- 
regions  at  Windsor,  came  upon  a  rast  apartment  filled  merely  with  waste 
masses  of  cinders:  *  What  are  these?  *  asked  his  Majesty  astonished.  Atten- 
dant oflldals  obsequiously  explained.  *It  seems  to  me  those  would  bum! ' 
said  his  Majesty,  kicking  the  cinders  with  his  boot;  and  walked  on.— Aeuw- 
paper  of  the  time. 

*  A  Haddington  family.  Dr.  Donaldson  (of  Cambridge  celebrity,  &c.)  eldest 
son  then.  *  Phrase  of  Inring's. 

^  Melancholy  shopkeeper  in  Lamb's  Conduit  Street  (in  1881,  whom  she  ever 
afterwards  dealt  with,  for  what  he  sold)  had  stated,  in  answer  to  a  puppy- 
kind  of  customer,  the  how-much  of  something.  Puppy  replied:  *D'youoaU 
that  chei^)? '  Whereupon  answer,  in  a  tone  of  mournful  Indiffereiioe:  *  I  call 
it  neither  cheap  nor  dear;  but  just  the  price  of  the  article.' 
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all  night.  It  will  sell  again  at  any  time;  it  is  so  sufficient  an  article. 
With  my  velret  gown,  I  shall  need  no  great  outlay  for  Puto  this 
winter,  so  I  thought  I  might  fairly  indulge  ourselves  in  a  sofa  at 
last. 

The  SUmabiU  conducts  himself  in  a  quite  exemplary  manner 
aince  you  went,  coming  but  once,  or  at  most  twice,  in  the  week. 
I  fear,  however,  we  must  not  give  him  too  much  credit  for  his  self- 
denial;  but  rather  impute  it,  in  part,  to  his  impossibility  of  getting 
al  ease  with  my  mother,  and  also  to  some  rather  violent  political 
argoments  which  he  has  had  of  late  with  myself.  All  the  men 
take  fright  sooner  or  later  at  my  violence— ton^  mieuxl  John  I 
seldom  see;  he  is  so  occupied  in  waiting  upon  his  wife.  He  came 
one  night  last  week  with  his  mother  to  meet  the  Cunninghams. 
Mrs.  8.  wished  to  know  Allan.  It  went  off  wonderfully  well,  con- 
sidering Sereetha  was  our  sole  waiter! 

There  is  nothing  in  the  note.*  Miss  Elliot's  address  was  written 
on  it  in  pencil,  which  I  interpreted  to  express  an  expectation  that 
yon  would  call  for  her.  I  wrote  her,  therefore,  a  courteous  little 
note,  stating  that  you  were  in  Scotland,  &c.,  <&c. ;  that  I,  &c.,  &c., 
would  be  glad  to  see  her  here,  &c.,  &c. 

Mother's  love,  of  course.  Can  you  bring  her  from  Duncan, 
Dumfries,  one  gross  of  pills?  He  has  her  prescription.  My  head 
has  troubled  me  a  little  of  late  days,  but  I  continue  generally  much 
better.  Special  love  fo  your  mother,  and  a  kiss  to  my  Jane's  pic- 
cola/*  Mill  told  me  it  was  next  to  impossible  for  him  to  realise  a 
frank,  so  I  need  not  waste  time  sending  him  this.  I  have  hardly 
room  to  send  love  to  them  all;  and  to  you,  dear,  kisses  unza  mi- 
turaf  Mrs.  Cole  came  for  a  day;  her  husband  in  the  evening; 
talkative,  niceish  people. 

My  dressing-gown  'likes  me  very  much.'  A  thousand  thanks! 
And  the  hams!  Oh,  I  am  glad  of  them!  This  one  is  near  done. 
Think  you  one  could  have  a  little  keg  of  salt  herrings  sent  at  the 
same  time? 

[No  signature.  These  last  little  paragraphs  are  crowded  in  upon 
every  margin  and  vacant  space,  so  that  there  is  not  a  bit  of  blank 
more, — T,  C] 


'  Kote  inclosed,  from  Miss  EUiot,  an  acquaintance  of  Lady  Clare's  and  my 
brotiier*s. 
•  The  now  'Annie  Altken,*  I  itippoM. 
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LETTER  11. 

Mrs.  Welsh  came  to  us  in  the  last  days  in  August,  by  an  Edin- 
burgh  steamer.  I  was  waiting  at  the  St.  Katheriae  Docli,  in  a 
bright  afternoon;  pleasant  meeting,  pleasant  voyage  up  the  river  in 
our  wherry;  and  such  a  welcome  here  at  home  as  may  be  fancied. 
About  the  end  of  next  month  I  had  finished  my  burnt  MS. ;  and 
seem  then  to  have  run  for  Scotsbrig,  and  been  there  perhaps  three 
weeks  ^scarcely  a  detail  of  it  now  clear  to  me)  in  October  following. 
I  was  sickly  of  body  and  mind,  felt  heavy- laden,  and  without  any 
hope  but  the  '  desperate '  kind,  which  I  always  did  hold  fast  Our 
Irish  Catholic  housemaid  proved  a  mutinous  Irish  savi^  (had  a 
fixed  persuasion,  I  could  notice,  that  our  poor  house  ana  we  had 
been  made  for  her^  and  had  gone  awry  in  the  process).  One  even- 
ing, while  all  seated  for  supper,  Eliza  Miles  and  we  too,  the  indig- 
nant savage,  jingling  down  her  plates  as  if  she  had  been  playing 
quoits,  was  instantaneously  dismissed  by  me  ('  To  your  room  at 
once;  w^es  tomorrow  morning;  disappear!'),  so  that  the  bring- 
ing  of  a  Scotch  servant  was  one  of  my  express  errands.  '  Anne 
Cook,'  accordingly,  and  the  journey  with  her  by  steamer  from  An- 
nan, by  '  Umpire  coach '  from  Liverpool,  some  forty  or  fifty  hours, 
all  in  a  piece,  is  dismallv  memorable!  Breakfast  at  Newport  Fag- 
nell  (I  had  given  Anne  the  inside  place,  night  being  cold  and  wet); 
awkward,  hungry  Anne  would  hardly  even  eat,  till  bidden  and 
directed  by  me.  Landing  in  Holborn,  half  dead,  bright  Sunday 
afternoon,  amidst  a  crowd  of  porters,  cabmen,  hungry  officials, 
some  seven  or  ten  of  them,  ravenous  for  sixpences  and  shillings, 
till  at  length  I  shut  the  cab-door.  *  To  no  person  will  I  pay  any- 
thing more  at  this  time! '  and  drove  off,  amid  a  general  laugh,  not 
ill-humoured,  from  the  recognising  miscellany.  Drive  home,  sur- 
rounded by  luggage,  and  with  Anne  for  company,  seemed  endless. 
1  landed  at  this  door  in  a  state  of  misery,  more  like  mad  than  sane; 
but  my  darling  was  in  the  lobby;  saw  at  a  glance  how  it  was,  and 
almost  without  speaking,  brouglit  me  to  my  room,  and  with  me  a 
biff  glass,  almost  a  goblet,  of  the  best  sherry:  *  Drink  that,  dear,  at 
a  draught!*  Never  in  my  life  had  I  such  a  medicine!  Shaved, 
washed,  got  into  clean  clothes,  I  stepped  down  qiute  new-made, 
and  thanking  Heaven  for  such  a  doctor. 

Mrs.  Welsli  went  away  a  few  weeks  after  to  Liverpool,  to  her 
brother  John's  there — favourite  and  now  only  brother — a  brave  and 
generous  man,  much  liked  by  all  of  us. 

John  Sterling  had  turned  up  in  the  early  part  of  this  year,  John 
Sterling,  and  with  him  all  the  Sterlings,  which  was  an  immense 
acquisition  to  us  for  the  ten  years  that  followed,  as  is  abundantly 
betokened  in  the  letter  that  now  follows.— T.  C. 


/ 
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lb  Mn.  Oarlyle,  GcoUbrig. 

Chelsea:  Deo.  98, 1886. 

My  dear  Mother,—- You  are  to  look  upon  it  as  the  most  positive 
proof  of  my  regard  that  I  write  to  you  in  my  present  circumstances; 
that  is  to  say,  with  the  blood  all  frozen  in  my  brains,  and  my  brains 
turned  to  a  solid  mass  of  ice;  for  such  has,  for  several  days,  been 
the  too  cruel  lot  of  your  poor  little  daughter-in-law  at  Lunnon;  the 
general  lot  indeed  of  all  Lunnon,  so  far  as  I  can  observe.  When 
the  frost  comes  here,  *it  comes,'  as  the  W9maa  said  with  the  four 
eggB^;  and  it  seems  to  be  somehow  more  difficult  to  guard  against 
it  here  than  elsewhere;  for  all  the  world  immediately  takes  to 
coughing  and  blowing  its  nose  with  a  fury  quite  appalling.  The 
noise  thus  created  destroys  the  suffering  remnant '  of  senses  spared 
by  the  cold,  and  makes  the  writing  of  a  letter,  or  any  other  employ- 
ment in  which  thought  is  concerned,  seem  almost  a  tempting  of 
Providence.  Nevertheless,  I  am  here  to  tell  you  that  we  are  still 
in  the  land  of  the  living,  and  thinking  of  you  all,  from  yourself, 
the  head  of  the  nation,  down  to  that  very  least  and  fattest  child, 
who,  I  hop^  will  continue  to  grow  fatter  and  fatter  till  I  come  to 
see  it  with  my  own  eyes.  I  count  this  fatness  a  good  omen  for  the 
whole  family;  it  betokens  good-nature,  which  is  a  quality  too  rare 
among  us.  Those  '  long,  sprawling,  ill-puttogether ' '  children  give 
early  promise  of  being  '  gey  ill  to  deal  wi'.'  ^ 

That  one  of  them  who  is  fallen  to  my  share  conducts  himself 
pretty  peaceably  at  present;  writing  only  in  the  forenoons.  He 
has  finished  a  chapter  much  to  my  satisfaction;  and  the  poor  book 
b^ns  to  hold  up  its  head  again.  Our  situation  is  farther  improved 
by  the  introduction  of  Anne  Cook  into  the  establishment,  instead 
of  the  distracted  Roman  Catholics  and  distracted  Protestants  who 
preceded  her.  She  seems  an  assiduous,  kindly,  honest,  and  thrifty 
creature;  and  will  learn  to  do  all  I  want  with  her  quite  easily. 
For  the  rest,  she  amuses  me  every  hour  of  the  day  with  her  perfect 
incomprehension  of  everything  like  ceremony.    I  was  helping  her 

1  *  When  I  come,*  I  come,  laying  down  her  gift  of  four  eggs. 

'  *  SufPering  Bemnant,*  bo  the  CameroniaoB  called  themselves  in  Clayer- 
boaae^s  time. 

*  '  A  lank,  sprawling,  iU-put-together  thing.*  Such  had  been  my  mother's 
definition  to  her  of  me  as  a  nurseling. 

4  *  Tlu>a*B  gey '  (pret^,  pronounced  gyei)  *  ill  to  deal  wi*  '—mother^s  allooa- 
tion  to  m^onoe,  in  some  unreasonable  moment  of  mine. 
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to  wring  a  sheet  one  day.  while  she  had  the  cat  finger,  and  she 
told  me  flatly  it  was  ' clean  aboon  my  fit '  (ability).  'I  shall  get  at 
it  by  practice/  said  I;  *far  weaker  people  than  I  have  wning 
sheets.'  'May  be  sae/  returned  she  very  coolly;  'but  I  ken-oa 
where  ye'U  find  ony  weaker,  for  a  weaklier- like  cretur  I  never  saw 
in  a'  my  life.'  Another  time,  when  Carlyle  had  been  off  his  sleep 
for  a  night  or  two,  she  came  to  me  at  bedtime  to  ask,  '  If  Mr.  Oar- 
lyle  bees  ony  uneasy  through  the  nicht,  and's  ga'an  staiveren^  aboot 
the  hoose,  will  ye  bid  him  gae  us  a  cry*  at  five  in  the  morning? ' 

We  may  infer,  however,  that  she  is  getting  more  civilisation, 
from  the  entire  change  in  her  ideas  respecting  the  handsome  Italian 
Count';  for,  instead  of  calling  him  'afley  (fright)>some  body'  any 
longer,  she  is  of  opinion  that  he  is  '  a  real  fine  man,  and  nane  that 
comes  can  ever  be  named  in  ae  day  with  him.'  Nay,  I  notice  that 
she  puts  on  a  certain  net  cap  with  a  most  peculiar  knot  of  ribbons 
every  time  she  knows  of  his  coming.  The  reward  of  which  act  is 
an  '  I  weesh  you  good  day '  when  she  lets  him  out  So  much  for 
poor  Anne,  who,  I  hope,  will  long  continue  to  flourish  in  the  land. 

I  am  much  better  off  this  winter  for  society  than  I  was  last 
Mrs.  Sterling  makes  the  greatest  possible  change  for  me.  She  is 
so  good,  so  sincerely  and  unvaryingly  kind,  that  I  feel  to  her  as  to 
a  third  mother.  Whenever  I  have  blue  devils,  I  need  but  put  on 
my  bonnet  and  run  off  to  her,  and  the  smile  in  her  eyes  restores  me 
to  instant  good  humour.  Her  husband  would  go  through  fire  and 
water  for  me ;  and  if  there  were  a  third  worse  element,  would  go 
through  that  also.  The  son  is  devoted  to  Carlyle,  and  makes  him  a 
real  friend,  which,  among  all  his  various  intimate  acquaintances  and 
well-wishers,  he  cannot  be  said  ever  to  have  had  before:  this  family, 
then,  is  a  great  blessing  to  us.  And  so  has  been  my  study  of 
Italian,  which  has  helped  me  through  many  dullish  hours.  I  never 
feel  anything  like  youth  about  me  except  when  I  am  learning  some- 
thing; and  when  I  am  turning  over  the  leaves  of  my  Italian  dic- 
tionary, I  could  fancy  myself  thirteen:  whether  there  be  any  good 
in  fancying  oneself  thirteen  after  one  is  turned  of  thirty,  I  leave 
your  charity  to  determine. 

We  sit  in  hourly,  nay,  in  momentary,  expectation  of  the  meal, 
&c.,  which  has  not  yet  arrived,  but  will  soon,  I  am  sure;  for  I 
dreamt  two  nights  since  that  I  saw  them  fetching  it  out  of  the  wag- 
gon: meanwhile,  we  sup  on  arrowroot  and  milk;  the  little  bag 
being  done. 

1  stumbling.  •  Awaken  us.  •  Oount  PepoU. 
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Dear  mother,  excuse  all  this  blash*  in  consideration  that  I  reallj 
have  a  yery  bad  cold,  which  I  am  resolved,  however,  to  be  lid  of 
on  Chiiatmas  Day  (the  day  after  to-morrow)  on  which  I  am  engaged 
to  dine  at  the  Sterlings'.  Ever  since  I  killed  the  goose  at  Craigen* 
puttock  (with  the  determination  to  make  a  Christmas  pie  in  spite  of 
nature  and  fate),  and  immediately  thereupon  took  a  sore  throat,  my 
Christmas  days  have  found  me  ill,  or  in  some  way  unlucky.  Last 
year  I  was  lying  horizontal  with  my  burnt  foot;  this  year,  then,  1 
am  very  desirous  to  break  the  spell,  and  Mrs.  Sterling  makes  a 
ploy  for  the  purpose. 

Ood  keep  you  all,  and  make  your  new  year  no  worse,  and,  if 
may  be,  better,  than  all  that  have  preceded  it. 

Your  affectionate 

Jakb  Cabltlb. 

[That  'sore  foot  of  Christmas  last,'  which  has  never  otherwise 
been  foi:gotten  by  me,  now  dates  itself.  She  was  in  the  kitchen 
one  evemnjg,  upon  some  experiment  or  other;  pouring  or  being 
*  poured  to  from  a  boiling  kettle,  got  a  splash  on  her  poor  little  foot, 
mstantly  ran  with  it  to  the  pump  (following  some  recent  precept  in 
the  newspapers),  and  then  had  it  pumped  upon  till  quite  cold, 
which,  indeed,  'cured'  it  for  about  four-and- twenty  hours;  and 
then  it  began  anew,  worse  than  ever.  It  seems  to  me  to  have  lasted 
for  weeks.  Never  did  I  see  such  patience  under  total  lameness  and 
imprisonment  Hurt  was  on  the  instep.  No  doctor's  advice  had 
been  dreamt  of ;  'a  little  wound,  don't  hurt  it,  keep  it  clean;  what 
more? ' — and  it  would  not  heal.  For  weeks  I  carried  her  upstain 
nightly  to  her  bed— ever  cheerful,  hopeful  one.  At  length,  one 
WiUiB,  a  medical  acquaintance,  called;  found  that  it  needed  only  a 
bandage— bandaged  it  there  and  then;  and  in  two  days  more  it  was 
as  good  as  well,  and  never  heard  of  again.  Oh,  my  poor  little 
woman  1— become  'poor '  for  me!]— T.  C. 

LETTER  12. 

Helen  Welsh  was  the  daughter  of  John  Welsh,  of  Liverpool, 
Mrs.  Carlyle's  uncle  on  her  mother's  side.  See  an  account  of^him 
in  the  '  BeminiBcenoes,'  vol.  3,  p.  142.— J.  A.  F. 

To  mu  Edm  WMi,  Liverpool, 

Chelsea:  April  1,  ISSft. 
My  dear  Cousinkin, — I  am  charmed  to  notice  in  you  the  rapid 
growth  of  a  virtue,  which  for  the  most  part  only  develops  itself  in 
mature  age,  after  many  and  hard  experiences;  but  which  is,  never- 
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tiielesa,  highly  QGceaeary  nt  all  ages,  in  this  world  of  »m  and  miaery. 
lenn  ibe  virtue  of  taleraLion.  Rarely  >a  one  edified  by  Ibe  spec- 
'tacio  of  so  youDg  a  Itidy,  meekly  acknowledging  tier  own  tianigrcs- 
aious  aod  ali oncomings,  wlieu.  nilh  perfect  juslice,  she  might  haTO 
adopted  ratlier  the  tone  of  accutnlion.  Continue,  my  sweet  litLla 
cousin,  to  nultivate  llua  engaging  dbposition*  ibie  beautiful  sen 
1)ility  to  your  own  imperfections,  and  beautiful  iusenHibilliy  to  tlie 
Imperfections  of  your  neighbour,  and  you  will  become  (if  indeed 
1  are  not  such  already)  an  ornament  to  your  sex,  and  a  credit  to 
e  name  of  Welsh' (which  my  mother  talks  about  so  proudlyi  I 
could  never  tell  precisely  why). 

In  truth  you  will  have  added  a  new  lustre  of  virtue  to  that  name, 
■which  1  never  hoped  to  see  it  brigbteoed  wilh;  for.  as  my  PenSllan 
grandfather's  physiological  observations  on  bis  stock  bad  led  him 
to  Ilie  conclusion  that  it  was  capable  of  producing  rascals  and  vag- 
abonds eoougb,  but  not  one  Holitary  inalance  of  a  blo<^kbead,  so 
mine  had  hiUierto  tended  to  certify  me  that  *  tbe  name  of  Welsh ' 
badsometbingin  it  wholly  and  evcrlaetiDglyantipatbelicsllo  patience  • 
■nd  toleration,  and  was  do  more  capable  of  coalescing  with  It  than 
flre  with  water. 

'  Tbe  box  came  safe,  as  did  also  tbe  herrings  aud  the  brandy; 
■hame  to  me  that  1  should  be  now  for  the  first  time  acknowledging 
Itiem  all  in  the  tump!  But  I  trust  that  my  mother  reported  my 
ttinnks,  as  sba  was  charged  to  do ;  and  that  however  much  you  may 
all  have  blamed  my  laziness,  you  Ijave  not  suspected  me  of  the 
attocioua  sin  of  iugmtitude,  'alike  hateful  to  gods  and  men:' at 
least  it  used  to  be  so;  but  now  that  it  is  so  common  in  the  world, 
people  are  geiliog  into  the  way  of  regardiog  it,  I  suppose,  as  ibey 
do  other  fashionable  vices,  'with  one  eye  shut  and  tbe  other  not 
;  opeu '  (as  an  Irish  author  said  to  me  the  other  day  in  describing  bla 
manner  of  reading  a  certain  Journal).  Rogers,  the  poet,  who  pro- 
led  to  be  a  man  of  eilensive  beneficence,  and  to  have  befriended 
nccessitons  persona  without  numt)cr  in  the  course  of  bis  long  life. 
declares  tbat  be  never  met  with  gratitude  but  in  three  instances.  I 
have  a  miod  to  ask  him  to  do  sometbing  for  me,  just  that  he  may 
havo  tlie  pleasure  of  swelling  his  beggarly  list  of  grateful  people  lo 
four,  -For  the  name  of  Welsh.'  I  flatter  myself,  cheriahea  the  old 
Athenian  notions  about  gratitude. 

We  are  labouring  under  a  vidlalion  of  r^  here,  which  seems  to 
portend  the  destruction  of  the  world  by  deluge. 

One  feels  soaked  to  the  very  heart;  nowanathorpith  remaining 
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in  one.  Ai  one  Are  is  ondentood  to  drive  out  another,  I  thought 
one  water  might  drive  out  another  also;  and  ao  this  morning  I  took 
a  ahower-bath,  and  have  shivered  ever  since,  'Too  much  water 
hadflt  thou,  poor  Ophelia  1  * 

0  Helen!  what  a  fearful  recollection  I  have  at  this  instant  of 
your  ihower-bathing  at  MolfatI  It  was  indeed  the  sublime  of 
ahower-bathing,  the  human  mind  stands  astonished  before  it,  as 
before  the  Infinite.  In  fact,  you  have  ever  since  figured  in  my 
imagination  as  a  sort  of  Undine. 

Barring  the  weather,  everything  goes  on  here  in  the  usual  way: 
people  eat  eight  o'clock  dinners  together;  talk  politics,  philosophy, 
foUy  together;  attend  what  they  call  their  business  at  '  the  House,' 
or  where  else  it  may  happen  to  be;  and  fill  up  the  intervals  with 
vapours,  and  something  that  goes  by  the  name  of  'checked  perspira- 
tion;' bat  I  can  give  you  no  idea  of  what  that  precisely  means;  it 
seems  to  comprehend  every  malady  that  flesh  is  heir  to;  and  fpr  my 
part,  as  the  cockney  said  to  Allan  Cunningham  of  the  lottery,  '  I 
am  deadly  sure  there  is  a  do  at  the  bottom  on  it  I ' 

We  expect  John  Carlyle  in  some  ten  days;  for  this  time  his  lady 
will  surely,  for  decency's  sake,  stick  to  her  purpose,  lady  of  quality 
though  she  be  I  I  am  afraid  he  is  not  a  man  for  grappling  in  a 
cimning  manner  with  '  checked  perspiration ;'  and  accordingly,  that 
there  is  small  hox)e  of  his  getting  into  profitable  employment  here 
as  a  doctor.  We  do  not  know  even  yet  if  he  will  try;  but  time  will 
settle  that  and  much  else  that  waits  to  be  settled.  In  the  mean- 
while there  were  no  sense  in  worrying  over  schemes  for  a  future, 
which  we  may  not  live  to  see.  '  Sufficient  for  the  day  is  the  evil 
thereof ' — at  present  more  than  sufficient. 

Two  of  our  dearest  friends  are  dangerously  ill;  John  Mill,  whom 
you  have  often  heard  me  speak  of,  and  John  Sterling,  whose  novel, 
'Arthur  Coningsby,'  I  think  I  lent  you  at  Templand. 

My  husband  is  anything  but  well,  nor  likely  to  be  belter  till  he 
have  finished  his  '  French  Revolution,'  of  which  there  is  still  a 
volume  to  write:  he  works  beyond  his  strength. 

1  myself  have  been  abominably  all  winter,  though  not  writing,  so 
far  as  I  know,  for  the  press.  And  more  evil  still  is  lying  even  now 
while  I  write,  at  the  bottom  of  my  pocket,  in  shape  of  a  letter  from 
Annan,  requiring  mc  to  send  off,  without  delay,  the  servant  whom 
Garlyle  so  bothered  himself  to  fetch  me:  her  mother  being  at  the 
point  of  death,  and  'will  not,'  says  the  letter- writer,  'leave  the 
cbaige  of  the  house  to  any  other  than  her  dear  Anne ' !    What  is  to 
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be  tbo  COD  seq  nonce  if  Anne  do  not  obey  this  hunied  BummonB.'tlit 
lecter-wrilfir  doea  not  stale.  One  is  loft  to  conjecture  that  Hie  poor 
womnQ  will  either  take  the  houBe  along  with  licr,  or  Btay  where  she 
Is  till  Blie  can  get  it  settled  to  her  loind;  in  whicli  last  cam  it  ia 
belter  for  all  parliei  lliat  my  maid  should  stay  where  she  is.  I  am 
ekcesaiveiy  perplexed,  Happy  coualnlun,  thai  hast,  ea  yet,  no 
household  imbroglios  to  fetter  thy  glad  movement  tlirough  lite. 
Uy  hiubaad  sendB  affectionate  regards,  lobe  distributed  along  with 
mine  at  your  discretion,  Tou  may  also  add  a  fen  kisses  on  my 
accoont. 

Yours  afEeclionately, 

Jake  Cabi.tix. 


[Soon  after  the  date  of  the  last  letter  Mrs,  Carlyte  became  ex- 
tremely ill,  June  brought  hot  weather,  and  she  grew  worae  and 
worse.  Cariyle  was  working  ol  Oie  'Frencli  Revolution.'  His 
'  nervous  system '  was  '  in  a  flame.'  At  such  times  he  could  think 
of  nothing  but  the  matter  which  he  had  in  hand,  and  a  sick  wife 
was  a  bad  companion  for  him.  She  felt  at  last  Uiat  unless  'ahe 
could  get  out  of  London  ahe  would  aiircly  die,'  and  she  escaped  lo 
Scotland  to  her  mother.  She  went  by  Liverpool,  and  thence  for 
economy  she  intended  to  go  on  by  stesmer  to  Annan.  At  sea  she 
auflered  more  than  most  people,  Ber  Liverpool  uncle  paid  ber  fare 
in  the  mail  to  Dumfries,  gave  her  a  warm  handsome  shawl  as  a 
birthday  present  (July  14).  and  sent  her  forward  under  better  aus- 
pices. Mrs,  Welsh  was  wailing  to  receive  her  at  the  Dumfries 
Coach  OIUcc — 'such  an  embracing  and  such  a  crying,'  ahe  said,*  the 
very  "  boots"  waa  aflecied  with  it  and  spoke  in  a  plaintive  voice  all 
the  morning  after,"  At  Tcmpland  she  met  the  warmest  welcome, 
Mrs.  Welsh  gave  lier  (for  her  birlliday  also)  a  purse  of  her  own 
working,  filled  with  sovereigns.  She  bad  all  the  care  and  nursing 
which  affection  could  bestow,  but  sleeplcflaness.  cough,  and  head- 
ache refused  to  leave  hold  of  her.  Her  health  scarcely  mended, 
and  after  two  months'  trial  'despemteof  everything  here  below,' 
slie  returned  to  Cheyne  Row.  In  August.  She  came  back,  as  she 
described  herself,  '  a  sadder  and  a  wiser  woman,'  to  find  recovered 
bealtb  at  home.  '  I  ought  not  to  regret  my  lljght  into  Scottund.' 
she  wrote  to  Miss  Hunter,  ■  since  it  lias  made  mo  take  wiih  new  rel- 
ish to  London.  It  is  a  strange  praise  to  bestow  on  the  Hctropolis 
o(  the  world,  but  I  And  il  so  delightfully  adil  beret  not  so  much 
as  a  cock  crowing  to  slanle  nervous  gubjccls  out  of  their  sleep; 
and  during  the  day  no  inevitable  Mrs.  this  or  Miss  tbat,  brimful  of 
all  the  gossip  for  twenty  miles  around,  iniemipting  your  serioua 
pursuits  (whatever  they  may  be)  with  calls  of  a  duration  happily 
unknown  in  cities.  The  feeling  of  calm,  of  safety,  of  liberty  whicn 
came  over  me  on  re-entering  my  own  house  was  really  the  most 
blessed  I  hod  foil  for  a^reat  while.  Soon,  through  the  medium  ol 
this  feeling,  the  bouse  itself  and  everything  alx>ut  it,  even  my  An- 
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aaadale  maid,  presented  a  sort  of  earnest  classic  appearance  to  my 
first  regards,  Which  is  hardly  yet  worn  off." 

It  was  the  dead  season ;  but  there  were  a  few  persons  still  in 
London,  who  came  occasionally  to  Cheyne  Row,  one  of  them  a  re- 
mariLable  man  of  a  remarkable  family,  who,  for  several  years  was 
▼ery^  intimate  there,  and  was  then  in  exile  for  conspiracy  against 
Louis  Philippe,    lirs.  Carlyle  thus  describes  him: — 

'  We  have  another  foreigner  who  beats  all  the  rest  to  sticks,  a 
French  Republican  of  the  right  thorough-goin^  sort,  an  "accuse 
d'ATiil/'  who  has  had  the  glory  of  meriting  to  oe  imprisoned  and 
nearly  losing  his  head;  a  man  with  that  sort  of  dark  half-savage 
beaufy  with  which  one  paints  a  fallen  angel,  who  fears  neither 
heaven  nor  earth,  for  au^ht  one  can  see,  who  fights  and  writes 
with  the  same  panionate  intrepidity,  who  is  ready  to  dare  or  suffer, 
to  live  or  to  die  without  disturbing  himself  much  about  the  matter; 
who  deifies  all  men  and  honours,  all  women,  and  whose  name  is 
Cavaignac '  (Godefroi,  brother  of  the  future  President.— J.  A.  F.] 


LETTER  18. 

lb  Mr$.  WbM,  Maryland  Street,  lAterpaoL 

Chelsea:  Sept  6, 1886. 

My  dear  Aunt, — Now  that  I  am  fairly  settled  at  home  again,  and 
can  look  back  over  my  late  travels  with  the  coolness  of  a  specta- 
tor, it  seems  to  me  that  I  must  have  tired  out  all  men,  women,  and 
childien  that  have  had  to  do  with  me  by  the  road.  The  proverb 
Bays  '  there  is  much  ado  when  cadgers  ride.'  I  do  not  know  pre- 
cisely what '  cadger '  means,  but  I  imagine  it  to  be  a  character  like 
me,  liable  to  headache,  to  sea-sickness,  to  all  the  infirmities  '  that 
flesh  is  heir  to,'  and  a  few  others  besides;  the  friends  and  relations 
of  cadgers  should  therefore  use  all  soft  persuasions  to  induce  them 
to  remain  at  home. 

I  got  into  that  Mail  the  other  night  with  as  much  repugnance 
and  trepidation  as  if  it  had  been  a  Phalaris'  brazen  bull,  instead  of 
a  Christian  vehicle,  invented  for  purposes  of  mercy — not  of  cruelty. 
There  were  three  besides  myself  when  we  started,  but  two  dropped 
off  at  the  end  of  the  first  stage,  and  the  rest  of  the  way  I  had,  as 
usual,  half  of  the  coach  to  myself.  My  fcllow-passenger  had  that 
highest  of  all  terrestrial  qualities,  which  for  mc  a  fellow-passenger 
can  possess — he  was  silent.  I  think  his  name  was  Roscoe,  and  he 
read  sundry  long  papers  to  himself,  with  the  pondering  air  of  a 
lawyer. 

We  breakfasted  at  Lichfield,  at  five  in  the  morning,  on  muddy 
coffee  and  scorched  toast,  which  made  me  once  more  lyrically  i^o^- 
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Dise  in  my  heart  (not  without  a  sigh  of  regret)  the  verj  diftarant 
coffee  and  toast  with  which  you  helped  me  out  of  my  headache. 
At  two  there  was  another  stop  of  ten  minutes,  that  might  be  em* 
ployed  in  lunching  or  otherwise.  Feeling  myself  more  feyered 
than  hungry,  I  determined  on  spending  the  time  in  combing  my 
hair  and  washing  my  face  and  hands  with  vinegar.  In  tlie  midst 
of  this  solacing  operation  I  heard  what  seemed'  to  be  the  Mail  run- 
ning its  rapid  course,  and  quick  as  lightning  it  flashed  on  me, 
*  There  it  goes!  and  my  luggage  is  on  the  top  of  it,  and  my  purse 
is  in  the  pocket  of  it,  and  here  am  I  stranded  on  an  unknown 
beach,  without  so  much  as  a  sixpence  in  my  pocket  to  pay  for  the 
vinegar  I  have  already  consumed  T  Without  my  bonnet,  my  hair 
hanging  down  my  back,  my  face  half  dried,  and  the  towel,  with 
which  I  was  drying  it,  firm  grasped  in  my  hand,  I  dashed  out— 
along,  down,  opening  wrong  doors,  stumbling  over  steps,  curing 
the  day  I  was  born,  still  more  the  day  on  which  a  took  I  notion 
to  travel,  and  arrived  finally  at  the  bar  of  the  Inn,  in  a  state 
of  excitement  bordering  on  lunacy.  The  barmaids  looked  at 
me  'with  weender  and  amazement.'  *Is  the  coach  gone?*  I 
gasped  out.  •  The  coach?  Yesl '  *  Ohl  and  you  have  let  it  away 
without  mel  Ohl  stop  it,  cannot  you  stop  it? '  and  out  I  rushed 
into  the  street,  with  streaming  hair  and  streaming  towel,  and  al- 
most brained  myself  against — the  Mail  I  which  was  standing  there 
in  all  stillness,  without  so  much  as  horses  in  it  I  What  I  had  heard 
was  a  heavy  coach.  And  now,  having  descended  like  a  maniac,  I 
ascended  again  like  a  fool,  and  dried  the  other  half  of  my  face,  and 
put  on  my  bonnet,  and  came  back  '  a  sadder  and  a  wiser '  woman. 

I  did  not  find  my  husband  at  the  '  Swan  with  Two  Necks  ;'  for 
we  were  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  appointed  time.  So  I 
had  my  luggage  put  on  the  backs  of  two  porters,  and  walked  on  to 
Cheapside,  where  I  presently  found  a  Chelsea  omnibus.  By  and 
by,  however,  the  omnibus  stopped,  and  amid  cries  of  *  No  room, 
sir,*  'Can't  get  in,*  Carlyle's  face,  beautifully  set  off  by  a  broad* 
brimmed  white  hat,  gazed  in  at  the  door,  like  tlie  Peri,  who, '  at  the 
Gate  of  Heaven,  stood  disconsolate.*  In  hurrying  along  the  Strand, 
pretty  sure  of  being  too  late,  amidst  all  the  imaginable  and  unim- 
aginable phenomena  which  the  immense  thoroughfare  of  a  street 
presents,  his  eye  (Heaven  bless  the  markl)  had  lighted  on  my  trunk 
perched  on  the  top  of  the  omnibus,  and  had  recognised  it.  This 
seems  to  me  one  of  the  most  indubitable  proofs  of  genius  which  he 
ever  manifested.  Happily,  a  passenger  went  out  a  little  further 
on,  and  then  he  got  in. 
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My  brother-in-law  had  gone  two  days  before,  so  my  arrival  was 
most  well-timed.  I  found  all  at  home  right  and  tight;  my  maid 
seems  to  have  condncted  herself  quite  handsomely  in  my  absence; 
my  best  room  looked  really  inviting.  A  bust  of  Shelley  (a  present 
frijm  Leigh  Hunt),  and  a  flue  print  of  Albert  DQrer,  handsomely 
framed  (also  a  present)  had  still  further  ornamented  it  during  my  ab- 
sence. I  also  found  (for  I  wish  to  tell  you  all  my  satisfaction) 
every  grate  in  the  house  furnished  with  a  supply  of  coloured  clip- 
pings, and  the  holes  in  the  stair-carpet  all  darned,  so  that  it  looks 
like  new.  Tbey  gave  me  tea  and  fried  bacon,  and  staved  off  my 
headache  as  well  as  might  be.  They  were  very  kind  to  me,  but,  on 
my  life,  everybody  is  kind  to  me,  and  to  a  degree  that  fills  me  with 
admiration.  I  feel  so  strong  a  wish  to  make  you  all  convinced 
how  very  deeply  I  feel  your  kindness,  and  Just  the  more  I  would 
say,  the  less  able  I  am  to  say  anythiug. 

God  bless  you  all.  Love  to  all,  from  the  head  of  the  house  down 
to  Johnny. 

Tour  affectionate 

jAira  W.  Cablvlb. 

LETTER  14 

This  'Fairy  Tale'  I  have  never  ^et  seen;  must  have  been  de- 
stroyed by  her  afterwards.  Next  bit  of  MS.  sent  (Dialogue  <&c., 
much  admired  by  Sterling)  is  still  here,  and  shall  be  given  at  the 
doe  place.— T.  C. 

To  John  Sterling t  Esq.,  Floriac,  Bordeaux, 

Feb.  1,1887. 
My  ever  dear  John  Sterling,— Here  are  thirty-three  pages  of  writ- 
ing for  you,  which  would  divide  into  ten  letters  of  the  usual  size, 
so  that  you  see  I  discharge  my  debt  to  you  handsomely  enough  in 
the  long  run.  But  even  if  you  should  not  be  complaisant  enough 
to  accept  a  nonsense  fairy  tale  m  lieu  of  all  the  sense-letters  I  ought 
to  have  sent  you,  still  you  must  not  be  after  saying  or  thinking 
that  'Mrs.  Carlyle  has  cut  you  acquaintance.'  John  Sterling  '  is  a 
man  of  sense '  (as  Mrs,  BuUer,  one  day,  in  Carlyle's  hearing,  said 
patronisingly  of  the  Apostle  Paul),  and  must  know  that  Mrs.  Car- 
lyle is  a  woman  of  sense  by  this  token,  that  she  perceived  him, 
John  Sterling,  the  very  first  time  she  ever  set  eyes  on  him,  to  be  no 
humbug,  after  all  that  had  been  said  and  sung  about  him,  but  the 
very  sort  of  man  one  desires  to  see,  and  hardly  ever  succeeds  ii^ 
teeing  in  this  make-beiieve  world  I     Now  I  put  \l  lo  ^OMt  oKii- 
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dour,  whether  any  women  of  sense,  in  her  right  senses,  having 
found  a  pearl  of  great  price,  would  dream  of  dissolving  it  in  a 
tumbler  of  water  and  swallowing  it  all  at  one  gulp  ?  For  such, 
in  highly  figurative  language,  would  be  the  foolish  use  I  should 
have  made  of  your  friendship,  provided  it  were  true,  as  yoa 
wrote,  that  I  had  already  cut  your  acquaintance!  Oh,  no  I  you 
have  only  to  take  a  Just  view  of  your  own  merits  and  mine,  to 
feel  as  convinced  as  though  I  had  sworn  it  before  a  ma^strate  that 
my  long  silence  had  proceeded  from  some  'crook  in  the  lot,'  and 
not  in  the  mind. 

The  fact  is,  since  I  became  so  sick  and  dispirited  I  have  con- 
tracted a  horror  of  letter-writing,  almost  equal  to  the  hydrophobia 
horror  for  cold  water.  I  would  write  anything  under  heaven — fairy- 
tales, or  advertisements  for  Warren's  Blacking  even — ^rather  than  a 
letter  1  A  letter  behoves  to  tell  about  oneself,  and  when  oneself  is  dis- 
agreeable to  oneself,  one  would  rather  tell  about  anything  else;  for, 
alas  I  one  does  not  find  the  same  gratification  in  dwelling  upon  one's 
own  sin  and  misery,  as  in  showing  up  the  sin  and  misery  of  one's 
neighbour.  But  if  ever  I  get  agreeable  to  myself  again,  I  swear  to 
you  I  will  then  be  exceedingly  communicative,  in  preparation  for 
which  desirable  end  I  must  set  about  getting  into  better  health,  and 
that  I  may  get  into  better  health  I  must  begin  by  growing  wise, 
which  puts  me  in  mind' of  a  boy  of  the  'English  Opium-Eater's,* 
who  told  me  once  be  would  begin  Greek  presently;  but  his  father 
wished  him  to  learn  it  through  the  medium  of  Latin,  and  he  was 
not  entered  in  Latin  yet  because  his  father  wished  to  teach  him  from 
a  grammar  of  his  own,  which  he  had  not  yet  begim  to  write  I 

For  the  present  we  arc  all  in  sad  taking  with  influenza.  People 
speak  about  it  more  than  they  did  about  cholera;  I  do  not  know 
whether  they  die  more  from  it.  Miss  Wilson,  not  having  come  to 
close  quarters  with  it,  has  her  mind  sufficiently  at  leisure  to  make 
philosophical  speculations  about  its  gender!  She  primly  promul 
gates  her  opinion  that  influenza  is  masculine.  My  husband,  for  the 
sake  of  argument  I  presume,  for  I  sec  not  what  other  interest  he 
has  in  it,  protests  that  influenza  is  feminine ;  for  me,  who  have  been 
laid  up  with  it  for  two  weeks  and  upwards,  making  lamentations  of 
Jeremiah  (not  without  reason),  I  am  not  prejudiced  cither  way,  but 
content  myself  with  sincerely  wishing  it  were  neuter.  One  great 
comfort,  however,  under  all  afflictions,  is  that  *  The  French  Revo- 
lution' is  happily  concluded;  at  least,  it  will  be  a  comfort  when  one 
is  delivered  from  the  tag-raggery  of  printers'  devils,  that  at  present 
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driye  one  from  post  to  pillar.  Quelle  ue  /  let  no  woman  who  Talues 
peace  of  soul  ever  dream  of  marrying  an  author  1  That  is  to  say, 
if  he  is  an  honest  one,  who  makes  a  conscience  of  doing  the  thing 
he  pretends  to  do.  But  this  I  observe  to  you  in  confidence;  should 
I  state  such  a  sentiment  openly,  I  might  happen  to  get  myself  torn 
in  pieces  by  the  host  of  my  husband's  lady  admirers,  who  already, 
I  suspect,  tliink  me  too  happy  in  not  knowing  my  happiness.  You 
cannot  fancy  what  way  he  is  making  with  the  fair  intellects  here! 
There  is  Harriet  Hartineau  presents  him  with  her  ear-trumpet  with 
a  pret^  blushing  air  of  (coquetry,  which  would  almost  convince  me 
out  of  belief  in  her  identity  1  And  Mrs.  Pierce  Butler  bolts  in  upon 
his  studies,  out  of  the  atmosphere  as  it  were,  in  riding-habit,  cap 
and  whip  (but  no  shadow  of  a  horse,  only  a  carriage,  the  whip  I 
suppose  being  to  whip  the  cushions  with,  for  the  purpose  of  keep- 
ing her  hand  in  practice)— my  inexperienced  Scotch  domestic  re- 
maining entirely  in  a  nonplus  whether  she  had  let  in  '  a  leddy  or  a 
gentleman  M  And  then  there  is  a  young  American  beauty — such  a 
beauty  1 '  snow  and  rose-bloom '  throughout,  not  as  to  clothes  merely, 
but  complexion  also;  large  and  soft,  and  without  one  idea,  you 
would  say,  to  rub  upon  another!  And  this  charming  creature  pub- 
licly declares  herself  his  'ardent  admirer,'  and  I  heard  her  with 
my  own  ears  call  out  quite  passionately  at  parting  with  him,  '  Oh, 
ytr.  Carlyle,  I  want  to  see  you  to  talk  a  long  long  time  about— 
"Sartor"'!  'Sartor,' of  all  things  in  this  world!  What  could  such 
a  young  lady  have  got  to  say  about  '  Sartor,'  can  you  imagine? 
And  Mrs.  Marsh,  the  moving  authoress  of  the  'Old  Man's  Tales,' 
reads  '  Sartor '  when  she  is  ill  in  bed ;  from  which  one  thing  at  least 
may  be  clearly  inferred,  that  her  illness  is  not  of  the  head.  In 
short,  my  dear  friend,  the  singular  author  of  '  Sartor '  appears  to 
me  at  this  moment  to  be  in  a  perilous  position,  inasmuch  as  (with 
the  innocence  of  a  sucking  dove  to  outward  appearance)  he  is  leading 
honourable  women,  not  a  few,  entirely  off  their  feet  And  who 
ean  say  that  he  will  keep  his  own?  After  all,  in  sober  earnest,  is  it 
not  curious  that  my  husband's  writings  should  be  only  completely 
understood  and  adequately  appreciated  by  women  and  mad  people? 
I  do  not  know  very  well  what  to  infer  from  the  fact. 

Mr.  Spedding  is  often  to  be  heard  of  at  Miss  Wilson's  (not  that  I 
fancy  anything  amiss  in  that  quarter,  only  I  mentioned  him  be- 
cause he  is  your  friend).  Mr.  Maurice  we  rarely  see,  nor  do  I 
greatly  regret  his  absence;  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  never  in 
Us  company  without  being  attacked  with  a  sort  of  paroxysm  of 
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mental  cramp  I  He  keeps  one  always,  with  his  wii»drawiiigs  mud 
paradoxes,  as  if  one  were  dancing  on  the  points  of  one's  toas 
(spiritually  speaking).  And  then  he  will  help  with  the  kettle»  and 
never  fails  to  pour  it  all  over  the  milk-pot  and  sugar-basin  I  Heniy 
Taylor  draws  off  into  the  upper  regions  of  gigmanity.  The  reet^  I 
think,  are  all  as  you  left  them. 

Tour  mother  was  here  last  night,  looking  young  and  beautifal, 
with  a  new  bonnet  from  Howel  and  James's.  Your  brother  ie  a 
great  favourite  with  Carlyle,  and  with  me  also,  only  one  dare  not 
fly  into  his  arms  as  one  does  into  yours.  Will  you  give  my  aifeo- 
tionate  regards  to  your  wife,  and  a  kiss  for  me  to  each  of  the  chil* 
dren?  Ask  your  wife  to  write  a  postscript  in  your  next  letter;  I 
deserve  some  such  sign  of  recollection  from  her,  in  return  for  aU 
the  kind  thoughts  I  cherish  in  her.  I  wish  to  heaven  you  were  all 
back  again.  Tou  make  a  terrible  chasm  in  our  world,  which  does 
not  look  as  if  it  were  ever  going  to  get  closed  in.  Tou  will  write 
to  me?  Tou  will  be  good  enough  to  write  to  me  after  all?  There 
is  nothing  that  I  do  not  fancy  you  good  enough  for.  So  I  shall 
confidently  expect  a  letter.  God  bless  you,  and  all  that  belongs  to 
you. 

I  am,  ever  affectionately  yours, 

Jaitb  W.  Cabltlb. 

Carlyle  has  made  every  exertion  to  get  you  a  printed  copy  of  the 
'  Diamond  Necklace,'  but  it  is  not  to  be  got  this  day.  He  adds  his 
brotherly  regards. 

LETTER  15. 

Early  in  January  1837  it  must  have  been  when  book  on  '  French 
Revolution '  was  finished.  I  wrote  the  last  paragraph  of  it  here 
(within  a  yard  of  where  I  now  am)  in  her  presence  one  evening 
after  dinner.  Damp  tepid  kind  of  evening,  still  by  daylight,  rna 
it  to  her  or  left  her  to  read  it;  probably  with  a  "ImnK  God,  it  is 
done,  Jeanniel'  and  then  walkcnd  out  up  the  Gloucester  Road  to- 
wards Kensington  way :  don't  remember  coming  back,  or  indeed  any- 
thing quite  distinct  for  three  or  four  months  after.  My  thoughts 
were  by  no  means  of  an  exultant  character:  pacifically  gloomy 
rather,  something  of  sullenly  contemptuous  in  them,  of  clear  hope 
(except  in  the  *  desperate  *  kind)  not  the  smallest  glimpse.  I  had 
said  to  her,  perhaps  that  very  day,  *  I  know  not  whether  this  book 
is  worth  anything,  nor  what  the  world  will  do  with  it,  or  misdo,  or 
entirely  forbear  to  do  (as  is  likeliest),  but  this  I  could  tell  the 
world :  Tou  have  not  had  for  a  hundred  years  any  book  that  came 
more  direct  and  fiamingly  sincere  from  the  heart  of  a  li^ng  man; 
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do  with  it  what  you  like,  you 1 '    My  poor  little  Jeancie  and 

mei  hasn't  it  nearly  killed  us  both?  This  also  I  might  have  said, 
had  I  liked  it,  for  it  was  true.  My  health  was  much  spoiled;  hers 
too  by  sympathy,  by  daily  helping  me  to  struggle  with  the  intol- 
erable load.  I  suppose  by  this  time  our  money,  too,  was  near 
done:  busy  friends,  the  Wilsons  principally,  Miss  Martineau,  and 
yariouB  honourable  women,  were  clear  that  I  ought  now  to  lecture 
on  'German  Literature,'  a  sure  financial  card,  they  all  said;  and 
set  to  shaping,  organising,  and  multifariously  consulting  about  the 
thing;  which  I  unwillingly  enough,  but  seeing  clearly  there  was 
no  other  card  in  my  hanaat  all,  was  obliged  to  let  them  do.    The 

grinting  of  *  French  Revolution,'  push  as  I  mi^ht,  did  not  end  till 
ir  on  in  April — 'Lectures,*  six  of  them,  of  which  I  could  form  no 
image  or  conjecture  beforehand,  were  to  begin  with  May. — T.  G. 

Jb  John  Wdth,  Esq.,  Liverpool, 

6  Chejne  Row;  March  4, 1887. 

Dearest  Uncle  of  me,— '  Fellow-feeling  makes  us  wondrous 
kind  '1  Tou  and  my  aunt  have  had  the  influenza:  I  also  have  had 
the  influenza:  a  stronger  bond  of  sympathy  need  not  be  desired: 
and  so  the  spirit  moves  me  to  write  you  a  letter;  and  if  you  think 
there  is  no  very  '  wondrous  kindness '  in  that,  I  can  only  say  you 
are  mistaken,  seeing  that  I  have  had  so  much  indispensable  writing 
to  do  of  late  days  that,  like  a  certain  Duchess  of  Orleans  I  was  read- 
ing about  the  other  week,  *  when  night  comes,  I  am  often  so  tired 
with  writing,  that  I  can  hardly  put  one  foot  before  the  other'! 

But  with  respect  to  this  influenza,  uncle,  what  think  you  of  it? 
above  all  how  is  it,  and  why  is  it?  For  my  part,  with  all  my  clever- 
ness, I  cannot  make  it  out.  Sometimes  I  am  half  persuaded  that 
there  is  (in  Gockney  dialect)  'a  do  at  the  bottom  on  it';  medical 
men  all  over  the  world  having  merely  entered  into  a  tacit  agreement 
to  call  all  sorts  of  maladies  people  are  liable  to,  in  cold  weather,  by 
one  name;  so  that  one  sort  of  treatment  may  serve  for  all,  and  their 
practice  be  thereby  greatly  simplified.  In  more  candid  moments, 
however,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  has  something  to  do  with 
the  '  diffusion  of  useful  knowledge ' :  if  not  a  part  of  that  knowl- 
edge, at  least  that  it  is  meant  as  a  counterpoise;  so  that  our  minds 
may  be  preserved  in  some  equilibrium,  between  the  consciousness 
of  oar  enormous  acquirements  on  the  one  hand,  and  on  the  other 
ttie  generally  diffused  experience  that  all  the  acquirements  in  the 
world  are  not  worth  a  rush  to  one,  compared  with  the  blessedness 
of  having  a  head  dear  of  snifters  I  However  it  be,  I  am  thankful 
to  Heayen  that  I  was  the  chosen  victim  in  this  house,  instead  ot  icl^ 
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husband.  For,  had  he  been  laid  ap  at  present*  there  would  haive 
been  the  very  deyil  to  pay.  He  has  two  printers  on  his  book,  tidal 
it  may,  if  possible,  be  got  published  in  April;  and  it  will  hardly  be 
well  off  his  hands,  when  he  is  to  deliyer  a  course  of  Lectures  on 
German  Literature  to  'Lords  and  Gentlemen,'  and  'honourable 
women  not  a  few/  You  wonder  how  he  is  to  get  through  such  a 
thing?  So  do  I,  very  sincerely.  The  more,  as  he  proposes  to  speak 
these  lectures  extempore.  Heaven  bless  the  mark!  having,  indeed, 
no  leisure  to  prepare  them  before  the  time  at  which  they  will  be 
wanted. 

One  of  his  lady-admirers  (by  the  way  he  is  getting  a  vast  numb« 
of  lady-admirers)  was  saying  the  other  day  that  the  grand  danger 
to  be  feared  for  him  was  that  he  should  commence  with  '  Ctentie* 
men  and  Ladies,'  instead  of  '  Ladies  and  €kntlemen,'  a  transmuta- 
tion which  would  ruin  him  at  the  very  outset.  He  vows,  however, 
that  he  will  say  neither  the  one  thing  nor  the  other,  and  I  beUere  him 
very  secure  on  that  side.  Indeed,  I  should  as  soon  look  to  see  gold 
pieces,  or  penny  loaves  drop  out  of  his  mouth,  as  to  hear  from  it 
any  such  humdrum  unrcpublican-like  commonplace.  If  he  finds  it 
necessary  to  address  his  audience  by  any  particular  designation,  it 
will  be  thus — 'Men  and  Women M  or  perhaps,  in  my  Penfillaa 
grandfather's  style,  '  Fool-creatures  come  here  for  diversion.'  On 
the  whole,  if  his  hearers  be  reasonable,  and  are  content  that  there 
be  good  sense  in  the  things  he  says,  without  requiring  that  he 
should  furnish  them  with  brains  to  find  it  out,  I  have  no  doubt  but 
his  success  will  be  eminent.  The  exhibition  is  to  take  place  in 
Willis's  Rooms;  '  to  begin  at  three,  and  end  at  four  precisely';  and 
to  be  continued  every  Monday  and  Friday  through  the  first  three 
weeks  of  May.  '  Begin  precisely '  it  may,  with  proper  precautions 
on  my  part  to  put  all  the  clocks  and  watches  in  the  house  half-an- 
hour  before  the  time;  but,  as  to  '  ending  precisely  '1  that  is  all  to  be 
tried  fori  There  are  several  things  in  this  world,  which,  once  set 
a-going,  it  is  not  easy  to  stop;  and  the  Book  is  one  of  them.  I  have 
been  thinking  that  perhaps  the  readiest  way  of  bringing  him  to  a 
cetera  desunt  (conclusion  is  out  of  the  question)  would  be.  Just  aa 
the  clock  strikes  four,  to  have  a  lighted  cigar  laid  on  the  table  before 
him — we  shall  see! 

The  'French  Revolution'  done,  and  the  lectures  done,  he  is 
going  somewhere  (to  Scotland  most  probably)  to  rest  himself 
awhile;  to  lie  about  the  roots  of  hedges,  and  speak  to  no  man, 
woman,  or  child  except  in  monosyllables!  a  reasonable  project 
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enough,  considering  the  worry  he  has  been  kept  in  for  almost  three 
years  back.  For  my  part,  haying  neither  published  nor  lectured,  I 
fed  no  call  to  refresh  myself  by  such  temporary  descent  from  my 
orbit  under  the  waves;  and  in  Shakespearean  dialect,  I  had  such  a 
'  belly-foil '  of  travelling  last  year  as  is  likely  to  quell  my  appetite, 
in  that  way,  for  some  time  to  come.  If  I  had  been  consulted  in  the 
getting  up  of  the  Litany,  there  would  have  been  particular  mention 
made  of  steamboats,  mail-coaches,  and  heavy  coaches,  among  those 
things  from  which  we  pray  to  be  delivered ;  and  more  emphatic 
mention  made  of  *  such  as  travel  by  land  or  sea.' 

Hy  mother  writes  to  me  from  Dabton,  where  she  is  nursing  the 
Crichtons.  In  my  humble  opinion  she  is  (as  my  mother-in-law 
wonld  say)  'gey  idle  o' wark.*  I  have  expended  much  beautiful 
riietoric  in  trying  to  persuade  her  hitherward,  and  she  prefers  nurs- 
ing these  Crichtons  1  Well!  there  is  no  accounting  for  taste  1  She 
will  come,  however,  she  says,  when  you  have  been  there,  but  not 
sooner;  so  I  hope  you  will  pay  your  visit  as  early  in  the  season  as 
yon  can,  for  it  would  be  a  pity  if  she  landed  as  last  time,  after  all 
the  fine  weather  was  gone,  and  the  town  emptied.  Give  my  kindest 
love  to  my  kind  aunt,  and  kisses  to  all  the  children.  I  owe  my 
oonsin  Helen  a  letter,  and  will  certainly  be  just  after  having  been 
generous.  My  husband  sends  his  affectionate  regards,  and  hopes 
yon  received  the  copies  of  two  articles,  which  he  sent. 

Mr.  Gibson  has  not  been  here  for  some  weeks;  he  begins  to  look 
stiifish,  and  a  little  round  at  the  shoulders,  otherwise  as  heretofore. 

God  bless  you  all,  my  dearest  uncle. 

Tours 

Jane  Wblsh  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  16. 

Monday,  May  1, 1887,  in  Willis's  Rooms  is  marked  as  date  of  my 
first  lectare.  It  was  a  sad  planless  jumble,  as  all  these  six  were, 
but  full  enough  of  new  matter,  and  of  a  furious  determination  on 
the  poor  lecturer's  part  not  to  break  down.  Plentv  of  incondite 
stuff  accordingly  there  was;  new,  and  in  a  strangely  new  dialect 
and  tone;  the  audience  intelligent,  partly  fashionable,  was  very 
good  to  me,  and  seemed,  in  spite  of  the  jumbled  state  of  things,  to 
feel  it  entertaining,  even  interesting.  I  pitied  myself,  so  agitated, 
terrified,  driven  desperate  and  furious.  But  I  found  I  had  no 
remedy,  necessity  compelling;  on  the  proceeds  we  were  financially 
safe  for  another  year,  that  was  my  one  sanction  in  the  sad  enter 
piise. 

Mm  Welih  from  Templand  was  certainly  with  UB  a  aecoixii  ^^<^ 
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at  present.  Returning  to  dinner  from  that  first  Mondi^a  perfoim- 
ance  I  gave  to  my  darliDg  and  her,  from  some  of  the  gold  that  had 
been  handed  me,  a  Bovereign  each  '  to  buy  Bometmnff  with,  at 
handsel  of  this  novelty,*  which  little  gift  created  sach  pleaanre  in 
these  generous  two  as  is  now  pathetic  to  me,  and  a  kind  of  blenhig 
to  remember.  When  this  second  visit  of  our  kind  motfaer'a  began, 
or  how  long  it  lasted,  I  have  no  recollection.  I  left  her  here  for 
company,  in  setting  out  for  Annandale,  whither  I  made  all  haste, 
imiSatient  for  shelter  and  silence  as  soon  as  the  hurlvburiy  oonld 
be  got  to  end.  One  wish  I  had — silence  1  silence  1  In  the  latter 
half  of  June,  I  f^ot  thither.  My  health  had  suffered  mudi  bj 
'  French  Revolution '  and  its  accompaniments,  especially  in  tlie 
later  months,  when  I  used  to  ask  myself,  Shall  I  ever  actually  get 
this  savagely  cruel  business  flune  off  me,  then,  and  be  rid  of  itf— a 
hope  which  seemed  almost  incredible. 

Mind  and  body  were  alike  out  of  order  with  me,  my  nervous  sys* 
tem  must  have  been  in  a  horrible  state.  I  remember,  in  walking  up 
from  the  Liverpool-Annan  steamboat  with  brother  Alick,  Alick  nad 
to  call  for  a  moment  in  some  cottage  at  Landhead,  and  I  waited 
looking  back  towards  Annan  and  the  unrivalled  prospect  of  sea  and 
land  which  one  commands  there,  leanine  on  a  milestone  which  I 
knew  so  well  from  my  school-days;  and  looking  on  Solway  Sen  to 
St.  Bee's  Head,  and  all  the  pretty  Cumberland  callages,  towns,  and 
swelling  amphitheatre  of  fertile  plains  and  airy  mountains,  to  me 
the  oldest  in  the  world,  and  the  loveliest.  What  a  changed  mean- 
ing in  all  that  I  Tartarus  itself  and  the  pale  kingdoms  of  Dis  could 
not  have  been  more  preternatural  to  me,  and  I  uslt  that  they  could 
not  have  been  more  so.  Most  stem,  gloomy,  sad,  grand,  yet  terri- 
ble, 8tec|)ed  in  woe!  This  was  my  humour  while  in  Annandale. 
Except  riding  down  to  Whinnvrigg  for  a  plunge  in  the  sea  (seven 
miles  and  back)  daily  when  tide  would  serve,  i  can  recollect  noth- 
ing that  I  did  there.  All  speech  (except,  doubtless,  with  my 
mother),  I  did  my  utmost  to  avoid.  Some  books  I  probably  had — 
'  Pickwick '  and  '  Johannes  MCLller '  (in  Strang  combination,  and 
'  Pickwick '  the  preferable  to  me  1)  I  do  partly  remember,  but  the 
reading  of  them  was  as  a  mere  opiate.  In  this  foul  torpor,  like  flax 
thrown  into  the  steeping  pool,  1  seem  to  have  stayed  above  two 
months — stayed,  in  fact,  till  ashamed  to  stay  longer.  As  for  re- 
covery, that  had  not  yet  considerably— in  truth,  it  never  fairly — 
came  at  all. 

Of  mj  darling's  beautiful  reception  of  me  when  I  did  return,  all 
speech  is  inadequate,  for  now  in  my  sad  thoughts  it  is  like  a  little 
glimpse  of  Heaven  in  this  poor  turbid  earth.  I  am  too  unworthy 
of  it;  alas  I  how  thrice  unworthy!  A  day  or  two  ago  I  discoverecl, 
crowded  into  my  first  letter  from  Chelsea,  as  her  postscript,  these 
bright  words,  touching  and  strange  to  me  [T.  C] : — 

To  Mrs.  CarlyU,  SeoUbrig. 

Chelsea:  Sept.  29, 1887. 
My  dear  Mother, — You  know  the  saying,  '  it  is  not  lost  which  a 
friend  gets,'  and  in  the  present  case  it  must  comfort  you  for  loaing 
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him.    MoreoYer,  you  have  others  behind,  and  I  have  only  him, 

only  him  in  the  whole  wide  world  to  love  me  and  take  care  of  me, 

poor  lltUe  wretch  that  I  am.    Not  but  that  numbers  of  people  love 

me  after  their  fashion  far  better  than  I  deserve;  but  then  bis  fashion 

ig  80  different  from  all  these,  and  seems  alone  to  suit  the  crotchety 

creature  that  I  am.    Thank  you  then  for  having,  in  the  first  place, 

been  kind  enough  to  produce  him  into  this  world,  and  for  having, 

in  the  second  place,  made  him  scholar  enough  to  recognize  my  va- 

TiooB  excellencies;  and  for  having,  in  the  last  place  sent  him  back 

to  me  again  to  stand  by  me  in  this  cruel  east  wind.  .  .  .  God  bless 

you  alL    I  will  write  you  a  letter  all  to  yourself  before  long,  God 

willing. 

J.  W.  0. 

LETTER  17. 

'Moro  Dialogue'  is  more  of  *  Watch  and  Canary-bird'  ('  Chico* 
his  name).  I  had  been  in  Scotland  lately,  or  was  still  there.  The 
admired  little  Dialogue  I  never  could  get  sight  of,  while  she  had 
keeping  of  it!— T.  C. 

To  the  Ret.  John  Sterling,  Blackheaih, 

Chelsea:  Sept.-Oct.,  1887. 

My  dear  Friend,— Being  a  sending  of  more  dialogue,  it  were 
downright  extravagance  to  send  a  letter  as  well.  So  I  shall  merely 
say  (your  father  being  sitting  impatiently  beating  with  his  stick)  that 
you  are  on  no  account  to  understand  that  by  either  of  these  dialogi- 
ans  I  mean  to  shadow  forth  my  own  personality.  I  think  it  is  not 
superflaoufl  to  give  you  this  warning,  because  I  remember  you 
tafted  of  Chico's  philosophy  of  life  as  my  philosophy  of  life,  which 
was  a  horrible  calumny. 

Toa  can  fancy  how  one  must  be  hurried  when  your  father  is  ki 

the  case. 

Qod  blem  yon. 

Always  yours, 

Janb  W.  Cabltlb. 

Dialogue  L 

TJu  Bird  and  the  Watch, 

Waieh,  'Chirp,  chirp,  chirp;'  what  a  weariness  thou  art  with 
thy  chirping!  Does  it  never  occur  to  thee,  frivolous  thing,  that  life 
is  too  abort  for  being  chirped  away  at  this  rate? 
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Bird,  Never.  I  am  no  philosopher,  bat  Just  a  plain  caiiaiy- 
bird. 

Watch.  At  all  events,  thou  art  a  creature  of  time  that  hast  been 
hatched,  and  that  will  surely  die.  And,  such  being  the  case,  me* 
thinks  thou  art  imperatively  called  upon  to  think  more  and  to  chirp 
less. 

Bird,  I  'called  upon  to  think 'I  How  do  you  make  that  out? 
Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  specify  how  my  condition  would  be 
improved  by  thought  7  Could  thought  procure  me  one  gr^n  of  seed 
or  one  drop  of  water  beyond  what  my  mistress  is  pleased  to  give? 
Could  it  procure  me  one  eighth  of  an  inch,  one  hair's-breadth  mora 
room  to  move  about  in,  or  could  it  procure  me  to  be  hatched  over 
again  with  better  auspices,  in  fair  green  wood  beneath  the  blue  trm 
sky?  I  imagine  not.  Certainly  I  never  yet  betook  myself  to  thinking 
instead  of  singing,  that  I  did  not  end  in  dashing  wildly  against  the 
wires  of  my  cage,  with  sure  loss  of  feathers  and  at  the  peril  of  limb 
and  life.  No,  no,  Madam  Gravity,  in  this  very  conditional  world, 
depend  upon  it,  he  that  thinks  least  will  live  the  longest,  and  song 
is  better  than  sense  for  carrying  one  handsomely  along. 

Watcli.  Tou  confess,  then,  without  a  blush,  that  you  have  no 
other  aim  in  existence  than  to  kill  time? 

Bird,  Just  so.  If  I  were  not  always  a  killing  of  time,  time,  I 
can  tell  you,  would  speedily  kill  me.  Heigh  hoi  I  wish  you  had 
not  interrupted  me  in  my  singing. 

Watch,  Thou  sighest,  'Chico;'  there  is  a  drop  of  bittemesiat 
the  bottom  of  this  froth  of  levity.  Confess  the  truth;  thou  art  not 
without  compunction  as  to  thy  course  of  life. 

Bird,  Indeed,  but  I  am,  though.  It  is  for  the  Power  that  made 
me  and  placed  me  here  to  feel  compunction,  if  any  is  to  be  felt 
For  mc,  I  do  but  fulfil  my  destiny:  in  the  appointing  of  it,  I  had 
no  hand.  It  was  with  no  consent  of  mine  that  I  ever  was  hatched; 
for  the  blind  instinct  that  led  me  to  chip  the  shell,  and  so  exchange 
my  natural  prison  for  one  made  with  hands,  can  hardly  be  imputed 
to  me  as  an  act  of  volition;  it  was  with  no  consent  of  mine  that  I 
was  fated  to  live  and  move  within  the  wires  of  a  cage,  when  a 
fractured  skull  and  broken  wings  are  the  result  of  all  endeavour 
towards  the  blue  infinite,  nor  yet  was  it  with  consent  of  mine  that 
I  was  made  to  depend  for  subsistence,  not  on  my  own  faculties  and 
exertions,  but  on  the  bounty  of  a  fickle  mistress,  who  starves  me  at 
one  time  and  surfeits  me  at  another.  Deeply  from  my  inmost  soul 
I  have  protested,  and  do  and  will  protest  against  all  this.    If,  then, 
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t]ie  cfairping  with  which  I  stave  off  sorrow  and  ennui  be  an  offence 
to  the  would-be  wise,  it  is  not  I  but  Providence  should  bear  the 
blame,  having  placed  me  in  a  condition  where  there  is  no  alterna- 
tive but  to  chirp  or  die,  and  at  the  same  time  made  self-preserva- 
tion the  first  instinct  of  all  living  things. 

WcUeh,  *  Unhappy  Chico!  >  not  in  thy  circumstances,  but  in  thy- 
self lies  the  mean  impediment  over  which  thou  canst  not  gain  the 
mastery.' '  The  lot  thou  complainest  of  so  petulantly  is,  with  slight 
variation,  the  lot  of  alL  Thou  art  not  free?  Tell  me  who  is? 
Alas,  my  bird  I  Here  sit  prisoners;  there  also  do  prisoners  sit. 
This  world  is  all  prison,  the  only  difference  for  those  who  inhabit 
it  being  in  the  size  and  aspect  of  the  cells;  while  some  of  these 
stand  revealed  in  cold  strong  nal^edness  for  what  tbcy  really  are, 
others  are  painted  to  look  like  sky  overhead,  and  open  country  all 
around,  but  the  bare  and  the  painted  walls  are  alike  impassable, 
and  fall  away  only  at  the  coming  of  the  Angel  of  Death. 

BML  With  all  due  reverence  for  tby  universal  insight,  picked  up 
Heaven  knows  how,  in  spending  tby  days  at  the  bottom  of  a  dark 
fob,  I  must  continue  to  think  that  the  birds  of  the  air,  for  example, 
aie  tolerably  free;  at  least,  they  lead  a  stirring,  pleasurable  sort  of 
life,  which  may  well  be  called  freedom  in  comparison  with  this  of 
mine.  Oh  that,  like  them,  I  might  skim  the  azure  and  hop  among 
the  boughs;  that,  like  them,  I  might  have  a  nest  I  could  call  my 
own,  and  a  wife  of  my  own  choosing,  that  I  might  fly  away  from, 
the  instant  she  wearied  me!  Would  that  the  egg  I  was  hatched 
from  had  been  addled,  or  that  I  had  perished  while  yet  unfledged! 
I  am  weary  of  my  life,  especially  since  thou  hast  constituted  thyself 
my  spiritual  adviser.  Ay  de  mil  But  enough  of  this:  it  shall 
never  be  told  that  I  died  the  death  of  Jcnkin's  hen.*  '  Chico, 
j»nUd£faMe89e,*^ 

Watch.  It  were  more  like  a  Christian  to  say,  'Heaven  be  my 
strength.' 

BinL  And  pray  what  is  a  Christian?  I  have  seen  poets,  phi- 
loflophera,  politicians,  bluestockings,  philanthropists,  all  sorts  of 
notable  people  about  my  mistress;  but  no  Christian,  so  far  as  I  am 
aware. 

Wdteh,  Birdl  thy  spiritual  darkness  exceeds  belief.  What  can  I 
to  thee?  .  I  wish  I  could  make  thee  wiser,  better  1 


1  The  name  was  of  mj  giving.  *  Gk>ethe*8  Wilhelm  3£eiHer. 

*  Annandale  comic  prorerb,  originating  I  know  not  how. 
* '  Danton,  point  de/  Ac 
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Bird.  If  wishes  were  saws,  I  shoald  request  you  to  nw  me  a  pai^ 
sage  through  those  wires;  but  wishes  beiDg  simply  wishes,  I  derira 
to  be  let  alone  of  them. 

Watch,  Good  counsel  at  least  is  not  to  be  rejected,  and  I  giTethe 
best,  wouldst  thou  but  lay  it  to  heart.  Look  around  thee,  Ohioo— 
around  and  within.  Ascertain,  if  thou  canst,  the  main  aouiee  of 
thy  discontent,  and  toward  theremoYai  of  that  direct  thy  whole  fac- 
ulties and  energies.  Even  should  thy  success  prove  incomplete,  the 
very  struggle  will  be  productive  of  good.  'An  evil,'  says  a  gnat 
Gkrman  thinker,  '  ceases  to  be  an  evil  from  the  moment  in  which  we 
begin  to  combat  it. '  Is  it  what  you  call  loss  of  liberty  that  flings  the 
darkest  shadow  over  your  soul?  If  so,  you  have  only  to  take  a  cor- 
rect and  philosophical  view  of  the  subject  instead  of  a  demociatie 
sentimental  one,  and  you  will  find,  as  other  captives  have  done^ 
that  there  is  more  real  freedom  within  the  walls  of  a  prison  than  in 
the  distracting  tumult  without.  Ah,  Chico,  in  pining  for  the  pleas- 
ures and  excitements  which  lie  beyond  these  wires,  take  also  into 
account  the  perils  and  hardships.  Think  what  the  bird  of  the  air 
has  to  suffer  from  the  weather,  from  boys  and  beasts,  and  even 
from  other  birds.  Storms  and  snares  and  unknown  woes  beset  itst 
every  turn,  from  all  which  you  have  been  mercifully  delivered  in 
being  once  for  all  cooped  up  here. 

Bird.  There  is  one  known  woe,  however,  from  which  I  have  nol 
been  delivered  in  being  cooped  up  here,  and  that  is  your  absolute 
wisdom  and  impertinent  interference,  from  which  same  I  piay 
Heaven  to  take  me  with  all  convenient  speed.  If  ever  I  attain  to 
freedom,  trust  me,  the  very  first  use  I  shall  make  of  it  shall  be  to  fly 
where  your  solemn  prosy  tick  shall  not  reach  me  any  more  for  ever. 
Evil  befall  the  hour  when  my  mistress  and  your  master  took  it  into 
their  heads  to  'swear  eternal  friendship,'  and  so  occasion  a  Juxta- 
position betwixt  us  two  which  nature  could  never  have  meant 

Watch.  *  My  master '  ?  Thou  imbecile.  I  own  no  master; 
rather  am  I  his  mistress,  of  whom  thou  speakest.  Nothing  can  he 
do  without  appealing  to  me  as  to  a  second  better  conscience,  and  it 
is  I  who  decide  for  him  when  he  is  incapable  of  deciding  for  him- 
self. I  say  to  him.  It  is  time  to  go,  and  he  goetli;  or.  There  is  time 
to  stay,  and  he  stayeth.  Hardly  is  he  awake  of  a  morning  when  I 
tick  authoritatively  into  his  ear,  'Leveg-vous,  moruieur/  Vaui  atm 
dst  grandes  eha$ei  h  faire  ;  *  ^  and  forthwith  he  gathers  himself  to- 

>  St.  Shnon  (he  of  lasjS,  n.  b.  I). 
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gether-to  enjoy  the  light  of  a  new  day— if  no  better  may  be.  And 
la  nol  every  triumph  he  erer  gained  oyer  natural  indolence  to  be  at- 
tributed to  my  often-repeated  remonstrance,  '  Work,  for  the  night 
cometh '  ?  Ay,  and  when  the  night  is  come,  and  he  lays  himself 
down,  I  take  my  place  at  his  bed-head,  and,  like  the  tenderest  nurse, 
tick  him  to  repose. 

BM,  And  suppose  he  neglected  to  wind  thee  up,  or  that  thy  mahi- 
spring  chanced  to  snap?  What  would  follow  then?  Would  the 
world  stand  still  in  consequence  ?  Would  thy  master— for  such  he  is 
to  all  intents  and  purposes — lie  for  ever  in  bed  ezi>ecting  thy  Zmm- 
wu9f  Would  there  be  nothing  in  the  wide  universe  besides  thee  to 
tell  him  what  o'clock  it  was?  Impudent  piece  of  mechanism!  Thing 
of  springs  and  wheels,  in  which  flows  no  life-blood,  beats  no  heart!. 
Depend  upon  it,  for  all  so  much  as  thou  thinkest  of  thyself,  thou 
couldst  be  done  without.  11  n*y  a  poirU  de  montre  nScessaire  !  >  The 
artisan  who  made  thee  with  files  and  pincers  could  make  a  thousand 
of  thee  to  order.  Cease,  then,  to  deem  thyself  a  fit  critic  and  law- 
giver for  any  living  soul.  Complete  of  thy  kind,  tick  on,  with  in- 
fallible accuracy,  sixty  ticks  to  the  minute,  through  all  eternity  if 
tiioii  wilt  and  canst;  but  do  not  expect  such  as  have  hearts  in  their 
breasts  to  keep  time  with  thee.  A  heart  is  a  spontaneous,  impul- 
sive thing,  which  cannot,  I  would  have  thee  know,  be  made  to  beat 
always  at  one  measured  rate  for  the  good  pleasure  of  any  time-piece 
that  ever  was  put  together.  And  so  good  day  to  thee,  for  here 
cornea  one  who,  thank  Heaven,  will  put  thee  into  his  fob,  and  so 
end  our  UU-h-tUe, 

Watch,  (With  a  sigh.)    *  The  living  on  earth  have  much  to  bear  I* 

J.  W.  C. 


This  is  the  piece  mentioned  in  8terUn(fi  lAft,  p.  804  G^e  had  seen 
it;  I  never  dia  till  now,  she  refusing  me,  as  usual;  nor  did  I  know 
for  certain  that  it  was  in  existence  still).  '  Chico '  (TVny,  in  Span- 
isih)  was  our  canarv  bird,  brought  from  Craigenputtock  hither  on 
her  knee.  The  '  Watch '  had  b^n  her  mothers;  it  is  now  (August, 
1808)  her  mother's  niece's  (Maggie  Welsh's,  for  two  months  back). 
A  'Remonstrance,'  now  placed  here,  is  from  the  same  'Watch  ' 
pfTobably  several  years  later.  Or  perhaps  this  is  the  '  farther  send- 
uig'  letter  referred  to  in  Letter  No.  89  (1887)  vaguely  as  in  second 
Mt  of  dialogue?  No  '  second '  otherwise,  of  any  kind,  is  now  dis- 
coverable. (August  15, 1869,  my  last  day  at  present  on  this  sad  and 
sacred  task).— T.  C.  iruamnia  (as  to  much). 


« * .   .   .  pcint  d'hommf,*  ,  ,  ,   Napoleon  used  to  say. 


i 
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Benumstranee  of  my  Old  W(Ueh. 

What  have  I  done  to  you,  that  you  should  dream  of  '  tearing  oaf 
my  inside'  and  selling  me  away  for  an  old  long?  Is  your  heart  be- 
come hard  as  the  nether  millstone,  that  you  overlook  long  familiar- 
ity and  faithful  service,  to  take  up  with  the  new-fangled  gimcracks 
of  the  day?  Did  I  ever  play  thee  false?  I  have  been  driven  with 
you,  been  galloped  with  you  over  the  roughest  roads;  have  been 
'jolted '  as  never  watch  was;  and  all  this  without  'sticking  up '  a 
single  time,  or  so  much  as  lagging  behind!  Nay,  once  I  remember 
(the  devil  surely  possessed  you  at  that  moment)  you  pitched  me  out 
'of  your  hand  as  though  I  had  been  a  worthless  pincushion;  and 
even  that  unprecedented  shock  I  sustained  with  unshaken  nerves! 
Try  any  of  your  new  favourites  as  you  have  tried  me ;  send  the  little 
wretch  you  at  present  wear  within  your  waistband  smack  against  a 
deal  floor,  and  if  ever  it  stirred  more  in  this  world,  I  should  think 
it  little  less  than  a  miracle. 

Bethink  you  then,  misguided  woman,  while  it  is  yet  time!  If 
not  for  my  sake,  for  your  own,  do  not  complete  your  barbarous 
purpose.  Let  not  a  passing  womanish  fancy  lead  you  from  what 
has  been  the  ruling  principle  of  your  life — a  detestation  of  shams 
and  humbug.  For,  believe  me,  these  little  watches  are  arrant 
shams,  if  ever  there  was  one.  They  are  not  watches  so  much  as 
lockets  with  watch  faces.  The  least  rough  handling  puts  them  out 
of  sorts;  a  jolt  is  fatal;  they  cost  as  much  in  repairs  every  year  as 
their  original  price;  and  when  they  in  their  turn  come  to  have  their 
insides  torn  out,  wliat  have  you  left?  Hardly  gold  enough  to  make 
a  good-sized  thimble. 

But  if  you  are  deaf  to  all  suggestions  of  common-sense,  let  senti- 
ment plead  for  me  in  your  breast.  Remember  how  daintily  you 
played  with  me  in  your  childhood,  deriving  from  my  gold  shine 
your  first  ideas  of  worldly  splendour.  Remember  how,  at  a  more 
advjinced  age,  you  longed  for  the  possession  of  me  and  of  a  riding- 
habit  and  whip,  as  comprising  all  that  was  most  desirable  in  life! 
And  when  at  lengtli  your  mother  made  me  over  to  you,  remember 
liow  feelingly  (so  feelingly  that  you  shed  tears)  I  brought  home  to 
your  bosom  the  maxim  of  your  favourite  Goethe,  *  The  wished-for 
comes  loo  late.'  And  oh!  for  the  sake  of  all  these  touching  re- 
membrances, cast  me  not  off,  to  be  dealt  with  in  that  shocking 
manner;  but  if,  through  the  caprice  of  fashion,  I  am  deemed  no 
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longer  fit  to  be  seen,  make  me  a  little  pouch  inside  your  dress,  and 
I  am  a  much  mistaken  watch  if  you  do  not  admit  in  the  long  run 
that  my  solid  merit  is  far  above  that  of  any  half  dozen  of  these 
lilliputian  upstarts. 
And  so,  betwixt  hope  and  fear,  I  remain. 

Your  dreadfully  agitated, 

Watch. 

I  find  so  much  reason  as  well  as  pathos  and  natural  eloquence  in 
the  above  that  I  shall  proceed  no  further  with  the  proposed  ex- 
change. 

Jaitb. 

LETTER  18. 

JFVvm  Phabe  Charley  to  Tlunnas  Carlyle,  London 
(favoured  by  H.  F.  Chorley). 

Thus  to  venture  unbidden  into  thy  presence  may  seem  some- 
what startling  to  thee  in  a  woman,  and  a  member  of  the  quiet,  un- 
obtrusive Society  of  Friends;  but  thou  must  thank  the  originality, 
the  first-rate  talent,  the  taste,  the  poetry  of  thy  three  wonderful 
▼olumes  on  the  French  Revolution  for  drawing  on  thee  the  inflic- 
tion, it  may  be,  of  mere  commonplace  sentences  in  my  endeavour 
to  express,  however  inadequately,  the  deep  unspeakable  interest 
with  which  I  am  perusing  thy  admirable  narrative  of  the  events 
which  astonished  and  horrified  the  civilised  world  forty-five  years 
ago. 

The  style,  described  to  me  before  I  saw  the  work,  as  *  peculiar 
and  uninviting,*  I  deem  of  all  others  calculated  to  convey  the  fer- 
Your,  the  fierceness,  and  the  atrocity  alternately  possessing  the  feel- 
ings of  those  the  chief  actors  in  that  most  sanguinary  drama.  So 
perfectly  graphic,  too,  a  painter  need  desire  no  better  study  to  im- 
prove his  art.  I  can  distinctly  see  the  ancient  Merovingian  kings 
on  their  bullock-carts;  and  the  chamber  of  the  dying  Louis  Quinze 
with  all  its  accompaniments;  and  the  new  Korff  b>rlin,  and  its 
wretched,  vacillating  inmates — the  poor  queen  issuing  into  the 
street  and  lost  there.  Oh!  the  breathless  anxiety  of  that  journey; 
how  one  longed  to  speed  them  forward,  especially,  I  think,  for  her 
sake,  whose  curse  it  was,  in  a  new  era,  when  the  liglit  broke 
through  the  Cimmerian  darkness  of  ages,  to  be  united  to  a  man  of 
that  mediocre  sort,  who  is  incapable  of  reading  the  ficr^  Vau^w^^^i^ 
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of  passing  events,  and  yet  not  content  to  be  wholly  paaslTe.  Ohl 
how  the  very  depths  of  my  heart  are  stirred  up  responsive  to  the 
humiliations  and  sufferings  of  that  high-minded,  erring  woman; 
she  stands  there  before  me  in  the  window  at  Versailles,  the  untisted 
cup  of  coffee  in  her  hand !  A  spell  is  completely  cast  over  me  by  the 
waving  of  the  enchanter's  wand,  given  to  thee  to  wield  for  the  in- 
struction of  thy  less- gifted  fellow  mortals. 

Go  on  and  prosper,  saith  my  whole  souL  Such  abilities  aa  thine 
were  never  designed  to  be  folded  in  a  napkin;  use  them  worthily, 
and  they  will  bless  thyself  and  thousands.  I  am  truly  rejoiced  a 
writer  has  at  last  sprung  up  to  do  justice  to  modem  histoiy— a 
greatly  neglected  species  of  literature — and  to  present  it  in  colouzs 
so  attractive  that,  as  certainly  as  mind  recognises  mind,  and  speaks 
to  it,  and  is  comprehended  by  it,  so  certainly  will  '  The  IiVench 
Revolution '  of  Thomas  Carlyle  be  read  and  approved  by  all  men, 
and  all  women  too,  endowed  with  any  of  that  Promethean  fire 
which  he  seems  to  fetch  down  from  heaven  at  will,  and  finally  win 
its  way  through  all  obstructions  to  form  a  part — an  important  part 
— of  the  standard  of  the  English  language. 

Je  Ujurc  (I  swear  it),  Chapter  VI.,  Book  i.,  vol.  ii. : — ^The  open- 
ing paragraph  on  Hope  is  exquisitely  constructed.  I  cannot  recall 
to  memory  a  more  felicitous  arrangement  of  words  than  this  para- 
graph displays.  It  has  become  incorporated  with  the  very  texture 
of  my  thoughts,  'a  sacred  Constantine's  banner  written  on  the 
eternal  skies.' 

Henry  Charley,  the  bearer  of  this,  can  tell  thee  how  his  own 
family  and  my  brother  and  sister  Crosfield,  all  of  them  people  of 
mind,  have  been  delighted  with  thy  production.  Accept  my  most 
cordial  individual  thanks  for  the  rich  intellectual  banquet  thou  hast 
provided.  All  other  books  will  appear  so  tame  and  flat  in  compari- 
son with  these,  that  I  know  not  what  to  turn  to  when  I  shall  have 
done  with  the  third  volume,  which  travels  into  the  country  to- 
morrow with 

Thy  sincere  friend  and  admirer, 

PncEBB  Choblet. 

Copied  in  Tier  hand  for  my  mother,  after  which; 

Chelsea:  Maroh-April,  1688. 
There,  dear  mother!    Pretty  fairish  for  a  prim  Quakeress,  don't 
you  think?    Just  fancy  her  speaking  all  these  transcendental  flat- 
teries from  under  a  little  starched  cap  and  drab-coloured  bonnet! 
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I  wonder  how  old  she  is;  and  if  she  is,  or  has  been,  or  expects  ever 
to  be  married?  Don't  you?  Perliaps  the  spirit  may  move  her  to 
come  hither  next,  and  cultivate  still  more  her  '  favourable  senti- 
ments.' Well,  let  her!  I  could  pardon  her  any  absurdity  almost, 
in  consideration  of  that  beautiful  peculiarity  she  possessed,  of  ad> 
miring  his  very  style,  which  has  hitherto  exceeded  the  capacity  of 
admiration  in  all  men,  women,  and  children  that  have  made  the 
attempt. 

An  enthusiastic  Quaker  once  gave  Edward  Irving  a  gig.  I 
wonder  if  this  enthusiastic  Quakeress  will  give  Carlyle  one;  it 
would  be  excessively  useful  here. 

We  have  fine  weather,  and  I  am  nearly  rid  of  my  cough  again. 
Carlyle  has  fallen  to  no  work  yet;  but  is  absolutely  miserable 
nevertheless.  Ellen  is  pretty  strong  again,  and  I  hope  will  be  able 
to  '  carry  on ' — at  least,  '  till  Lonsdale  coom. '  *  Chico  has  got  a  new 
cage  from  a  gentleman,  not  a  Quaker.  So,  you  see,  all  goes  toler- 
ably here.    Love  to  Jenny ;  remember  me  to  Robert. 

Your  affectionate 

Jakb  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  19. 
lb  Miss  Helen  Welsh,  lAterpooL 

Chelsea:  May  27, 1888. 

0  Cousin,  gracious  and  benign, — Beautiful  is  it  to  sec  thy  tender 
years  bearing  such  blossoms  of  tolerance;  for  tolerance  is  not  in 
general  the  virtue  of  youth,  but  only  of  mature  or  even  old  ago- 
experienced  age,  which  after  long  and  sore  '  kicking  against  the 
pricks,'  has  learned  for  itself  what  it  would  not  take  on  hearsay, 
that  the  world  we  live  in  is  of  necessity,  and  has  been,  and  ever 
will  be,  an  erring  and  conditional  world ;  and  that  in  short,  all  nicD, 
women,  and  children,  beginning  with  oui'sclves,  are  shockingly  im- 
perfect So  that  there  is  none  justified  in  saying  with  self-comj^la- 
cency,  '  black  is  the  eye '  of  another.    Indeed,  I  should  have  felt  it 

1  Old  ComberUkDd  woman,  listening  as  the  newspaper  was  read,  full  of  bat- 
tling, warring,  and  tumult  aU  OTer  the  world,  exclaimed  at  last:  *  Aye,  they'll 
kany  on  till  Lonsdale  coom,  and  he'll  soon  settle  them  aw ! '  A  female  part- 
ner was  provided  for  ChSoo;  on  first  introducing  this  latter  to  me,  with  what 
an  inimitable  air  my  bright  one,  recounting  her  purchase,  parodied  that 
Oovent  Garden  chaunt,  *  The  all-wise,  great  Creator  saw  that  he  .  .  .  r 
(See  p.  IfiS.) 
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hard  to  haye  been  reproached  by  you  for  not  writiDg;  yon,  who 
have  health  and  no  cares,  cannot  at  all  estimate  the  effort  I  make, 
and  doing  anything  that  can  be  let  alone  without  immediate  detri- 
ment to  the  State  or  the  individual. 

I  have  had  so  much  to  bear,  for  a  long,  long  time  back,  from  the 
derangement  of  my  interior,  that  when  a  day  of  bettemess  does  ar- 
rive, I  am  tempted,  instead  of  employing  it  in  writing  letters,  or  in 
doing  duties  of  whatever  sort,  to  make  a  sort  of  child's  play-day  of 
it;  and  then,  when  my  head  is  aching,  or  my  cough  troublesome — 
Oh,  Helen  dear,  may  you  never  know  by  experience  how  difficult  it 
is  in  such  circumstances,  to  write  a  letter  all  about  nothing,  even  to 
a  sweet-faced,  wcU-beloved  cousin! 

We  were  just  then  in  the  first  ferment  of  our  Lectures,'  which 
arc  still  going  on,  and  keeping  up  an  extra  degree  of  tumult  within 
and  without  us.  However,  he  has  been  borne  through  the  flrst 
eight  *  with  an  honourable  through-bearing,'  and  I  dare  say  will  not 
break  down  in  the  remaining  four.  The  audience  is  fair  in  quan- 
tity (more  than  fair,  considering  that  he  is  a  lecturer  on  his  own 
basis,  unconnected  with  any  'Royal  Institution,'  or  the  like);  and 
in  quality  it  is  unsurpassable ;  there  are  women  so  beautiful  and 
intelligent,  that  they  \o6^  like  emanations  from  the  moon;  and 
men  whose  faces  are  histories,  in  which  one  may  read  with  ever 
new  interest.  On  the  whole,  if  he  could  get  sleep  at  nights,  while 
the  lecturing  goes  forward,  and  if  I  might  look  on  without  being 
perpetually  reminded  by  the  pain  in  my  head,  or  some  devilry  or 
other,  that  I  am  a  mere  woman,  as  the  Annan  Bailie  reminded  the 
people  who  drank  his  health  at  a  Corporation  dinner  that  he  was  a 
mere  man — ('  O  gentlemen!  remember  that  I  am  but  a  man  of  like 
passions  with  yourselves ')— we  should  find  this  new  trade  rather 
agreeable.  In  the  meanwhile,  with  all  its  drawbacks,  it  answers 
the  end.  *  0  gloire,*  says  a  French  poet,  'douTiez-mci  du  pain!* 
And  glory  too  often  turns  a  deaf  ear  to  this  reasonable  request;  but 
she  is  kind  enough  to  grant  it  to  us  in  the  present  instance;  so 
alloTU,  let  us  *  eat  fire,'  as  Carlyle  calls  it,  since  people  are  disposed 
to  give  their  money  for  such  exhibition,  over  and  above  their  ap- 
plause. 

My  husband  wishes  and  needs  a  change;  and  a  climate  where  I 
should  not  need  to  be  confined  for  months  together  to  the  house  (I 
may  say  to  two  rooms)  were  a  manifest  improvement  in  my  lot.  It 
was  dreary  work  last  winter,  though  by  incredible  precautions  I 

>  Second  courae,  deliTered  iu  the  spring  of  18S8. 
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kept  myself  perpendicular;  and  the  winter  before  is  horrible  to  think 

of,  even  at  this  date.    A  single  woman  (by  your  leave  be  it  said) 

may  be  laid  up  with  comparative  ease  of  mind;  but  in  a  country 

where  a  man  is  allowed  only  one  wife,  and  needs  that  one  for  other 

purposes  than  mere  show,  it  is  a  singular  hardship  for  all  parties, 

when  she  misgives  anyhow,  so  as  to  be  rendered  wholly  ineffectual. 

I  had  a  box  from  mother  the  other  day,  which  came,  I  believe, 

through  you« 

Eveiything  rich,  eTerything  rare, 

SftTO  young  Naarmahl,  was  blowing  there. 

By  the  way,  Carlyle  breakfasted  with  Thomas  Moore  the  other 
morning,  and  fancied  him. 

I  hope  very  sincerely  that  my  aunt  is  quite  well  again,  and  should 
like  to  be  assured  of  it  by  some  of  you.  Give  her  and  uncle,  and 
the  whole  generation,  my  warmest  affection.  Carlyle  joins  me  in 
good  wishes  for  you  all ;  and  behold !  I  remain  your  faithful  attached, 
in-spite-of-appearances,  cousin, 

Jaicb  Cablylb, 

LETTER  20. 

This  autumn,  after  lectures,  printing  of  'Sartor,*  i&c.,  I  steam- 
ered  to  Kirkcaldv;  was  in  Scotland  five  or  six  weeks — to  Edin- 
burgh twice  or  thrice;  to  Minto  Manse  (Dr.  Aitken's,  now  married 
to  •  Bess  Stoddart,*  heiress  of  old  Bradfute,  and  very  rich);  thence, 
after  dull  short  sojourn,  through  Hawick,  Langholm  to  Scotsbrig 
(mother  absent  in  Manchester);  to  Chelsea  again,  early  in  October. 
Vivid  at  this  hour  are  all  these  movements  to  me ;  but  not  worth 
noting:  only  the  Kirkcaldy  part,  with  the  good  Ferguses,  and, 
after  twenty  years  of  absence,  was  melodiotuhf  Interesting  to  me, 
more  or  less.    Ay  de  mi,  all  gone,  now,  all! — T.  C. 

To  T.  Garlyle,  at  Kirkcaldy, 

Chelsea:  Aug.  80, 1888. 
Dear  Husband  of  me, — I  was  most  thankful  to  hear  an  articulate 
cheep  (chirp)  from  you  once  more,  for  the  little  notekiu  '  did  neither 
ill  nor  gude.'  But  this  is  a  clear  and  comprehensive  view  of  the 
matter,  which  may  satisfy  the  female  mind,  for  a  time,  and  de- 
serves a  most  ample  threepenny  in  return.'  I  would  have  sat  down 
instantly  on  receiving  it,  and  made  a  clean  breast  of  all  my  think- 
ings and  doings,  in  the  first  fervour  of  enthusiasm,  which  such  a 


1  Our  nanaa  for  a  poit-letter  in  those  days.    *  Send  him  a  threepetnny  ^  \\iQin.,^ 


^^^^^■^^H 
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good  latter  natiimlly  inspired;  but  the  leller  came  at  one.  and  at 
Iwo  the  carriage  waa  ordered  lo  conTcy  mo  to  paas  the  day  with 

Urs.  C ;  u>  U  was  plain,  you  could  not  get  tbe  '  ilrat  rush  a'  Ibe 

lea.'  without  being  slintod  in  quantity.     But  this  morning,  I  have 
Bsid  it,  that  nothing  short  of  An  earthquake  sball  hinder  me  from 
filhng  this  aheet. 

Firat  of  all.  then,  dear  111,'  1  am.  and  have  been,  in  perfectly 
good  case  so  far  as  the  body  is  concerned.      ■  Association  of  Ideas ' 
was  like  to  haTe  played  the  devil  with  me  at  firat.    The  flret  night 
after  your  departure,  I  slept  throe  houw;  Ihe  aecond.  forty  minutes; 
and  the  third,  none  at  all.    It  I  liaa  a  cow.  I  should  have  bade  it 
•consider;"  having  none  it  was  necessary  lo  'conaider'  myself. 
So  I  applied  to  Dr.  Maraball '  for  any  sort  of  aleeping-drAughl, 
which  had  no  opium  in  it,  to  break,  if  poeaible.  this  Apell  at  the  out- 
set.    He  gave  me  somcthiog.  conaialiiig  of  red-lavender  tuid  other 
■timulants,  which  'took  an  effect  on  me.'*    Kot  that  I  swallowed 
ill    I  merely  set  it  by  my  bedside;  and  the  feeling  of  lying  down 
under  new  circumstancea,  of  hiwing  a  resource  In  short,  put  me  to 

did  lake  the  thing  ialo  my  inside,  where  it  made  all  •  cosy ';'  and 
Biuce  then  I  have  alept  as  well  as  usual ;  nor  did  these  bad  nights  do 

>C0B«i«  of  Goody. 

"  There  was  a  piper  hod  a  cow. 
And  be  had  aocbt  to  gjie  her: 
He  took  1  J.  pipes,  and  played  a  spring. 
And  bade  the  ooir  oonsidor. 

Tliat  mirth  [sportful  music]  wad  ne'er  All  her: 
-  aie  me  a  pickle  peaae-strae. 
Apd  sell  your  wind  for  sUler.' 
Old  Scotch  rhyme,  reckoned  '  pawky,'  cleTer  and  sTmbollcal,  in  thla  hoon. 
Oloirt!  donnrz-nioi  du  pain  ! 

Eia  wife  waa  from  Edinburgh,  a  Idnd  of  '  Haddington  WllWe '  withal;  disd 

<  Rlguruus  navy  lloutenant:  '  Wby.  Richard,  you're  drunkl'    -I've  'ad  my 
Allowance,  sir,  and  It's  look  an  effect  on  me,'  answered  RicbArd  (Richard  See- 

■»e  or  Hx  monlh»-A  fATourlCe.  and  study,  with  <u  younRor  ones). 
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me  any  yisiUe  harm.  Helen  *  asks  me  every  morning  *  if  I  have  no 
headache  yet? '  And  wlien  I  answer,  none,  she  declares  it  to  be 
quite  '  mysterious  1 '  In  fact,  I  believe  Mrs.  Elliot's  cab  is  of  very 
material  service  in  keeping  me  well.  And  I  hope  you  will  become 
a  great  Paid,  and  then  we  shall  sometimes  have  a  'bit  clatcb.' * 
I  have  driven  out  most  days,  from  two  tUl  four,  quite  regularly.  1 
also  take  care  to  have  some  dinner  quite  regularly.  And  I  contrive 
to  sup  on  Cape  Madeira,  which  seems  to  be  as  good  for  rae  as  por- 
ridge, after  alL  For  the  rest,  n^  chief  study  is  to  keep  myself  tran- 
quil and  cheerful;  convinced  that  I  can  do  nothing  so  useful,  either 
for  myself  or  others.  Accordingly,  I  read  French  novels,  or  any- 
thing that  diverts  me,  without  compunction ;  and  sew  no  more,  ut 
curtains  or  anything  else,  than  I  feel  to  be  pleasant. 

For  company,  I  have  had  enough  to  satisfy  all  my  social  wants. 
One  visitor  per  day  would  content  me;  and  I  have  often  had  more. 
Two  tea-shines  *  went  off  with  edat,  the  more  so  that  the  people 
came,  for  most  part,  at  their  own  peril.  The  first  consisted  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Crawfurd,  George  Rennie  and  his  wife,  Mrs.  Sterling,  U 
Conte,  Darwin,  and  Robert  Barker,^  who  was  up  from  Northampton 
on  leave  of  absence.  Do  you  shriek  at  the  idea  of  all  this?  You 
need  not  We  all  talked  through  other '  (except  Barker,  who,  by 
preserving  uninterrupted  silence,  passed  for  some  very  wise  man); 
and  we  were  all  happy  in  the  consciousness  of  doing  each  our  part 
to  '  stave  off '  ennui,  though  it  were  by  nothing  better  than  non- 
sense. The  next  was  a  more  rational  piece  of  work;  but  more 
'insipid':*  Mrs.  Rich,^  and  her  two  sisters,  the  Marshalls,  Mrs. 
Sterling,  and  the  always  to  be  got  Darwin.  We  talked  about  the 
condition  of  the  poor,  Ac.,  &c,,  one  at  a  time;  and  I  am  sure  the 
saints  think  that,  all  this  while,  my  light  has  been  hid  under  a 
bushel — that,  in  fact,  they  have  'disaovered  me.'  They  kissed  mc 
all  over,  when  they  went  away,  and  would  have  me  out  to  Plum- 
stead  Common.   Tlien  I  had  Mr.  C one  night,  to  whom  I  prated 


>  Helen  was  a  new  maid,  of  whom  more  hereafter. 

*  Brother  Jamee't  name  for  a  humble  gig,  or  the  like.  To  *  clatcb  '  ia  to 
drac  lomberingly-. 

*  Scotch  pea8ant*8  term  for  such  phenomena. 

*  Amiable  Nlthadale  gentleman,  a  lieutenant  of  foot,  who  had  seen  service, 
aearlj  killed  at  New  Orleans,  &c. 

*  German,  durch  einander.  *  Servant  Helen's  term. 

'  Daughter  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh;  among  other  elderly  religious  ladies, 
warn  a  chief  admirer  of  Bev.  A.  Scott,  now  nestled  silently  at  Plumstead  (died 
recently  profenor  in  Owens  OoUiige,  Manchester). 
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80  cleverly  about  domestic  service,  and  all  that,  that  his  ejw 
twinkled  the  purest  admiration,  through  his  spectacles;  and,  two 

days  after,  he  returned  with  Mrs.  C 1  to  hear  me  again  on  tbe 

same  topics.  But  catch  me  flinging  my  pearls  before  swine  I  Bnt^ 
oh,  dear  me,  dearest,  how  the  paper  is  getting  covered  over  with 
absolute  nothings;  and  I  have  really  something  to  telL 

I  have  to  tell  you  one  very  wond^ful  thing  indeed,  wbidi 
brought  a  sort  of  tears  into  my  eyes.  The  first  money  from  F.  R* 
is  come  to  hand,  in  the  shape  of  a  bill  of  exchange  for  fifty  pounds, 
inclosed  in  a  short  business  letter  from  Emerson.  He  says:  'An 
account  has  been  rendered  to  me,  which,  though  its  present  bal- 
ance is  in  our  favour,  is  less  than  I  expected;  yet,  as  for  as  I  under- 
stand, it  agrees  well  with  all  that  has  been  promised.  At  least,  the 
balance  in  our  favour,  when  the  edition  is  sold,  which  the  bookael- 
lers  assure  me  will  undoubtedly  be  done  within  a  year  from  the 
publication,  must  be  760  dollars,  and  whatever  more  Heaven  and 
the  subscribers  may  grant.*  Tou  are  to  know,  dear,  fifty  pounds  is 
exactly  $224.22,  the  rate  of  exchange  being  9  per  cent.  He  says 
nothing  more,  except  that  he  will  send  a  duplicate  of  the  bill  by 
next  packet;  and  that  'the  Miscellanies  is  published  in  two  vol- 
umes, a  copy  of  which  goes  to  you  immediately;  250  copies  are 
already  sold.'  So  you  see,  dear,  here  is  Fortune  actually  smiling 
on  you  over  the  seas,  with  her  lap  full  of  dollars.  Pray  you;  don't 
you  be  bashful;  but  smile  on  her  in  return.  Another  bit  of  good 
luck  lies  in  the  shape  of  a  little  hamper,  full  of  Madeira,  the  Cal- 
vert wine — I  have  not  unpacked  it  yet;  but  I  guess  it  holds  a  dosen. 
I  too  am  to  have  some  wine  given  me.  John  Sterling  has  deslied 
his  wine  merchant,  on  receiving  a  certain  basketful  of  Malmsey 
from  Madeira  for  him,  to  send  some  fraction  of  it  to  me. 

Ho  himself,  John  Sterling,  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear,  is  off 
this  day  for  good.  lie  spends  a  week  in  settling  his  family  at  Hast- 
ings, and  then  proceeds  to  Italy.  Such  is  the  order  of  Sir  James 
Clark,  and  his  own  whim!  He  breakfasted  with  me  this  morning, 
to  take  leave;  apparently  in  perfect  health,  and  almost  too  go^ 
spirits,  I  think.  I  told  him,  he  seemed  to  me  a  man  who  had  a  dia- 
mond given  him  to  keep,  which  he  was  in  danger  of  breaking  all 
down  into  sparks,  that  everyone  might  have  a  breastpin  of  it.  He 
looked  as  Edward  Irving  used  to  do.  I  do  not  think  that,  morally, 
he  is  at  all  in  a  good  way — too  much  of  virtue  '  and  all  that  *  on  the 
lips.    Woe  to  him  if  he  fall  into  the  net  of  any  beautiful  Italian ! 


*  Frendi  Revolution. 
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People  who  are  so  dreadfully  '  devoted '  to  their  wires  are  so  apt» 
from  mere  habit,  to  get  devoted  to  other  people's  wives  as  well! 

Except  Emerson's,  there  have  been  no  letters  for  you;  and  of 
threepennies,  only  one  of  apology  from  Wilson,  along  with  that 
Okbe;  and  one  from  your  namesake,  ^  wanting  letters  to  '  Germany, 
with  which  he  wants  to  acquaint  himself  '—or  rather,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  truth,  where  he  is  going  as  a  missionary  (so  Dr.  Marshall 
tells  me).    I  answered  it  politely. 

I  must  not  conclude  without  telling  you  a  most  surprising  pur- 
pose I  have  in  my  head,  which,  if  you  have'  heard  of  O'Connell's 
late  visit  to  a  La  Trappean  Monastery,  you  will  not  be  quite  in- 
(^redulous  of.  I  am  actually  meditating  to  spend  a  week  with — 
Miss  Wilson  at  Ramsgatel  1  To  do  penance  for  all  the  nonsense  I 
speak,  by  dooming  myself,  for  one  whole  week,  to  speak  nothing 
but  real  sense,  and  no  mistake  1  She  wrote  me  the  most  cordial 
invitation,  and  not  to  me  only,  but  to  Helen,  whom  she  knew  I  did 
not  like  to  leave;  for  three  weeks  I  was  to  come.  I  answered  in  a 
long  letter,  which  you  would  have  liked  amazingly,  if  you  had  had 
the  good  luck  to  hear  it,  that  when  I  heard  from  John,*  if  there  was 
time  before  his  arrival,  I  would  absolutely  accept.  I  have  had 
another  letter  from  her  since,  gracious  beyond  expression;  and  am 
reidly  meaning  to  lock  up,  and  go  with  Helen  for  a  week,  if  John 
does  not  come  all  the  sooner.  Address  to  me  always  here,  how- 
ever; as  Dr.  Marshall  will  send  on  my  letters  instanter.  They  are 
touchingly  kind  to  me,  these  good  Marshalls; — ^got  up  a  dinnerchen, 
Ac.,  &c  Everybody  is  kind  to  me.  Only  I  have  put  the  Stima- 
bile  in  a  groat  fuff— purposely,  that  I  might  not  have  him  dangling 
hers  in  your  absence.  Thus  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  get  a  frank. 
But  you  will  not  grudge  postage,  even  for  this  worthless  letter, 
since  it  is  mine. 

I  have  not  heard  from  my  mother,  nor  written  to  her  yet,  so  I 
know  not  where  she  is.  I  have  forgot  a  thousand  things.  Madame 
Marcet  has  not  been  yet,* — ^is  to  come,' — a  friend  from  Paris  has  de- 
prived her  of  the  pleasure,  &c.  Cavaignac  was  here  last  Friday. 
Edgeworth  has  been;  wanted  me  out  to  Windsor.  The  blockhead 
Hume*  came  to  tea  one  night  1  No  Americans!  No  strangers! 
Darwin  is  going  off  to  the  Wedgewoods  with  Mrs.  Rich.  Thank 
you  for  the  particulars  to  Helen.    Yes,  try  and  see  her  mother. 

- 

>  Angel,  at  Albmy^  editor  of  the  Olohe  newspaper. 

*  John  Carlyle,  then  expected  in  London. 

s  Never  did,  I  thlnlr,  «  Ambitious  thickbsiyaL 
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She  is  very  kind  to  me.    Get  veiy  rery  well;  and  oome  back  so 
good!  and  bo  ];x>oty. 

Say  all  that  is  kind  and  grateful  from  me  to  the  good  FergUBea. 
And  tell  Elizabeth  I  will  write  her  a  long  letter  one  of  theae  daja 
—to  be  also  in  no  sorrow  about  Pepoli  He  is  merely  laokadaiiical, 
Gk>d  bless  you,  dearest  Do  not,  I  beaeeoh  you,  soil  your  mind 
with  a  thought  of  postage;  but  write  again  quick.  Besnre  yoa  go 
to  Minto.i  J.  W.  a 

LETTER  91. 

lb  T.  Oarlyle,  Esq,,  SeaUbrig, 

OheUna:  Sunday,  Sept.  10^  MB. 

Thou  precious  cheap  1— I  am  rejoiced  to  find  you  working  out 
your  plan  so  strenuously  and  steadily.  That  is  really  oue  kind  of 
virtue  which  does  seem  to  me  always  its  own  reward.  To  have 
done  the  thing  one  meant  to  do,  let  it  turn  out  as  it  may,  '  is  a 
good  Joy.''  Tou  will  come  home  to  me  '  more  than  plumb,'  with 
conscious  manhood,  after  having  reaped  such  a  harvest  of  '  reaUsed 
ideals.' 

For  me,  I  am  purposely  living  without  purpose,  from  hand  to 
mouth,  as  it  were,  taking  the  good  the  gods  provide  me,  and,  as 
much  as  possible,  shirking  the  evil — a  manner  of  existence  which 
seems  to  suit  my  constitution  very  well,  for  I  have  not  had  a  singile 
headache  these  three  weeks,  nor  any  bodily  ailment,  except  occa- 
sional touches  of  that  preternatural  intensity  of  sensation,  which, 
if  one  did  not  know  it  to  be  the  consequence  of  sleepleBBnesB, 
would  pass  for  perfection  of  health  rather  than  ailment;  and  which 
I  study  to  keep  down  with  such  dullifying  appliances  as  offer  them* 
selves,  in  dearth  of  '  a  considerable  bulk  of  porridge.'  The  people 
are  very  attentive  to  me— almost  too  attentive;  for  they  make  me 
talk  more  than  is  for  the  good  of  my  soul,  and  go  through 
a  power  of  my  tea  and  bread  and  butter  1  Nay,  Oavaignac 
was  found  sitting  yesterday  when  I  came  home  from  my  drive,  and 
said,  with  all  the  cold-bloodedness  imaginable,  '  VotUat-wui  me 
danner  d  diner,  madame  t ' — an  astounding  question  to  a  woman 
whose  whole  earthly  prospects  in  the  way  of  dinner  were  bounded 
there  and  then  to  one  fried  sole  and  Xvropommes  de  ierref    And 

>  To  tho  mfinso  there  (reverend  couple  being  old  acquaintances  of  both 
of  us). 
*  One  of  Leicb  Hunt*s  children,  on  the  sight  of  flowers. 


JANE  WELSH  OARLTLB.  61 

when  this  sumptaouB  repast  was  placed  on  the  table,  with  the  addi- 
tion of  a  spoonful  of  improvised  hash,  he  sat  down  to  it  exclaim- 
ing,  d  pluiuurs  reprites :  *  Man  Dieu,  eomme  faifa4m,  tnoi  / '  How- 
erer,  as  Helen  remarked,  '  It's  nae  matter  what  ye  gie  him;  for  he 
can  aye  mak  the  bread  fleel ' 

Oar  first  two  volames  of  the  'Miscellanies'  are  published.  I 
haTC  sent  you  a  copy.  The  edition  consists  of  1,000  copies;  of 
these  600  are  bound,  500  remain^  in  sheets.  The  title-pages,  of 
course,  are  all  printed  alike;  but  the  publishers  assure  me  that  new 
title-pages  can  be  struck  off  at  a  trifling  expense,  with  the  imprint 
of  Saunders  and  Otley.  The  cost  of  a  copy  in  sheets  or  '  folded  * 
is  89  cents,  and  bound  is  $1.15  cents.  The  retail  price  is  $2.00 
cents  a  copy,  and  the  author's  profit  is  $1.00,  and  the  bookseller's 
85  cents  per  copy,  according  to  my  understanding  of  the  written 
contract  (All  of  which  I  have  written  off  with  faith  and  hope, 
but  with  infinite  ennui,  not  understanding  any  more  of  cents  than 
of  hieroglyphics.)  I  think  there  is  no  doubt  but  the  book  will  sell 
very  well  there;  but  if,  for  the  reasons  you  suggest,  you  wish  any 
part  of  it,  you  can  have  it  as  soon  as  ships  can  bring  your  will. 
We  have  printed  half  the  matter.  I  should  presently  begin  to 
print  the  remainder,  inclusive  of  the  article  on  Scott  in  two  more 
volumes;  but  now  I  think  I  shall  wait  until  I  hear  from  you.  Of 
those  books  we  will  print  a  larger  edition,  say  1,250  or  1,500,  if  you 
want  a  part  of  it  in  London;  for  I  feel  confident  now  that  our  pub- 
lic is  a  thousand  strong.  Write  me,  therefore,  by  the  steam-packet 
your  wishes.  So  you  can  '  consider,'  cheap!  >  and  be  prepared  to 
answer  the  letter  when  I  send  it  in  a  day  or  two  in  the  lump. 

For  my  part,  I  think  I  should  vote  for  letting  these  good  Ameri- 
cans keep  their  own  wares;  they  seem  to  have  an  art,  unknown  in 
our  island,  of  getting  them  disposed  of.  I  can  say  nothing  of  how 
'Sartor'*  poor  beast!  is  going  on,  only  that  people  tell  me,  with 
provoking  vagueness,  from  time  to  time,  that  they  have  read  or 
heard  honourable  mention  of  it;  but  where,  or  when,  or  to  what 
possible  purport,  they  seem  bound  over  by  oath  to  be  quite  silent 
upon.  Mrs.  BuUer,  for  example,  the  other  day  when  I  called  at 
her  house,  said  that  she  was  glad  to  find  it  succeeding.  '  Was  it 
succeeding? '  I  asked,  for  I  really  was  quite  ignorant.  Oh,  she  had 
heard  and  seen  the  most  honourable  notice  of  it.  The  individual 
most  agog  about  it  seems  to  be  the  young  Catholic,  whose  name,  ) 
now  inform  and  beg  you  to  remember,  is  Mr.  T.  Chisholm  Anstey. 

>  Oonvene  of  *  dear.'  *  Late^  republished  from  Froaer'a  Mcmaaeiive. 
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He  sat  with  me  one  forenoon,  last  week,  for  a  whole  hour  and  a  half, 
rhapsodising  about  you  all  the  while;  a  most  Judicious  young 
Catholic,  as  I  ever  saw  or  dreamt  of.  He  had  been  '  in  retreat,'  as 
they  call  it,  for  three  weeks — that  is  to  say,  in  some  Jesuit  Za 
Trappe  establishment  in  the  north  of  England— absolutely  sUent, 
which  ho  was  sure  you  would  be  glad  to  hear;  and  he  is  going 
back  at  Christmas  to  hold  his  peace  for  three  weeks  morel  He  has 
written  an  article  on  you  for  the  '  Dublin  Review,'  which  is  to  be 
sent  to  mc  as  soon  as  published,  and  the  Jesuits,  he  sajrs,  are  en- 
chanted with  all  they  find  in  you.  Your  '  opinions  about  sacrifice, 
&c.,  &c.,  are  entirely  conformable  to  theirs!'  'After  all,'  said 
Darwin  the  other  day,  '  what  the  deuce  is  Carlyle's  religion,  or  has 
ho  any? '  I  shook  my  head,  and  assuerd  him  I  knew  no  more  than 
himself.  I  told  Mr.  Chisholm  Anstey  I  could  not  give  him  the 
Iccturc-book,  as  I  was  copying  it.  '  You  copying  it! '  ho  exclaimed 
in  enthusiasm;  'indeed  you  shall  not  have  that  toil;  I  will  copy  it 
for  you ;  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  mc  to  write  them  all  a  second 
time! '  So  you  may  give  him  the  ten  shillings;  for  he  actually  took 
away  the  book,  and  what  I  had  done  of  it,  par  tive  force  f  I  wish 
some  other  of  your  admirers  would  carry  oflf  the  bed-curtains  by 
tite  force,  and  finish  them  also;  for,  though  I  have  had  a  sempstress 
helping  me  for  three  days,  they  are  still  in  hand.  Perhaps  a  Swe- 
deuborgian  will  do  that? 

Baron  von  Alsdorf  came  here  the  other  night,  seeking  your  ad- 
dress, to  write  to  you  for  a  testimonial.  '  Such  is  the  lot  of  celeb- 
rity i'  the  world.'*  Oh!  my  'Revolution*  and  *  Sartor'  are  come 
home,  such  loves  of  books!  quite  beautiful;  but  such  a  price!  seven 
shillings  per  volume!  for  half-binding!  '  Was  there  ever  anything 
in  the  least  like  it?'*  The  Fraserian  functionary  seemed  almost 
frightened  to  tell  me;  but  seeing  I  could  make  nothing  of  debating 
about  it,  I  contented  myself  with  saying:  'Well,  "French  Revolu- 
tions*' are  not  written  every  day,  and  the  outside  should  be  some- 
thing worthy  of  the  in.*  The  man,  apparently  struck  with  admira- 
tion of  my  sincerity  and  contempt  of  money,  bowed  involuntarily, 
and  said,  '  It  is  indeed  a  book  that  cannot  have  too  much  expense 
put  upon  it.*  *  Why  the  deuce,  then, *  I  was  tempted  to  answer,  *  don't 
you  give  us  something  for  it?  *  The  *  German  Romance  *  is  to  be 
done  in  calf  at  Zs.  M.  a  volume.  Do  not  trouble  your  head  al)out 
my  investing  so  much  capital  in  the  binding  of  these  books.  With 
.«juch  a  prospect  of  cents,  it  were  sheer  parsimony  not  to  give  them 


>  Parodied  from  Schiller.  *  Common  phrase  of  her  mother's. 
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a  good  dress.  I  haye  unpacked  your  wine,  and  even  tasted  it;  and 
lo!  it  proves  to  be  two  dozen  pint  bottles  of  exquisite  portl  whicli 
disagrees  witli  you.  Did  you  not  understand  it  was  to  have  been 
Madeira?  My  Malmsey  is  not  come  yet.  How  I  laughed,  and 
how  Cavaignac  shouted  at  your  encounter  with  Mrs.  'ickson.'  ^  In- 
deed, your  whole  letter  was  most  entertaining  and  satisfactory.  Do 
not  be  long  in  sending  me  another;  they  are  very  refreshing,  espe- 
cially when  they  praise  me  I  *  This  is  not  so  good  '  a  return '  as  I 
could  wish  to  make  you;  but  in  a  single  sheet  one  is  obliged  to 
nutnger  all  superfluous  details,  though  these  are  more  interesting  to 
the  absent  than  more  important  matter.  Robertson  called  on  me 
the  other  day,  wondering  if  you  were  writing  anything  for  him. 
He  has  had  a  splutter  with  Leigh  Hunt — always  spluttering.  He 
talked  much  of  Harriet's  *  tail  of  hundreds '  at  Newcastle  *  till  I 
could  not  help  fancying  her  as  one  of  those  sheep  Herodotus  tells 
about.  I  wonder  how  many  things  I  have  forgotten?  Kind  re- 
gards to  them  all,  and  to  yourself  what  you  can  say  of  most  affec- 
tionate. I  drive  almost  every  day.  Elizabeth's  letter  is  not  come 
yet;  but  I  will  write  forthwith  whether  or  no. 

Tour  unfortunate 

€k>0DY. 

LETTER  22. 

A  postscript  at  almost  half  a  year's  distance.  These  are  the  lec- 
ture ^ears,  1887-40;  this  year's  lecture  (for  it  is  'April  12')  would 
be  within  three  weeks. 

•  First  rush  o'  ye  tea,'  intelligible  now  only  to  myself,  was  at  that 
time  full  of  mirth,  ingenuity,  and  humour  in  the  quarter  it  was 
going  to!  My  mother,  many  years  before,  on  the  eve  of  an  Eccle- 
lechan  Fair,  happened  in  the  gloaming  to  pass  one  Martha  Calvert's 
door,  a  queer  old  cripple  creature  who  used  to  lodge  vagrants,  beg- 
gars, ballad-singers,  snap- women,  &c.,  such  as  were  wont,  copi- 
ously enough  (chiefly  from  the  *  Brig-end  of  Dumfries^,  to  visit 
us  on  these  occasions.  Two  beggar-women  were  pleasantly  chat- 
ting, or  taking  sweet  counsel,  outside  in  the  quiet  summer  dusk, 
when  a  third  started  out,  eagerly  friendly,  'Come  awa',  haste;  t' 
ye  flrst  rush  o'  ye  pe&\ '  (eeneral  tea  inside,  just  beginning,  first  rush 
of  it  far  superior  to  third  or  fourth  I) 

'God's  Providence.'  Peg  Ir'rin  (Irving,  a  memorable  old  brcad- 
and-ale  woman,  extensively  prepared  to  vend  these  articles  at  Mid- 
dlebie  Sacrament)  could  not  by  entreaty  or  logic  (her  husband  had 
fought  at  Bunker's  Hill)  extort  from  the  parish  official  (ruling 
elder)  liberty  to  use  the  vacant  school- house  for  that  purpose, 

1  Hickson,  suddenly  in  Princes  Street,  Edinburgh,  poor  woman  I 
*  Vide  Cicero.  s  Scientiftc  meQt&nc. 
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whereupon  P^,  with  a  toes  of  her  foolish  high  head  (a  load, 
absurd,  empty  woman,  though  an  emp^  especudly  of  any  mis- 
chief), 'Ah  well:  thoucanna  cut  me  out  of  God's  Ptovidenoe.'-^ 

T.  a 

lb  Mrs.  OarljfU,  SooUMg,  BGdrfeehan. 

AiirflU;188A. 

My  dear  Mother,— It  were  much  pleasanter  to  write  to  you  if, 
besides  white  paper  he  would  leave  me  something  to  say.  But 
away  he  goes,  skimming  over  everything,  whipping  off  tlie  cream 
of  everything,  and  leaves  me  nothing  but  the  blue  milk  to  make 
you  a  feast  of.  The  much  best  plan  for  me  were  to  take  the  start 
of  him,  and  have  the  '  first  rush  o'  ye  tea '  to  myself;  as  I  podtively 
design  to  do  in  lecture  time,  when  there  will  be  something  worth 
while  to  tell. 

We  see  Jeffrey  often  since  he  came  to  London,  and  he  is  very 
friendly  still,  'though  he  could  not  cut  us  out  of  God's  Provi- 
dence.' We  had  a  Roman  Catholic  Frenchman  *  flying  about  us,  at 
a  prodigious  rate,  last  week,  but  he  has  left  London  for  the  present. 
He  told  us  all  about  how  he  went  to  confession,  &c,  &c.,  and  how 
he  had  been  demoralised  at  one  period,  and  was  recovered  by  the 
spectacle  of  a  holy  procession.  He  seems  a  very  excellent  man  in 
his  own  way,  but  one  cannot  quite  enter  into  his  ecstasies  about 
white  shirts  and  wax  tapers,  and  all  tliat  sort  of  tiling.  I  hope  yon 
are  all  well,  and  thinking  of  me,  as  heretofore,  with  kindness;  this 
is  cruel  weather  for  Isabella  and  you  and  me. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

Jane  Cabltul 

LETTER  23. 

Tb  Mrs,  Oirlyle,  ScoUbrig,  EccUfechan. 

Chelsea:  XajS,  1880L 
My  dear  Mother, — Our  second  lecture  '  transpired '  yesterday, 
and  with  surprising  success— literally  surprising— for  he  was  im- 
puting the  profound  attention  with  which  the  audience  listened,  to 
an  awful  sympathising  expectation  on  their  part  of  a  momentary 
break-down,  when  nil  at  once  they  broke  into  loud  plaudits,  and  he 
thought  they  must  all  have  gone  clean  out  of  their  wits!  But,  as 
does  not  happen  always,  the  majority  were  in  this  instance  in  the 

>  A.  M.  Bio,  once  very  current  in  London  Kociety ;  vanished  now  many 
yea!r&«so> 
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right,  and  it  -waa  he  ihat  waa  oul  of  Ms  wJU  to  fancj-  himself  mak- 
iag  a  ftupid  lecture,  wben  ilic  fact  is  tie  really  cannot  l)o  stupid  if 
it  were  to  save  his  life.  The  sliorl  and  long  of  il  waa,  he  had  neg- 
lected lo  lake  n  pill  the  daj  before,  had  neglected  to  gel  himself  n 
ride  and  was  oul  of  spirits  at  the  begiaaiog :  eveo  1,  who  conaliler 
myself  aji  uoprejudiced  judge,  did  not  think  ho  was  talklug  liis 
bait,  or  aayttiing  like  liia  best;  the  'splendids.'  'devilish  lines,' 
'moflt  trues, 'and  all  that,  which  I  beard  heartily  ejaculated  on  nil 
sides,  showed  that  it  was  a  sort  of  mercy  ia  him  to  come  wiili 
bowels  in  a  state  of  derangement,  aiace,  if  bis  faculties  lind  had 
ftUI  play,  the  people  must  have  been  oil  sent  home  in  a  state  of  ex- 
dteraeul  bordering  on  frenzy.  The  most  proclicfil  good  feature  in 
the  buaillI^as  was  a  considerable  increase  of  hearcrH— even  since  ])i8t 
dayi  the  audience  seems  to  me  mueh  larger  than  last  jfar,  and 
even  more  distinguished.  The  whole  street  was  blocked  up  with 
'flne  yellow'  (and  all  other imagiii able  coloured)  'deliveries;''  and 
tliia  ia  mora  than  merely  a  dangerous  Batury  to  one's  vanity,  tlie 
faaliiooable  people  here  being  (unlike  our  Scotch  gigmcn  and  gig 
womea),  the  molt  open  to  light  (above  all  to  bis  light)  of  any  sorts 
o(  people  one  has  to  do  with.  £ven  John  Knox,  though  ihey  muH 
IiaTe  been  very  angry  at  him  for  demolishing  so  much  beautiful 
architecture,  which  is  qniie  a  passion  with  the  English.  Ihey  were 
quite  wiUiog  to  iBt  good  be  said  of,  so  that  it  were  indisputably 
true.  Nay,  it  was  in  rcfereuce  to  Knox  that  they  first  applauded 
yMterday.  Perhaps  his  being  a  countryman  of  Iheir  tnvniirile 
lecturer's  might  have  something  to  do  with  itt  But  we  will  hope 
belter  things,  iliough  we  ihuK  speak.' 

You  will  find  nothing  about  us  in  the  Meaminfr  of  this  week; 
Leigh  Hunt,  who  writes  the  notices  there,  did  not  arrive  at  the  Tirst 
lecture  in  Lime  to  make  any  report  of  it,  hnving  come  in  an  omni- 
bus  which  took  It  in  its  bead  to  run  a  mce  with  another  omnibus. 
after  a  rather  novel  fashion,  that  is  to  say,  each  trying  wldch  should 
be  hindmost.  Wo  go  to  lecture  this  year  very  commodiously  in 
what  is  called  a  fly  (a  little  chaise  wilh  one  horse),  furnished  us 
from  a  livery-sWhle  hard  by.  at  a  very  moderate  rate.  Yesterday 
the  woman  who  keeps  these  elablee  sent  us  a  Sunkey  more  than 
bargBJti,  lu  consideration  that  I  irns  '  such  a  very  nice  lady ' — show- 
ing therein  a  spirit  al)ove  slavery  and  even  above  livery.    Indeed, 

■  '  Fliw  rollov  deUrBtiea  and  m'  1 '  excloimf 
UU,  seeiiiK  a  carriage  pass  in  Che  dlaUuico  oi 
I  CiaiiiDoa  preachets'  phraae  In  Scotland. 
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as  a  foolish  old  woman  at  Dumfries  used  to  say, '  ererybody  is  kind 
to  me ; '  and  I  take  their  kindness  and  am  grateful  for  it,  without 
Inquiring  too  closely  into  their  motives.  Perhaps  I  am  a  genius 
too,  as  well  as  my  husband?  Indeed,  I  really  begin  to  think  so— 
especially  since  yesterday  that  I  wrote  down  a  parrot  I  which  was 
driving  us  quite  desperate  with  its  screeching.  Some  new  neigh- 
bours, that  came  a  month  or  two  ago,  brought  with  them  an  ac- 
cumulation of  all  the  tilings  to  be  guarded  against  in  a  London 
neighbourhood,  viz.,  a  pianoforte,  a  lap-dog,  and  a  parrot.  The  two 
first  can  be  borne  with,  as  they  carry  on  the  glory  within  doom; 
but  the  parrot,  since  the  fine  weather,  has  been  holding  forth  in  the 
garden  under  our  opcu  windows.  Yesterday  it  was  more  than 
usually  obstreperous — so  that  Carlyle  at  last  fairly  sprang  to  his 
feet,  declaring  he  could  '  neither  think  nor  live.'  Now  it  was  ab- 
solutely necessary  that  he  should  do  both.  So  forthwith,  on  the 
inspiration  of  conjugal  sympathy,  I  wrote  a  note  to  the  parrot's 
mistress  (name  unknown),  and  in  five  minutes  after  Pretty  PoUy 
was  carried  within,  and  is  now  screeching  from  some  subterranean 
depth  whence  she  is  hardly  audible.  Now  if  you  will  please  recol- 
lect that,  at  Comely  Bank,  I  also  wrote  down  an  old  maid's  house- 
dog, and  an  only  son's  pet  bantam-cock,^  you  will  admit,  I  think; 
that  my  writings  have  not  been  in  vain. 

We  have  been  very  comfortable  in  our  household  this  long  while. 
My  little  Fifeshire  maid  grows  always  the  longer  the  better;  and 
never  seems  to  have  a  thought  of  leaving  us,  any  more  than  we 
have  of  parting  with  her.  My  kindest  love  to  all  the  'great  na> 
tion '  into  which  you  are  grown. 

Affectionately  yours, 

JansCabltul 

LETTER  24. 

Lectures  finished,  with  again  a  hint  of  notice.  This  was  not  my 
last  course  of  lectures:  but  I  infinitely  dislike  the  operation — 'a 
mixture  of  prophecy  and  play-acting,'  in  which  I  could  not  adjust 
myself  at  all,  and  deeply  longed  to  see  the  end  of. — T.  0. 

To  Mrs,  Carlyle,  ScoUbrig,  EccUfeehan, 

Chelsea:  May  90, 18W. 
My  dear  Mother, — The  last  lecture  was  indeed  the  most  splendid 
he  ever  delivered,  and  the  people  were  all  in  a  heart-fever  over  it; 

>  True  instances  both;  the  first  of  many  hundreds,  which  lasted  till  the  vny 
end. 
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on  all  sides  of  me  people  who  did  not  know  me,  and  might  there- 
fore be  believed,  were  expressing  their  raptures  audibly.  One  man 
(a  person  of  originally  large  fortune,  which  he  got  through  in  an 
uncommon  way,  namely,  in  acts  of  benevolence)  was  saying,  '  He's 
a  glorious  fellow ;  I  love  the  fellow's  very  faults,' &c.,  &c. ;  while 
another  answered,  'Aye,  faith,  is  he;  a  fine,  wild,  chaotic,  noble 
chap,'  and  so  on  over  the  whole  room.  In  short  we  left  the  con- 
cern in  a  sort  of  whirlwind  of  '  glory'  not  without  '  bread ';  one  of 
the  dashing  facts  of  the  day  being  a  Queen's  carriage  at  the  door, 
which  had  come  with  some  of  the  household.  Another  thing  I 
noticed,  of  a  counter  tendency  to  one's  vanity,  was  poor  Mrs. 
Edward  Irving  sitting  opposite  me,  in  her  weeds,  with  sorrowful 
heart  enough,  I  dare  say.  And  when  I  thought  of  her  lot  and  all 
the  things  that  must  be  passing  through  her  heart,  to  see  her  hus- 
band's old  friend  there,  carrying  on  the  glory  in  his  turn,  while 
hers — What  was  it  all  come  to  I  She  seemed  to  me  set  there  ex- 
pressly to  keep  me  in  mind  '  that  I  was  but  a  woman;'  ^  like  the 
skeleton  which  the  old  Egyptians  placed  at  table,  in  tlieir  feasts,  to 
be  a  memorial  of  their  latter  end. 

My  love  to  them  all — and  surely  I  will  write  a  long  letter  to  Jane 
before  long;  who  is  very  foolish  to  imagine  I  ever  had,  or  could 
have,  any  reason  for  silence  towards  her,  other  than  my  natural 

dislike  to  letter- writing. 

Ever  your  affectionate 

Jake  Carltle. 


•After  lectures,*  Carlyle  writes,  'and  considerable  reading  for 
**  Cromwell."  talking  about  scheme  of  London  library,  stniggling 
and  concocting  towards  what  proved  *'  Chartism,"  and  more  of  the 
like,  we  set  out  together  for  Scotland  by  Liverpool  about  July  2  or 
3,  for  Scotsbrig  both  of  us  in  the  first  place,  then  she  to  Templand 
as  headquarters,  and,  after  leaving  here,  then  to  return  to  Scots- 
brig,  all  which  took  effect,  my  remembrance  of  it  now  very  indis- 
tinct.' 

While  absent  from  him,  Mrs.  Carlyle  paid  a  visit  to  Ayr.  As 
she  was  returning  in  the  coach,  Carlyle  says  in  a  note:  '  a  fellow- 
passenger  got  talking — "So  you  are  from  London,  ma'am,  and 
Know  literary  people?    Leigh  Hunt?  ah,  so,"  &c.,  "and  do  you 


'  The  Corporate  Weavers  at  Dumfries  elected  a  deacon,  or  chief  of  weavers, 
frho  was  excessively  flattered  by  the  honour.  In  the  course  of  the  installa- 
tUm  dinner,  at  some  high  point  of  the  hep-hep  hurrahing,  he  exclaimed,  with 
tweet  pain,  *  Oh,  gentlemen,  remember  I  am  but  a  man !  *— T.  C.  Mrs.  Carlyle 
tells  the  story  of  a  Bailie  at  Annan,  see  p.  M.  —J.  A.  F. 
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know  anvthiDg  of  Thomas  Carlyle?"  ''Him;  right  well— I  am  his 
wife,"  which  had  evidently  pleased  her  little  heart.' 

The  winter  which  followed,  she  had  a  violent  chronic  cold,  sad 
accompaniment  of  many  winters  thenceforth,  fiercely  torturing 
nervous  headache,  continuous  sometimes  for  three  days  and  nights. 
'  Never,'  says  her  husband.  *  did  I  see  such  suffering  from  ill-health 
borne  so  patiently  as  by  this  most  sensitive  of  delicate  creatures  all 
her  life  long.' 

She  had  an  extraordinary  power  of  attaching  to  her  everyone 
with  whom  she  came  in  contact.  In  a  letter  to  her  sister-in-law, 
Mrs.  Aitken,  written  in  the  midst  of  her  illness,  she  says:  'My 
maid  ^  is  very  kind  when  I  am  laid  up ;  she  has  no  suggestions  or 
voluntary  help  in  her,  but  she  does  my  bidding  quietly  and  accu- 
rately, and  when  I  am  very  bad  she  bends  over  me  in  my  bed  as  if 
I  were  a  little  child,  and  rubs  her  cheek  on  mine— once  I  found  it 
wet  with  tears— one  might  think  one's  maid's  tears  could  do  little 
for  a  tearing  headache,  but  they  do  comfort  a  little.* 

During  this  suffering  time  she  wrote  little  and  brieflv.  Carlyle 
was  preparing  his  last  course  of  lectures,  the  six  on  Heroes  and 
Hero  Worship,  which  were  delivered  in  the  coming  season.  He 
had  a  horse  now,  which  had  been  presented  to  him  by  Mr.  Mar- 
shall, of  Leeds.  The  riding  improved  his  spirits,  but  his  nerves 
were  always  in  a  state  of  irritation  when  he  was  writing.  *  Why 
do  women  marry?'  she  says  in  a  little  note  to  John  Forster;  *  God 
knows,  unless  it  be  that,  like  the  great  Wallenstein,  they  do  not 
find  scope  enough  for  their  genius  and  qualities  in  an  easy  life. 

Night  it  must  be,  ere  Friedland*s  star  shall  buml  * 

In  the  summer  matters  were  made  worse  by  what  to  him  waa  a 
most  serious  trial,  described  in  the  letter  which  follows.  He 
asked  Charles  Buller  if  there  were  no  means  by  which  he  could  be 
extricated.  Buller  said  he  knew  of  but  one.  *  He  could  register 
himself  as  a  Dissenting  preacher.*— J.  A.  P. 

LETTER  25. 

This  'trial  by  jury'  was  a  Manchester  case  of  patents:  patent 
first,  for  an  improvement  on  cotton- wool  carding  machines;  patent 
second,  an  imitation  of  that,  cjuery  theft  of  it  or  not?  Trial  fell  in 
two  terms  (same  unfortunate  jury),  and  lasted  three  or  four  days  in 
each.  Madder  thing  I  never  saw ; — clear  to  myself  in  the  first  half- 
hour  ('essential  theft '),  no  advocate  doing  the  least  good  to  it  far- 
ther, doing  harm  rather; — and  trial  costmg  in  money,  they  said, 
1,000^.  a  day.  Recalcitrant  juryman  (one  of  the  *  Tales '  sort),  stu- 
pidest-looking fellow  I  ever  saw — it  was  I  that  coaxed  him  round 
and  saved  a  new  trial  at  1,000^.  a  day.  Intolerable  suffering,  rage, 
almost  despair  (and  resolution  to  quit  London),  were,  on  my  part, 
the  consequence  of  these  jury-summonses,  which,  after  this,  hap- 


>  Kirkcaldy  Helen,  one  of  the  notabililies,  and  also  blessings,  of  our  exist- 
ence here.— T.  C. 
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pened  to  abate  or  almost  cease.  On  hers,  correspondine  pity,  and 
at  length  no  end  of  amusement  over  my  adventure  with  that  stu- 
pidest of  jurymen,  &c.,  which  she  used  to  narrate  in  an  incompar- 
able manner.    Ah  me!    Ah  me! 

'  Poor  fellow,  after  all  I '  was  very  often  finish  of  my  brother  in 
summing  up  his  censures  of  men — so  often  that  we  had  grown  to 
expect  iC  and  banter  it.— T.  C. 

7b  the  Reverend  John  Bterling.^  Clifton, 

Chelsea:  Oct  6, 1640. 

My  dear  John  'after  all,* — In  Gk)d*s  name,  be  ' a  hurdy-gurdy,' 
or  whatever  else  you  like  I  Tou  are  a  good  man,  anyhow,  and  there 
needs  not  your  '  dying '  to  make  me  know  this  at  the  bottom  of  my 
heart,  and  love  you  accordingly.  No,  my  excellent  Sir,  you  are  a 
blessing  which  one  knows  the  value  of  even  before  one  has  lost  it. 
And  it  is  just  because  I  love  you  better  than  most  people  that  I 
persecute  you  asl  do;  that  I  flare  up  when  you  touch  a  hair  of  my 
head  (I  mean  my  moral  head).  So  now  we  are  friends  again,  are 
we  not?  If,  indeed,  through  all  our  mutual  impertinences,  we 
have  ever  been  anything  else ! 

You  see,  I  am  very  lamb-like  to-day;  indeed,  I  could  neither 
'quiz,'  nor  be  'polite'  to  you  to-day  for  the  whole  world.  The 
fact  is,  I  also  have  had  a  fit  of  illness,  which  has  softened  my 
mood,  even  as  yours  has  been  softened  by  the  same  cause.  These 
fits  of  illness  are  not  without  their  good  uses,  for  us  people  of  too 
poetic  temperaments.  For  my  part,  I  find  them  what  the  touching 
of  their  mother  earth  was  for  the  giants  of  old.  I  arise  from  them 
with  new  heart  in  me  for  the  battle  of  existence;  and  you  know, 
or  ought  to  know,  what  a  woman  means  by  new  heart — not  new 
brute  force,  as  you  men  understand  by  it,  but  new  power  of  loving 
and  enduring. 

We  have  been  in  really  a  rather  deplorable  plight  here  for  a  good 
while  back,  ever  since  a  certain  trial  about  a  patent,  so  strangely 
are  things  linked  together  in  this  remarkable  world  I  My  poor  man 
of  genius  had  to  sit  on  a  jury  two  days,  to  the  ruin  of  his  whole 
being,  physical,  moral,  and  intellectud.  And  ever  since,  he  has 
been  reacting  against  the  administration  of  British  justice,  to  a  de^ 
gree  that  has  finally  mounted  into  influenza  While  I,  poverina, 
have  been  reacting  against  his  reaction,  till  that  malady  called  by  the 
cockneys  '  mental  worry '  fairly  took  me  by  the  throat,  and  threw 
me  on  my  bed  for  a  good  many  days.  And  now  I  am  but  recov- 
ering, as  white  as  the  paper  I  writie  upon,  and  carrymg  m^  \xe«A  «& 
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one  who  had  been  making  a  failed  attempt  at  suicide;  for,  in  the 
ardour  of  my  medical  practice,  I  flayed  the  whole  neck  of  me  with 
a  blister.  So  you  see  it  is  a  good  proof  of  affection  that  I  here  gi?e 
you,  in  writing  thus  speedily,  and  so  long  a  note. 

God  bless  you,  dear  John,  and  all  belonging  to  you.    With  all 
my  imperfections,  belieye  me  ever  faithfully  and  affectionately. 

Yours, 

Jane  Cabltlb. 

No  lectures  to  be  this  spring,  or  evermore,  God  willing. 


LETTER  26. 

Impossible  to  date  with  accuracy;  the  poor  incident  I  recollect 
well  m  all  its  details,  but  not  the  point  of  time.  *  Helen  '  Mitchell, 
from  KirkcaKly  (originally  from  Edinburgh),  must  have  come 
about  the  end  of  1837;  she  stayed  with  us  (thanks  to  the  boundless 
skill  and  patience  of  her  mistress)  about  eleven  years;  and  was,  in 
a  sense,  the  only  servant  we  ever  got  to  belong  to  us,  and  be  one  of 
our  household,  in  ihis  place.  She  had  been  in  Rotterdam  before, 
and  found  Chevne  WalR  to  resemble  the  Boampjes  there  (which  it 
does).  Arrived  here,  by  cab,  in  a  wet  blustery  night,  which  I  re- 
member; seemed  to  have  cared  no  more  about  the  roar  and  tumult 
of  huge  Loudon  all  the  way  from  St.  Katherine's  Docks  hither,  than 
a  clucking  hen  would  have  done,  sitting  safe  in  its  hand-basket, 
and  looking  unconcerned  to  righl  and  left.  A  very  curious  little 
being;  mixture  of  slirewdness,  accurate  observancy,  fliti^hes  of  an 
insight  almost  genial,  with  utter  simplicity  and  even  folly.  A  sin- 
gular humble  loyalty  and  genuine  attachment  to  her  mistress  never 
railed  in  poor  Helen  as  the  chief  redeeming  virtues.  Endless  was 
her  mistress's  amusement  (among  other  feehngs)  with  the  talk  and 
ways  of  this  poor  Helen ;  which  as  reported  to  me,  in  their  native 
dialect  anil  manner,  with  that  perfect  skill,  sportfulness,  and  lov- 
ing grace  of  imitation,  were  to  me  also  among  the  most  amusing 
thincs  I  ever  heard.  E.g.  her  criticism  of  Arthur  Helps's  book 
(for  Helen  was  :i  great  reader,  when  she  could  snatch  a  bit  of  time); 
criticism  of  Miss  Martineau's  (liighly  didactic)  *  Maid  of  All  Work  * 
—and  *  a  rail  insipid  trick  in  Darwin  to  tell  Miss  Martnol '  Ac.,  Ac. 
Poor  Helen,  well  does  she  deserve  this  bit  of  record  from  me. 
Her  end  was  sad,  and  like  a  thing  of  fate;  as  perhaps  will  be  no- 
tic(Ml  farther  on. 

This  letter  I  vairuely  incline  to  date  about  autumn  18i0,  though 
sure  evid(MH'e  is  quite  wanting. 

*Toam  tuik  ta  hint.'  Our  little  Craw  Jean  had  a  long,  inane, 
comically  solemn  dialogue  to  report  of  an  excellent  simple  old 
Mrs.  Clough  (brother  Alick's  mother-in-law);  of  which  this  about 
'  Toam '  (her  own  Tom)  was  a  kind  of  cardinal  point  or  (solemnly 
inane)  rorner-stone. 

'  Stream  of  time '  &c.,  '  Oh  Lord,  we're  a'  sailing  down  the  stream 
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of  time  into  the  ocean  of  eternity:  for  Christ's  sake:  Amen/  was 
the  Grace  before  meat  (according  to  myth)  of  some  extempore 
Christian  suddenly  called  on,  and  at  a  loss  for  words. 

To  Mrs.  Carlyle,  SeoUbrig. 

Chelsea:  Autumn,  1840. 

Dear  Mother, — I  make  no  excuse  for  being  so  long  in  complying 
with  your  often-repeated  hint  that  I  should  write  to  you;  it  is  for 
the  like  of  '  Tom '  to  '  take  the  hint;'  but  for  me,  your  highly  origi- 
nal daughter-in-law,  I  am  far  beyond  hints,  or  even  direct  com- 
mands in  the  matter  of  letter-writing.  I  have  now,  in  fact,  no 
character  to  lose,  and  make  myself  quite  comfortable  in  the  reflec- 
tion that,  far  from  feeling  any  indignant  surprise  at  my  silence,  my 
friends  will  henceforth  receive  any  communication  I  may  vouch- 
flafe  them  in  the  course  of  years  as  an  unexpected  favour  for 
which  they  cannot  be  too  thankful.  What  do  I  do  with  my  time, 
you  wonder?  With  such  ' a  right  easy  seat  of  it,'  one  might  fancy, 
I  should  be  glad  to  write  a  letter  now  and  then,  just  to  keep  the 
devil  from  my  elbow.  But  Alick's  Jenny  and  all  of  you  were 
never  more  mistaken  than  when  you  imagine  a  woman  needs  half* 
a-dozen  children  to  keep  her  uneasy  in  a  hundred  ways  without 
that  For  my  part,  I  am  always  as  bur-y  as  possible ;  on  that  side 
at  least  I  hold  out  no  encouragement  to  the  devil ;  and  yet,  suppose 
you  were  to  look  through  a  microscope,  you  might  be  puzzled  to 
discover  a  trace  of  what  I  do.  Nevertheless,  depend  upon  it,  my 
doings  are  not  lost;  but,  invisible  to  human  eyes,  they  'sail  down 
the  stream  of  time  into  the  ocean  of  eternity,'  and  who  knows  but 
I  may  find  them  after  many  days? 

At  present,  I  have  got  a  rather  heavy  burden  on  my  shoulders, 
the  guarding  of  a  human  being  from  the  perdition  of  strong  liquors. 
My  poor  little  Helen  has  been  gradually  getting  more  and  more  into 
the  habit  of  tippling,  until,  some  fortnight  ago,  she  rushed  down 
into  a  fit  of  the  most  decided  drunkenness  that  I  ever  happened  to 
witness.  Figure  the  head  of  the  mystic  school,  and  a  delicate  fe- 
male like  myself,  up  till  after  three  in  the  morning,  trying  to  get 
the  maddened  creature  to  bed ;  not  daring  to  leave  her  at  large  for 
fear  she  should  set  fire  to  the  house  or  cut  her  own  throat.  Finally 
we  got  her  bolted  into  the  back  kiichcn,  in  a  corner  of  which  she 
had  established  herself  all  coiled  \ip  and  fufflng  like  a  young  tiger 
about  to  spring,  or  like  the  Bride  of  Lammermoor  (if  you  ever 
heard  of  that  profane  book).    Next  day  she  looked  \)\ack  ^'\\\x 
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shame  and  despair;  and  the  next  following,  overoome  by  her  teiii 
and  promises  and  self-upbraidings,  I  forgave  her  again,  rerj  much 
to  my  own  surprise.  About  half  an  hour  after  this  foi^^yeneM 
had  been  accorded,  I  called  her  to  make  me  some  batter;  it  was 
long  of  coming,  and  I  rang  the  bell;  no  answer.  I  went  down  to 
the  kitchen,  to  see  the  meaning  of  all  this  delay,  and  the  meaning 
was  Yery  clear,  my  penitent  was  lying  on  the  floor,  dead-drank, 
spread  out  like  the  three  legs  of  Man,*  with  a  chair  upset  beside 
her,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  perfect  chaos  of  dirty  dishes  and  frag- 
ments of  broken  crockery;  the  whole  scene  was  a  lively  epitome  of 
a  place  that  shall  be  nameless.  And  this  happened  at  ten  in  the 
morning  1  All  that  day  she  remained  lying  on  the  floor  insensible, 
or  occasionally  sitting  up  like  a  little  bundle  of  dirt,  executing  a 
sort  of  whinner;  we  could  not  imagine  how  she  came  to  be  so  long 
in  sobering;  but  it  turned  out  she  had  a  whole  bottle  of  whisky 
hidden  within  reach,  to  which  she  crawled  till  it  was  finished 
throughout  the  day. 

After  this,  of  course,  I  was  determined  that  she  should  leave. 
My  friends  here  set  to  work  with  all  zeal  to  find  me  a  servant;  and 
a  very  promising  young  woman  came  to  stay  with  me  till  a  perma- 
nent character  should  turn  up.  This  last  scene  '  transpired '  on  the 
Wednesday;  on  the  Monday  she  was  to  sail  for  Kirkcaldy.  All 
the  intervening  days.  I  held  out  against  her  pale  face,  her  tears, 
her  despair;  but  I  suffered  terribly,  for  I  am  really  much  attached 
to  the  poor  wretch,  who  has  no  fault  under  heaven  but  this  one. 
On  the  Sunday  night  I  called  her  up  to  pay  her  her  wages,  and  to 
inquire  into  her  future  prospects.  Her  future  prospects!  it  was 
enough  to  break  anybody's  heart  to  hear  how  she  talked  of  them. 
It  was  all  over  for  her  on  this  earth,  plainly,  if  I  drove  her  away 
from  me  who  alone  have  any  influence  with  her.  Beside  me,  she 
would  struggle;  away  from  me,  she  saw  no  possibility  of  resisting 
what  she  had  come  to  regard  as  her  fate.  You  may  guess  the  se- 
quel :  I  forgave  her  a  third  time,  and  a  last  time.  I  could  not  deny 
her  this  one  more  chance.  The  creature  is  so  good  otherwise. 
Since  then  she  has  abstained  from  drink,  I  believe  in  every  shape, 
finding  abstinence,  like  old  Samuel  Johnson,  easier  than  temper- 
ance ;  but  how  long  she  may  be  strong  enough  to  persevere  in  this 
rigid  course,  in  which  lies  her  only  hope,  God  knows.  I  am  not 
very  sanguine ;  meanwhile  I  feel  as  if  I  had  adopted  a  child,  I  flnd 


>  See  any  Manx  balfpenny,  common  similitude  on  those  coasts. 
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it  aeceaBAij  to  take  such  ao  inceasaul  charge  of  ber.  tiodil^  and 
meotallri  and  my  own  body  and  soul  geaeralty  keep  me  in  work 
CDOO^.  without  any  sucli  addilional  responsibility. 

Corljie  i*  reading  voraciousiy,  groat  folios,  preparatory  la  writ- 
ing a  new  book.  For  the  rest,  he  growls  away  much  in  tbe  old 
Blylei  but  one  gets  to  feel  a  certain  indifference  to  liis  growling;  if 
QUO  did  Dot.  it  would  be  the  worse  for  one,  I  think  be  committed 
a  great  error  in  Mudlog  away  Ills  horse :  it  distinctly  did  him  good: 
and  would  have  done  him  much  more  good  if  he  could  have 
■damned  the  expense.'  Even  in  an  economical  point  of  view,  be 
wooJd  have  gained  more  in  the  long  run  by  increased  ability  to 
work  than  be  spent  in  making  himself  healthier;  but  a  wilful  man 
will  b&ve  his  way. 

Hy  kind  love  to  Isabella,  and  all  of  them;  I  hope  she  is  stronger 
now — it  was  all  she  seented  lo  want,  to  be  a  flret  rale  wife,  I  never 
foTgotber  kiodiioaa  lo  me  kst  year;  though  1  do  not  write  lo  hei 
raj  more  Ib&a  to  others, 

t  Affectionately  yours, 

J*NB  W.  CABLTUL 


LETTEB  27. 
7b  Mn.  BUrUriff,'  Oottagt,  IhtnAet. 


you. 

■Cthi 


a  Cbsyae  Bow.  Cbilica;  Jan.  B,  IHl. 
Uy  deor  Susan.— I  always  thought  you  u  woman  of  admira- 
ble good  BCDsei  and  I  rejolc-e  lo  see  that  marrin)^  bas  not  spoiled 
you.  This  speaks  well  for  your  husband  tuo:  lor  1  defy  any  wo- 
I,  unless  she  be  no  better  than  a  Etooc,  to  binder  heraelf  from 
im«thing  of  the  colour  of  Ihe  man  she  Uvea  beside  all  days 
the  year.  We  women  are  naturally  so  impressible,  so  Imita- 
tive! tlie  more  &hame  to  men  if  we  have  all  the  fallings  they  charge 
with'  Our  very  self  will,  I  believe,  which  they  make  such  a  fuss 
.  I'  lul,  is,  after  all,  only  a  reflex  of  their  own  I  I  find  in  your  letter 
'i<  I  less  than  three  several  proofs  of  this  udmimble  good  sense :  first, 
V'U  love  me  the  same  as  ever — that  is  highly  seuEible  in  you;  sec- 
uadly.  you  improve  in  admiration  of  my  husband's  writings— that 
litio  is  highly  sensible;  thirdly,  you  uudcrsi.tnd  that  my  silence 
nieaaB  nothing  but— thst  1  am  silent,  and  that  (to  use  my  mother's 
ikTonritc  phrwe)  la  sensible  lo  '  a  degree.'    Indeed,  if  my  alienee  Is 

I  guaau  HuDUr.  now  married. 
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indicatlYe  of  anything  at  all,  dear  BvisaB,  h  indicatoi  mm  tmi  in 
your  steady  sentiments  of  kindness  towards  nie  than  I  have  in  the 
generality  of  people  who  profess  to  love  me  best  If  I  thought  that 
you  imagined  me  forgetful,  when  I  am  only  not  making  periodical 
afBbrmations  of  my  remembrance  of  you,  and  that  you  were  to  cast 
mo  out  of  your  remembrance  in  consequence,  I  would  write  oer- 
tainly— would  conquer  my  growing  repugnance  to  letter-writing, 
rather  than  risk  the  loss  of  your  affection;  but  I  should  not  feel  so 
grateful  to  you  as  now,  with  the  assurance  I  hare,  that  I  may  give 
way  to  my  indolence,  and  keep  your  affection  neverthelesa. 

In  fact,  in  my  character  of  Lion's  Wife  here,  I  have  writing 
enough  to  do,  by  constraint,  for  disgusting  even  a  Ducheaa  of  0^ 
leans— applications  from  young  ladies  for  autographs;  pasrionate 
invitations  to  dine;  announcements  of  inexpressible  longings  to 
drink  tea  with  me ;— all  that  sort  of  thing,  which,  as  a  provincial 
girl,  I  should  have  regarded  perhaps  as  high  promotion,  bat  whidi 
at  this  time  of  day  I  regard  as  very  silly  and  tiresome  work;  frit- 
ters away  my  time  in  fractionary  writhig,  against  the  gndn,  and 
leaves  me  neither  sense  nor  spirit  for  writing  the  letters  whidi 
would  suggest  themselves  in  course  of  nature.  Dear  Susan,  I  am 
sorry  to  say  this  world  looks  always  the  more  absurd  to  me  the 
longer  I  live  in  it  I  But,  thank  Heaven,  I  am  not  the  shepherd  set 
over  them;  so  let  them  go  their  way:  while  we,  who  are  a  litUe 
higher  than  the  sheep,  go  oursl  Now  don't  be  fancying  that  I  am 
growing  into  a  '  proud  Pliarisee,*  which  were  even  a  degree  worse 
than  a  sheep  I  Not  at  all  I  I  have  a  bad  nervous  system,  keeping 
me  in  a  state  of  greater  or  less  physical  suffering  all  days  of  my  life, 
and  that  is  the  most  infallible  specific  against  the  sin  of  spiritoal 
pride  that  I  happen  to  know  of. 

I  am  better  this  winter,  however,  than  I  have  been  for  the  last 
four  winters.  Only  the  confinement  (I  never  get  across  the  thresh- 
old in  frost)  is  rather  irksome,  and  increases  my  liability  to  head- 
ache; but  it  is  a  great  improvement  to  have  no  cough  and  to  be 
able  to  keep  in  the  pen)endicular. 

For  my  husband,  he  is  as  usual;  never  healthy,  never  absolutely 
ill;  protesting  against  'things  in  general'  with  the  old  emphasis; 
with  an  increased  vehemence  just  at  present,  being  in  the  agonies 
of  getting  under  way  with  another  book.  He  has  had  it  in  his  head 
for  a  good  while  to  write  a  '  Life  of  Cromwell,'  and  has  been  sit- 
ting for  months  back  in  a  mess  of  great  dingy  folios,  the  very  look 
of  which  is  like  to  give  me  locked-jaw 
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I  never  see  Hra.  Brnpson;  she  lives  at  a  distance  from  me,  in  an- 
other sphere  of  things.  Her  being  here,  however,  is  an  advantage 
to  me,  in  bringing  her  father  oftener  to  London ;  and  he  does  what 
he  can  to  seem  constant.  I  shall  always  love  him,  and  feel  grate- 
ful to  him;  all  my  agreeable  recollections  of  Edinburgh  I  owe  to 
him  directly  or  indirectly;  the  delightful  evenings  at  '  Mr.  John*s,' 
end  80  much  else. 

By  the  way,  Susan,  I  can  never  understand  what  you  mean  by 
teUdng  of  gratitude  to  me.  The  gratitude,  it  seems  to  me,  should 
be  all  on  my  side.  But  when  people  love  one  another,  there  is  no 
need  of  debating  such  points. 

I  see  Mr.  C— —  once  a  week  or  so;  he  did  seem  to  get  a  great 
good  of  me  (perhaps  I  should  say  of  us;  but  it  is  more  sincere  as  I 
have  written  it)  for  a  year  or  two;  but  latterly  I  think  he  has  got 
Borne  new  light,  or  darkness,  or  I  know  not  what,  which  makes  him 
eeek  my  company  more  from  habit  than  from  any  pleasure  he  fiuds 
in  it— *  the  toaur^  for  himsel','* — as  they  say  in  Annandole.  In 
London,  above  all  places  on  earth,  '  U  n*y  a  point  cThomme  nices- 
mare; '  if  one  gives  over  liking  you,  another  begins — that  is  to  say 
if  you  be  likeable,  which  I  may,  without  outrage  to  modesty  and 
probability,  infer  that  I  am,  since  so  many  have  liked  me,  first  and 
last.  There  is  you,  away  at  Dundee,  have  gone  on  liking  me  witli- 
oat  the  slightest  encouragement,  for  so  many  mortal  years  now  I 
And  even  'Mr.  John,'*  could  not  help  liking  me,  though  he  met 
me  with  prepossession  that  '  I  had  been  a  dreadful  flirt;'  so  at  least 
he  told  his  brother,  I  remember,  who  in  right  brotherly  fashion  re- 
ported it  to  me  the  first  opportunity.  If  I  had  only  been  still  un- 
married, and  had  not  been  obliged  to  look  sharper  to  my  repu- 
tation, I  would  have  made  your  quiet  Mr.  John  pay  for  that 
speechl 

What  a  likeable  man,  by  the  way,  your  brother  in  Edinburgh  is;* 
80  intelligent  and  so  unpretentious — a  combination  not  often  to  be 
found  in  Edinburgh;  so  quietly  clever  and  quietly  kind.  I  love 
quiet  things;  and  quiet  good  things  will  carry  me  to  enthusiasm; 
though,  for  the  rest,  my  quality  of  enthusiasm  is  pretty  well  got 
under. 


>  TTour,  worse.  •  8tl\  Mlf .  •  Jeffrey. 

«  John  Hunter,  a  worthy  and  prosperous  law  official  in  Edinburgh,  residence 
Craigcrook  (Jeffrey's  fine  Tilla),  fell  weak  of  nerree  and  died  several  years 
ago  Uoie  of  1878). 
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Qod  bless  you,  dear.  Kind  regards  to  joar  husbuid  and  ilstar. 
Garlyle  Joins  me  in  all  good  wishes. 

Tour  affectionate 

J.  Oabltul 

LETTER  d8. 

This  of  the  '  bit  of  lace  *  I  can  throw  no  liffht  on.  Some  kindly 
gift  of  Sterling's,  thrust  in  by  an  unexpected  creyice  (in  which  lie 
had  great  expertness  and  still  greater  alacrity)?  The  black  coknr 
too  suggestive  in  the  place  it  went  to?— T.  C. 

To  the  Bet.  John  Sterling,  Permanee. 

Chelsea:  April  SS^  1841. 

My  dear  John, — I  do  not  know  whether  for  you,  as  for  old  Bur- 
ton, 'a  woman  in  tears  be  as  indifferent  a  spectacle  as  a  goose  going 
barefoot  1 '  If  so,  I  make  you  my  compliments,  and  you  need  not 
read  any  further.  But  if  you  have  still  enough  of  human  feeling 
(or,  as  my  husbaud  would  call  it,  "'Minerva  Press"  tendency*) 
about  you,  to  feel  yourself  com  moved  by  such  phenomena,  it  may 
interest  you  to  know  that,  on  opening  your  letter  the  other  day,  and 
beholding  the  little  '  feminine  contrivance '  inside,  I  suddenly  and 
imaccountably  fell  a-crying,  as  if  I  had  gained  a  loss.  I  do  not 
know  what  of  tender  and  sad  and  '  unspeakable '  there  lay  for  my 
imagination  in  that  lace  article,  folded  up,  unskilfully  enough,  by 
man's  fingers — your  fingers;  and  wrapt  round  with  kind  written 
words.  But  so  it  was,  I  wept;  and,  if  this  was  not  receiving  yoor 
remembrance  in  tbe  properest  way,  I  beg  of  you  to  read  me  no  leo* 
ture  on  the  subject;  for  your  lectures  are  hateful  to  me  beyond  ex- 
pression, and  their  only  practical  result  is  to  strengthen  me  in  my 
own  course. 

My  husband  is  not  returned  yet,  is  now  at  his  mother's  in 
Scotland .1  He  will  come,  I  suppose,  the  beginning  of  next  week. 
These  three  weeks  of  solilude  have  passed  very  strangely  with  me. 
I  have  been  worn  out  by  what  the  cockneys  call '  mental  wony.' 
His  jury-trials,  his  influenza,  &c.,  all  things  had  been  against  ma 
For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  could  sympathize  with  Byron's 
Giaour ;  and,  so  soon  as  I  had  the  house  all  to  myself,  I  flung  my- 
self on  the  sofa,  with  the  feeling, 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest 
I  want  no  Paradise— but  rest! 

1  To  MUne's,  at  Fryston,  in  1841,  afterwards  to  Scotland. 
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And  accordiDgly  the  scope  of  my  being  ever  since  has  been  to  ap- 
proximate, as  nearly  as  possible,  to  nonentity.  And  I  flatter  my- 
self that  my  efforts  have  been  tolerably  successful.  Day  after  day 
has  found  me  stretched  out  on  my  sofa  with  a  circulating  library 
book  in  my  hand,  which  I  have  read,  if  at  all,  in  Darley's  fashion 
— '  one  eye  shut,  and  the  other  not  open.'  Evening  after  evening, 
I  have  dreamt  away  in  looking  into  the  fire,  and  wondering  to  see 
myself  here,  in  this  great  big  absurdity  of  a  world !  In  short  my 
existence  since  I  was  left  alone  has  been  an  apathy,  tempered  by 
emanations  of  the  'Minerva  Press.'  Promising!  Well,  I  shall 
liaTe  to  return  to  my  post  again  presently.  One  has  to  die  at  one's 
poet,  has  one  not?  The  wonderful  thing  for  me  is  always  the  pro- 
digiously long  while  one  takes  to  die.    But 

That  is  the  mystery  of  this  wonderful  history 
And  you  wish  that  you  could  tell! 

There  is  a  copy  of  '  Emerson's  Essays '  come  for  you  here.    I  wish 
you  good  of  them.    God  bless  you  I 

Ever  your  affectionate 

Jjlsr  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  29. 

This  letter,  which  I  did  not  know  of  before,  must  have  produced 
the  •  Foreign  Quarterly  Review '  article,  '  Characteristics  of  Ger- 
man €knius,'  which  occupies  pp.  382-422  in  vol.  i.  of  Hare's  Book. 
A  letter  which  tells  its  own  story;  solely,  in  regard  to  '  Forster '  it 
should  be  known  that  he  was  yet  but  a  new  untried  acquaintance, 
and  that  our  tone  towards  or  concerning  him,  both  as  '  critic '  and 
as  ever-obliging  friend,  greatly  improv^  itself,  on  the  ample  trial 
there  was. 

That  of  '  worst  critic  in  England  but  one '  was  John  Mill's  laugh- 
ing deliverance,  one  evening,  as  I  still  remember,  imitated  from 
C&mfoTfa  DUu  VatarU-demier  ear  ilya  presse, — T.  C. 

To  John  Sterling,  Esq,,  FcUmouth. 

Chelsea:  Jan.  10, 1943L 

My  dear  Friend, — ^I  find  myself  engaged  to  write  you  a  sort  of 
business  letter,  a  thing  which  lies,  one  would  say,  rather  out  of  my 
sphere.  But  as  I  have  not  troubled  you  with  many  letters  of  late, 
you  need  not  quarrel  with  the  present,  though  on  a  subject  as  un- 
congenial to  my  tastes  and  habits  as  it  can  possibly  be  to  yours, 
Mr.  '  Huzdy-Gurdy.' 
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There  is  alive  at  present  in  Qod's  unlTerae,  and  likelj  to  live, 
a  man,  Forster  by  name,  a  barrister,  without  practice,  leaidiiig  at 
number  fifty-eight  Lincoln's-Iun  Fields,  not  unknown  to  fame  as 
*  the  second  worst  critic  of  the  age,'  who  has  gained  himself  a  tol- 
erable footing  in  our  house  and  hearts,  by,  I  cannot  predaelj  say, 
what  merits.  Latterly,  Carlyle  has  not  thought  him  *  so  very  bad 
a  critic;'  for  he  finds  him  here  and  tliere  taking  up  a  notion  of  his 
own,  '  as  if  he  understood  it'  For  my  part,  I  have  always  thought 
rather  well  of  his  juilgment;  for,  from  the  first,  he  baa  displayed  a 
most  remarkable  clear-sightedness,  with  respect  to  myself;  tiiink- 
ing  me  little  short  of  being  as  great  a  genius  as  my  husband.  And 
you,  by  you  also  his  character  as  a  critic  has  deserved  to  be  redeemed 
from  contempt;  for  he  it  was  who  wrote  the  article  in  the  *  Exam- 
iner' in  praise  of  *Tlie  Election.' ^  Well!  all  this  preamble  was 
not  essential  to  the  understanding  of  what  is  to  follow;  but  at  least 
it  will  not  help  to  darken  it,  which  is  as  much  as  could  be  expected 
of  a  female  writer. 

This  man,  then,  has  been  taking  counsel  with  me — me  of  all 
people  that  could  have  boen  pitched  upon — how  to  give  new  life  to 
a  dying  Review,  '  The  Foreign,'  namely.*  It  has  passed  into  the 
hands  of  new  publishers,  Chapman  and  Hall,  active  and  moneyed 
men,  who  are  intent  on  raising  a  corps  of  new  worthy  contributors, 
who  are  somehow  (I  do  not  understand  that  part  of  it)  to  kill  and 
devour  the  old  editor,  a  Dr.  Worthington,  who  has  been  for  a  long 
time  'sitting  on  it  as  an  incubus.'  What  they  are  to  do  next,  that 
they  will  arrange,  I  suppose,  among  themselves.  Meanwhile^  of 
course,  they  are  to  be  handsomely  paid  for  their  pains. 

Now,  in  casting  our  eyes  about  for  men  of  genius,  fit  to  infoie 
new^  life  into  dead  matter,  there  naturally  slid  over  my  lips  your 
name,  '  John  Sterling,  if  the  **  Review"  could  be  helped  by  a  fifty- 
page  article  in  rhyme! '  *  Why  not  In  prose? '  said  Forster.  '  Ah! 
that  is  another  question ;  to  persuade  him  to  write  prose  would  not 
be  so  easy.'  *  At  all  events,'  said  Forster,  with  a  burst  of  enthusi- 
asm, '  he  can,  and  shall,  and  must  be  applied  to.'  And,  accord- 
ingly, he  took  your  address  for  that  purpose.  Having  consulted 
with  the  publishers,  for  whom  he  is  acting  gratuitously  as  Prime 
Minister,  for  tlie  mere  love  of  humanity  and  his  own  inward  glory, 
he  finds  that  it  were  the  most  promising  way  of  setting  about  the 
thing,  to  apply  to  you  through  some  personal  friend,  and  he  does 


^  Sterling*8  poem,  so  named.  *  Foreign  Qvarterlyt  that  Is. 
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me  the  honour  of  taking  me  for  such,  in  which  I  hope  he  is  not 
mistaken. 

To-day  I  have  a  letter  from  him,  from  which  I  extract  the  most 
Important  paragraph  (most  important  for  the  business  in  hand  that 
ia,  for  it  contains  an  invitation  to  dinner,  with  bright  schemes  for 
going  to  the  play):—*  Will  you  propose  the  article  on  Dante  to 
Maz^ni,  and  I  want  you  to  write  and  ask  John  Sterling  (indication 
of  celebrity)  to  write  an  article  for  the  next  ••  Foreign  Quarterly," 
placing  no  restraint  on  his  opinions  in  any  way.  If  he  will  but  con- 
sent to  do  anything,  he  may  be  as  radical  as  he  was  in  his  last  con- 
tribution to  Conservatism;  you  have,  if  your  kindness  will  take  it, 
full  authority  from  me.  This  Dr.  Worthington,  it  seems,  is  to  be 
got  rid  of,  and  as  speedily  as  possible.  If  these  two  articles  are 
supplied,  it  is  supposed  that  they  will  go  far  towards  knocking  him 
oa  the  head — a  matter  of  much  desirability.  That  done,  Carlyle 
must  help  these  active  and  excellent  publishers  to  a  good  man. 

'  Thackeray  proposes '  (remember  all  this  is  strictly  private,  you 
who  accuse  me  of  blabbing)  *  offering  to  keep  a  hot  kitchen  (the 
grand  editorial  requisite)  on  a  thousand  a  year.  To  that  there  are 
one  or  two  objections.  But  he  is  going  to  write  an  article  on 
France  and  Louis  Philippe,  which,  if  he  chooses  to  take  pains,  none 
eoald  do  better,  &c,  &c. 

Bo  there  you  have  my  story.  Can  you  do  anything  with  it? 
Sren  if  it  were  only  for  my  private  consolation,  I  should  like  to  see 
some  prose  from  you  once  more  in  this  world.  Think  and  answer. 
There  is  written  on  the  margin  of  the  letter  I  have  quoted,  '  The 
articles  as  soon  as  possible!'  To  which  I  answered,  'If  John 
Sterling  does  the  thing  at  all,  to  be  sure  he  will  do  it  fast.'  Carlyle 
bids  me  say  that  he  is  purposing  to  write  to  you  in  two  days. 

Remember  me  in  all  kindness  to  your  wife,  and  believe  me, 

Ever  affectionately  yours  '  til  deth,* 

Janb  Cabltia. 

I  have  your  little  Florentine  Villa  framed  and  hung  up,  and  I 
look  at  it  very  often  for  its  own  beauty  and  your  sake.^ 

1  It  is  stm  htte,  in  my  drwMiiiffKslosst  (April,  laSQ. 
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LETTER  80. 

The  enclosed  notee,  I  suppose,  are  from  Forater.  Mn,  Ti|kr, 
who  used  to  be  well  known  to  xis,  became  afterwtfda  J(dm  MUl's 
wife.— T.  C. 

To  John  Sterling,  E§q.,  Fblmauth. 

ChelMa:  Thunday,  Jam-Mb.  1811. 

My  Dear  Friend, — The  inclosed  notes,  one  to  yourself  and 
anoUier  to  myself,  will  settle,  I  hope,  the  question  of  the  arUde  In 
a  satisfactory  manner,  without  my  playing  at  editors  any  farther, 
or  eyen  dawning  further  on  your  astonished  sense  as  the  Armida  of 
the  '  Foreign  Quarterly'  (Cavaignac  used  to  call  Mrs.  Taylor  'the 
Armida  of  the  "  London  and  Westminster. " ')  I  was  clearly  bom  for 
the  ornamental  rather  than  the  useful,  and  I  haye  no  faitii  In  any- 
thing being  done  by  going  into  the  teeth  of  one's  nature. 

You  nsk  me  liow  I  like  your  last  scndings?  In  answer  I  must 
begin  a  good  way  off.  When  you  took  it  into  your  head  to  make  a 
quarrel  witli  me  about '  Tiie  Election,'  ^  actually  to  complain  of  me 
to  my  ]uis))and !  (complaining  of  me  to  myself  would  not  have  been 
half  so  provoking);  when  you  thus  exposed  me  to  yoaknew  sol 
what  mntrimonial  thunders,  which  however  did  not  on  that  occatioa 
so  much  as  begin  to  rumble,  my  husband  knowing  me  to  be  inno- 
cent in  the  transaction  as  a  sucking  dove;  I  was  angry,  natnraQy. 
Et  tu  brute !  Had  I  loved  you  little,  I  should  not  have  minded; 
but  loving  you  ranch,  I  regarded  myself  as  d^femme  ineampriBe,  and, 
what  was  still  worse,  maltreated.  And  so,  there  and  then,  '  I  rag* 
istered'  (like  O'Connell)  'a  vow  in  heaven,*  never  to  meddle  or 
make  with  manuscript  of  yours  any  more,  unless  at  your  own  par- 
ticular bidding.  Accordingly,  these  manuscripts,  sent  to  Garlyle, 
I  have  not  had  once  in  my  hands.  The  l)est  passages  that  he  found 
in  them  he  read  aloud  to  me;  that  was  his  pleasure,  and  so  I  felt 
myself  at  liberty  to  hear  and  admire.  But  from  hearing  only  the 
best  passages,  one  can  form  no  true  judgment  as  to  the  whole,  so  I 
am  not  prepared  to  offer  any.  Now  that  you  have  asked  me 
my  opinion,  I  should  have  fallen  with  all  my  heart  to  reading 
*  Strafford,'  which  was  stMl  here;  but  Carlyle,  I  knew,  did  not  like 
it  OS  a  whole,  whereas  I  liked  extremely  those  passages  he  had  read 


>  8terlin(if*8  poem,  some  secret  about  which  Sterling  suppoied  Mia.  Caiijle 
to  haTe  repealed. 
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to  me,  aud  X  liked  better  to  part  with  il  io  ibe  admiring  roood  tbaa 
the  tlisparagiog  out;  and  who  (.-ould  mj-,  if  I  read  it  all,  but  I 
should  turu  tn  his  wny  of  thiuking  nboul  il?  So  there  you  bnvc 
my  caofeuiout  Ocly  Ibis  I  need  to  tell  you — I  would  uot  give 
your  last  letter  to  C.  tor  the  best  drama  ol  Bbukeapenre!  and  I  care 
little  what  comes  of  John  Sterling  (be  poet,  sa  lung  u  John  Ster- 
ling the  mftD  to  all  tbat  my  heart  wiabes  bim  to  bo. 
God  bless  you,  &ad  rememlier  me  always  aa 

Your  true  friend, 


^BKioi 


J  A  HE  CaRLTLS. 

irtly  after  this  letter  tbereeame  ill  news  from  Templand— ill 
.  or  which  l<i  her  vigilant  iiffectinn  bnd  iin  ill  sound  in  them, 
which  indeed  was  soon  fuUowed  by  a  doleful  and  Irrepiirnble 
liy  there.  Somciblug  in  a  letter  of  her  niollier'e,  touching 
lightly  vnotigh  on  Bonw  disorder  of  hcaltli  sbe  was  under,  and  treat- 
iog  the  case  as  common  and  of  no  signiflpiinre,  nl  once  exciteil  my 
poor  Jcnnnie's  suspicion,  and  I  had  lo  write  to  Dr.  Rus»e1l.'  af^king 
"idcntiidly,  and  as  if  for  myself  only,  what  Ibe  real  state  of  mat- 
'aal  Tbe  Doctor  answered  cautiously,  yet  on  the  whole  Lope- 
Ihoiigh  not  without  some  ambiguity,  which  waa  far  enough 

JuieliDg  our  suspicions  here;  ana  ncconlingly,  almost  by  next 
Pebniary  28  or  21  I  find  it  must  have  been),  came  tidings  of 
__  uh«,'  Bpoplectic,  paralytic;  imuiediate  danger  now  over,  but 
ire  dauger  fatally  evident! 

'~  "wor  little  woman  instantly  got  rcndy.    That  snme  aiglit 
iluiterfng,  rnlny  night,  dfirkness  without  us  and  wiiliin),  I 
'  hw  to  Eusinn  equare  for  Ibe  cveiiinc  train  lo  Liverpool. 
.._  deaf,  or  all  but  deaf,  to  any  worda  of  bojie  I  could  urge. 
Bliali  I  forget  ber  look  as  she  snl  in  llie  mil wiij  carriage. seal 
the  window,  slili  close  liy  me.  but  toiully  s.ik'nl;  her  bciiutiful 
full  of  Borrowful  affection,  gloomy  pnin,  and  expectation,  goz- 
..mdily  forward,  as  if  questioning  tiie  liuge  darkness,  while  the 
In  rollea  away.     Alas,  ut  Liverpool,  ber  cousins  (Maggie  still 
"anbers  il  here,  after  twenty-seven  years)  had  to  answer.  "All 
—  Tempinnd.  cousin,  gone,  gone!'  and  with  difBculty,  and 


b  all  tbe  iogenully  of  love  and  pity,  got  ber  conveyed  t 

MTV  86.  1ms.  Iier       .....  .^    - 

ifully  the  Hnal  t 


,. F-J.P- ^■-      -      ^f^' 

t  niolher  had  depaned;  that  'first  stroke' 
le.  '  Uncle  Jolin.'  Ac.,  from  Liverpool,  had 
d  now  no  sister  to  welcome  liim;  btithc  Templand  all  fallen 
k  and  silent  now;  Sister  Jcnonie.  Father  Waller,  Sister  Grizzle 
Jt  no  more  there. 

S  followed  lo  Liverpool  two  days  after  (funeral  already  not  to  be 

Kbed  by  me),  found  my  poor  Jeannie  still  in  bed,  sick  of  body, 

n  more  of  mind  and  heart,  miserable  as  I  lind  never  seen  ber. 

me  night  I  went  by  mail-coat^h  (no  railway  farther  for  me) 

lisle,  tfeoce  through  Anaau,  Ac.  aud  was  at  Templand  next 


■  Of  Thornlilll.  ni 


r  Templand. 
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morning  for  a  late  breakfast.  Jonmej  In  all  parts  of  it  fltffi 
Btrungoly  memomble  to  mc.  Weather  hard,  hoar-frosW,  windv; 
\irruin  in  un  old  dressing-gown  with  mackintosh  buttonedf  round  it, 
I  ciicctually  kept  out  the  cold,  and  had  a  strange  night  of  it,  on  the 
solitary  coach-roof,  under  the  waste-blowine  skies,  through  the 
mountains,  to  Carlisle.  It  must  have  been  Saturday,  I  now  find, 
Carlisle  nmrket-day.  Other  side  of  that  city  we  met  groups  of  mar- 
ket-people :  nt  length  groups  of  Scotch  farmers  or  dealers  solidly 
jogirin?  thiiher,  in  some  of  which  I  recognized  old  school-fellovrs! 
Acertaiu  'Jock  Beatiie.*  perhaps  twelve  years  my  senior,  a  big 
good-humoured  feli(»w  tinishin<r  his  arithmetics,  &c.,who  used  to  be 
rather  good  to  me,  him  I  distinctly  noticed  after  flve-and-tweoty 
years,  grown  to  a  grizzled.  bluevi.sjiged  sturdy  giant,  sunk  in  com- 
Sorters  and  woollen  wnippagcs.  plod- plodding  there  at  a  stout  pace, 
and  still  good-hum ouredly.  to  Carlisle  market  (as  a  big  bacon-dealer, 
«Sco.,  it  afterwards  appeared),  and  had  various  thoughts  about  him, 
far  iis  he  was  from  thought  of  me!  Jock's  father,  a  prosperoui 
enough  country -carpenter,  near  by  the  kirk  and  school  of  Hoddam, 
was  thrice-grc^it  as  a  ruUnj^-claer  (indeed,  a  very  lone-headed, 
strictly  orthodox  man),  well  known  to  my  father,  though  I  think 
silently  not  so  well  approved  of  in  all  points.  '  Wull  Beattie,' wsi 
mv  father's  name  for  him.  Jock's  eldest  brother,  '  Sandy  Beattie,' 
a  I'robationer  (Licentiate  of  the  Burgher  Church),  stepplnff  into  oar 
school  one  day.  mvagc  then  between  seven  and  eight,  una  reported 
to  my  father  that  \  must  go  into  Latin,  that  I  was  wasting  my  time 
otherwise,  which  brought  me  a  Ruddiman*s  '  Rudiments,'  some- 
thing of  an  event  in  the  distance  of  the  past.  At  Annan,  in  the 
rimy-hazy  morning.  I  sat  gazing  on  the  old  well-known  houses,  on 
the  simmering  populations  now  all  new  to  me — very  strange,  these 
old  unaltered  stone-and-mortar  edifices,  with  their  inmates  changed 
and  gone! — meanwhile  there  stalked  post,  in  some  kind  of  rusty  gar* 
niturc  against  the  cold,  a  dull,  gloomy,  hulk  of  a  figure,  whom  I 
clearly  recognized  for  *  Dr.  AVaugh,*^'  luckless  big  goose  (with 
something  better  in  him  toii.  which  all  went  to  failure  and  futility), 
who  is  to  me  so  tragically  memorable!  Him  I  saw  in  this  unseen 
manner:  him  and  no  other  known  to  me  there — him  also  for  the 
last  time.  Six  miles  farther,  I  passed  my  sister  Maiy  Austio'e 
farmstead  in  Cummertrees.  Poor  kind  Mary!  little  did  she  dream 
of  me  so  near!  At  Dumfries,  my  sister  Jean,  who  had  got  some 
inkling,  was  in  waiting  where  the  coach  stopped;  she  half  hj 
force  hurried  mc  over  to  her  house,  which  was  near,  gave  me  a  hot 
cup  of  tea,  &c. ,  and  had  mc  back  again  in  plenty  of  time.  Soon 
after  10  a.m.  I  was  silently  set  down  by  the  wayside,  beckoned  a 
hedger  working  not  far  off  to  carry  my  portmanteau  the  bit  of  fur- 
long necessary,  and.  wiih  thoughts  enough  articulate  and  inartica- 
late,  entered  the  old  Templand^now  become  so  new  and  ghastly. 

For  two  months  and  more  I  liad  to  continue  there,  sad  but  not 
unhappy.  Good  John  Welsh,  with  his  eldest  daughter  Helen  and 
a  lady  cousin  of  his,  good  active  people,  were  there  to  welcome  me, 
and  had  the  house  all  in  order.    In  about  a  week  these  all  went, 


>  Bee  Bemfnifcencef ,  p.  49.    Harper's  Edition. 
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but  left  an  excellent  old  serrant;  and  for  the  resl  of  the  Uroe  I 

was  u  if  in  perfect  solitude— my  converae  with  ilie  mule  universe 

mainly,    Mucb  Iliere  was  to  suttle,  and  I  liad  to  speak  and  oegoti-i- 

■le  with  various  pcoijle.  Duke's  furra-ageniB;  but  that  was  only  al 

rvala  and  for  brief  limes;  and,  indeed,  all  that  could  have 

1  Bnished  soon,  had  the  Sigent  peopis  (fuctor,  Biibfactora,  Ac. , 

E)  been  defioiie  and  alert  with  inc.  wUich  Ihev  bv  no  means 

Nay,  ere  long,  I  myself  grew  eecrelly  to  like  the  entire  8c- 

~i,  Ibe  damb  company  of  oartb  and  eky,  and  did  not  push  as 

it  have  done.     Once  or  twice  I  drove  across  the  hills  to  An 

Je;  bad  one  of  my  brotliers,  Jnniie  or  Alick.  aa  this  or  tlic 

'errand,'  over  to  tne  for  a  day;  had  my  dear  old  mothei'  foi' 

ipa  a  week  nt  one  time;  I  bad  also  friendly  calls  to  make 

lolutely  refusing  all  dinners);  but  on  the  whole  felt  that  silence 

ft  the  wholesome,  atrengllienine,  and  wciconie  element.    I  walked 

Kftl  deal,  my  ihouglits  sad  and  solemn,  seldom  or  never  meanly 

fcfiil— somrtiines  in  ilie  great  joyless  sioiclsm  (greaios  life  itself), 

petimcBof  victorious  or  hlgb.     The  flgure  of  ihc  actual  terres- 

■1  'sprios'  (the  first  I  Laa  seen  for  years,  tbe  last  I  ever  iaw) 

il  beanitml,  symbolic  to  me.lull  of  wild  grandeur  and  meanings. 

^day,  now  bright  sunshine  and  a.  lings  of  bupeful  greeu,  then 

■denty  the  storm-cloud  seru  gathering  iteelf  far  up  in  the  centre 

Ftfae  bills,  and  anon  rushing  down  in  mod  fury,  by  its  several 

Beys  (Hilfa.  &c,.  &c.,  which  I  could  couni):  a  catjopy  of  circular 

^n.  split  Into  tpokti.  and  whitening  everything  with  aoowl    I 

I  not  read   much— nothing   that  I   now   recolldot;  'Cromwell' 

-\a,  which  were  then  my  serious  reading,  were,  of  couise.  all 

;iielsea.     By  some  accident,  now  foreoiteD,  I  bad  slid  into 

^thlQg  of  correspondence  with  Lockhart  more  than  I  ever 

Bbefore  or  after;  three  or  four  altogether  friendly,  serious,  and 

tnt  ootes  from  him  I  remember  there,  which  1  doubt  are  Dot 

nexistenoe.    A  hard,  proud,  but  thoroughly  honest,  singularly 

Inielligeut,  and  also  afTectionate  man.  whom  in  tbe  distance  I  es- 

teemed  more  than  perhaps  he  ever  knew.    Seldom  did  I  speak  to 

Idm;  but  hardly  ever  without  learning  and  gaining  eomctliing, 

'  Satan  Montgomery,'  too,  I  was  surprised  by  a  letter  or  two, 

g  me  {absurdly  enough)  to  '  review '  some  new  book  of  his 

1  rigmarole  ou  'Luther,'  I  believe),  "Oh,  review  it,  you 

p  don;  you  who,'  Ac,  &c  T    Windy  soul,  flung  aloft  by  popular 

nrion,  lie  soon  after  died  with  all  hi«  vanities  and  gloriesi 

My  plan  ot  bnsineM  had  at  first  been,  ■  Let  us  keep  this  house 

ntd  ganlcn  as  they  are,  and  sublet  tbe  land;  no  prettier  place  ot 

refuge  for  us  could  be  in  the  world '. '     But  iny  poor  darling  stirank 

utterly  from  that,  could  not  hear  of  it  in  bertrokeu  heart;  which, 

tlaa,  was  natural  too;  so  1  had  to  gel  ihe  lease  valued,  cancelled: 

^^"  tfl  everything,  aouihilate  all  yealige  of  our  past  time  there,  n 

—^  I  now  again  almost  regret;  aniT  certain  13-,  for  Ihe  moment, 

br&B  in  itself  a  very  sad  operation.    The  day  of  the  household 

"),  wlitcb  was  horrible  to  me,  I  fled  away  to'Crawford  Church- 

0  miles  aft.  through  the  pass  of  Balveen,  Ac),  leaving  my 

.js   in   charge   of  everything;   spent   the   day   Ihcre   by  my 

ir-fn-lan'a  grave  and  iu  driving  thither  and  back;  the  du<f 
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WM  of  bright  veatber,  the  road  sUenl  and  aoUtair.  I  was  D.. 
very  mleerable;  it  was  ratbcr  like  a  day  of  religious  warship,  till  hfc' 
the  eveuing.  williin  short  way  of  Templand  B«ain,  I  met  peoplk 
carryibK  furtiUurc  (Oh  heaven;  found  Teuiplatufa  ruin,  x  if  soiq 
wltli  salt;  and  had.  from  varioos  causes,  an  altogether  sorry  ni^ 
iaTbornhtll.  Tedious  pedantic  'factor' still  Uo^riag  and  loiHi 
iug.  1  had  Biill  to  wait  at  Swisbrig.  with  occasional  rides  acraL,^ 
to  liim,  and  messages  and  urgencies,  before  ha  would  eoDcliuli 
'  paltry  liitle  Btruttiug  creature,'  thought  I  sometimes  (wron^ulli 
1  have  been  lold;  at  any  rale,  the  poor  little  soul  ie  now  dt* 
rt^itteal,  reqvitteal /).  It  was  not  till  the  beginning  ol  Hay  Ot 
I  got  actually  buck  to  Chelsea,  where  oiy  poor  aorrow-slricken  dl 
ling  with  Jeanuie,  her  Liverpool  cousin,  had  been  all  Ibla  wbiU| 
and  of  course,  though  making  little  noise  about  it,  was  longing  H 
liave  me  back. 

Her  letters  during  t1iost<  two  montlia  of  absence  seem  to  be  tU 
lost.    I  remember  their  tone  of  mournful  tenderness;  the  busloew 

rart,  DO  doubt,  related  to  the  bits  of  memorials  and  household  mlid 
was  to  bring  with  mo,  which,  accordin^y,  were  all  carcfulb 
poukod  and  conveyed,  and  remain  hero  in  pious  preservation  tullli 
day;  a  poor  praying  diild,  aome  lielpleas  enough  rustic  carving  lA 
fuoernl  jet.  commemorative  of  'John  Welsh  ';  iJiese  and  other  su*^ 
Ibings,  which  had  pleased  her  mother,  thoush  in  secret  not  AfT,  a 
now  accepted  witli  repentant  fondness,  and  Kept  as  precious.  S 
bad  great  care  about  maltcrs  of  that  kind;  had  a  real,  tbouck  im 
believing,  notion  about  omens,  luck,  '  first  foot '  on  New  Yeart 
morning,  &•:. ;  in  fact,  with  the  cl<?urcst  and  steadiest  dlscemigi 
head,  a  tremulously  loving  hearll  I  louud  her  looklug  pale,  tb^ 
weak;  she  did  not  complain  of  healtii.  but  was  evidently  suffdniu 
tiuti  way  too:  what  she  did  feci  was  of  the  mind,  of  the  heart  sun 
in  heaviness;  and  of  ibis  also  she  said  little,  even  to  me  not  mtio^ 
Words  could  not  avail;  a  mother  and  mother's  love  were  gone,  ijk 
revocable:  the  sunny  fields  of  the  post  had  all  become  sunless,  (att 
ful,  sorrowful,  Hod  would  smilo  no  morel  A  mother  dead:  U  Is 
an  epoch  for  us  all ;  and  to  each  one  of  us  it  comes  with  a  pungene^ 
as  it  peculiar,  a  look  as  of  originaliij  and  singularity!  Oaoe  W 
oftener  she  spoke  to  me  in  emptiatic  self-reproach,  in  vehement  re- 
pentance about  her  mother;  though  seldom  had  any  daughter  ia>' 
irlnsically  leas  ground  for  such  a  fueling.  But,  alas,  we  all  bavK. 
ground  for  iti  could  wc  but  think  of  it  sooner;  ineipressibte  tlw 
sadness  to  think  of  it  loo  late.  That  little  fact  of  the  '  two  candlea'J 
mentioned  above,'  reserved  in  sad  penitence  to  be  her  own  deatb* 
lights  after  seven-and -twenty  years — what  a  voice  is  in  thai,  pieroiiw 
to  one's  very  soul  I  All  her  mother's  '  poor  people,'  poor  old  hal& 
craKy  'Hary  Hills.'  and  several  others  (for  Hrs.  Welsh  was  evMF 
beneocent  and  soft  of  heart),  she  look  the  strictest  inheritance  of, 
and  punctually  transmilled  from  Iter  own  small  pin-money  their' 
respective  doles  at  the  due  day,  till  the  last  of  them  dlod  as4 
needed  no  gift  more.  I  well  remember,  now  with  emotion  enougj^ 
ilie  small  bank  cheques  I  used  to  write  for  her  on  those  occaaiou^ 

I,  p.  SIS.   Barper*!  Edltlcn. 
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■CCUrAlel;  paid  me  on  llie  Hpot.  from  her  own  nnal),  small 
money  (I  do  believe,  tlie  smallest  aoy  actual  LodiIod 
;  was  evcremphHtiCiLlly  such,  tlien  Lad).  How  beuutifiil 
oble  poverty!  richer,  perliaps.  Ibiin  the  noblcBl  wt-altli!  Por 
TtBt.  1  too  hnve  my  self-reproaches;  my  flympalhy  for  her, 
;b  alscerB  sod  Loneat,  wm  not  alwnya  perfect;  no.  not  as  ben 
le  Id  the  like  case  had  been.  Once,  and  oncu  only,  »be  even  said 
J  (I  forget  altogether  for  whsl)  some  thricesad  words,  '  It  Is 
flret  time  you  show  impulience  with  my  grief,  dear' — worda 
Eh  piun  my  heart  at  this  moment.  Ah  moT  '  loo  late';  I  also 
ktc! 

"lie  summer  could  not  but  pass  heavily  in  this  manncri  but  it 
grow  quieter  and  quieter.  Little  cousin  Jeannie  was  very 
itionnte  and  good;  my  onn  return  hod  brought  Gomething  of 
1  into  the  household;  various  kind  friends  we  had,  who  came 
It  u*  diligently.  Time  itadf.  the  grand  soother  and  physician, 
Bilonlly  ossuagine— never  fiiils  to  do  so,  unless  one  is  oneself 
near  the  Jinw,'  Towards  autumn  Mrs.  Buller,  who  had  at  the 
meeting,  years  ago.  recognized  my  Jeanuie,  nnd  always,  I 
..  liked  her  better  and  beticr,  persuaded  her  to  a  visit  of  some 
weeks  out  to  TrostoD  in  Sufiolk,  where  Ura.  Buller  herself 
fausband  were  rusiicatiug  with  thu  Rev.  Itcginald,  their  young- 
ioa.  who  was  parson  there.  This  visit  look  effect,  and  even 
>ered  beyond  hope,  agreeable  in  every  psBeiitial  woy;  unier- 
]g  to  the  parties;  and  lasted  beyond  bargulu.  It  was  the 
rtssn^enliig  lo  the  sight  of  life  for  my  poor  Ilea  vy-l  ad  en  one; 
tiary  turning  aside,  what  we  cull  diversion,  of  those  sod  cur- 
aai  Bad  slngnandos  of  thought  Into  fruitfuller  course;  and, 
lit,  did  her  a  great  deal  of  good.  Lucid  account  is  given  of 
Ibe  aix  following  letters  which  we  have  now  arrived  at,  whioh 
Uncollect  right  well.— T.  C. 
'ore  these  letters,  I  introduce  I^ 


To  Mr:  RuiuU,  ThornhiU. 

h  Cheyne  Bav.  Clielsea  ■.  Tueiday,  ApHl  IM. 
dear  Mrs.  RusmII,— I  sit  down  to  write  to  you  at  laatl  But 
to  put  inlo  written  wordawhst  lieaforyouinmy  heartl  If  1 
beaide  you,  I  feel  as  if  1  should  throw  myself  on  your  neck, 
fsy  myself  to  rest  like  a  sick  child.  At  this  distance,  to  ask  in 
illng  all  the  heart  breaking  tUlags  I  would  know  o(  you, 
to  My  all  the  kind  things  I  would  say  for  her  and  myself,  is 
id  quite  impossible  for  me.  You  will  come  and  see  me,  will 
not,  before  very  long?     I  can  never  go  there  asbtu-,  Wl 
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fou  will  come  to  mef  travelling  1e  made  so  easy  oowt  And  t 
sliould  feel  suck  graLification  in  receiving  into  my  own  house  oH 
who  vaa  ever  bo  deuriy  welcome  in  hers,  aud  wUo,  o[  all  nlio  lured' 
Ler,  was,  bjr  one  ead  chance  and  another,  the  only  one  whose  loTflif 
was  any  help  lo  her  when  she  most  netded  our  lovet  Sh 
you  for  the  comfort  you  gave  her,  and  you  etiall  be  bleased  for  ft 
here  and  hereafter.  The  dying  blessing  of  such  n  pure  (eivent 
heart  aa  hers  cannot  have  been  pronounced  on  you  lu  Tain;  and', 
take  my  blessing  also,  'kind  sweet' woman!  a  leas  bo)y  c 
not  iesa  eincerely  given! 

Will  you  wear  the  little  thing  I  inclose  b  remembrance  of 
me.  and  of  tliia  lime?  You  will  also  receive,  tlirough  mjr 
cousin  in  Liverpool,  a  little  box,  and  scarf,  ot  hers,  which  I  an 
sure  you  will  like  lo  liuve;  aud  iilong  with  these  will  be  sent' 
to  your  care  a  shawl  for  Margaret  Hiddlestone,  who  is  another  Iti 
I  shall  think  of  with  grateful  affection,  as  long  as  I  live,  for  tbi 
comfort  wliioh  she  bestowed  on  her  during  the  last  weeka, 
think  Dr.  Russell  has  some  of  her  books;  I  desired  that  he  ibould. 
have  them.  He  has  given  me  an  inestimable  gift  in  that  letter;  I 
which  I  deeply  thank  Idm,  and  for  so  much  else.  Remember  mfr* 
to  your  father.  1  sent  him  the  poor  old  Dibtet  last  week;  I  know 
he  used  to  get  it  from  her.  Will  you  write  two  or  three  lines  U 
my  Aunt  Ann — you  sometimes  write  lo  her,  1  believe— and  say  H 
her  that,  although  returned  to  Lonilon,  and  a  good  deal  belter  it 
health,  I  am  still  incapable  of  much  exertion  of  any  sort,  and  hnvl 
not  yet  set  about  answering  my  letters?  She  sent  me  a  loug  m 
moQ,  to  which  she  has.  no  doubt,  looked  for  some  reply;  ll  w 
well  meant,  and  I  would  not  oSend  her,  but  I  am  not  up  to  cor 
apondences  o[  that  sort  just  now. 

All  good  be  with  you  all.  Think  of  me.  and  pray  for  me;  I  han 
much  need  of  more  help  than  lies  In  myself,  to  bear  up  against  th>^ 
■troke  that  has  fallen  on  me. 

Ever  aflectionalely  yours, 

Jake  Gabltls. 
LETTER  S3, 
7b  3fit*  Marpartt  WtUh.*  Lietrpod. 

Chelsea;  Frldsr-  Jul7  IB.  IBO. 

Hy  dear  Maggie. — It  was  a  good  thouglii  in  you  to  eend  me  tb 
little  purse,  and  1  feel  very  grateful  lo  you  for  it.    This  last  birth- 

>  D«acbl«r  of  John  Welab,  alstar  at  Hel«ii. 
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guy  WBS  very  ud  for  me,  as  }rou  maj  cually  suppose,  vetj  unlike 
vrliBt  it  waa  Issi  year,  aod  all  former  yenra;  aud  I  ueeded  nil  ilie 
bekrttrmng  Uind  souls  coulil  give  me.  But.  by  3'oui'  luoduFss  aod 
Ibat  o[  ulbcre,  ttie  day  was  gol  over  n-JIh  less  of  a  forsnken  feeling 
ilian  (Muld  have  been  aniicipated.  Ooly  think  of  my  huebaad,  loo, 
liartug  given  me  a  Utile  presenll  he  wlio  never  allenda  to  Bucb 
noaienscs  ns  birthdays,  and  wbo  dislikes  Dotliing  id  tlie  world  so 
much  a*  going  into  a  ^op  to  buy  aoythiDg.  even  liia  ova  trowsers 
and  coat&:  so  llml.  lo  iho  coastcrnation  of  cockney  tailors.  I  am 
obliged  Ui  go  tiboiit  Ibeui.  Well,  be  actually  risked  himself  in  b 
tweller'a  shop,  and  bouglit  me  a  very  nice  smcillag-botilel '  I  cao- 
Pt  lell  you  hon  aae  bis  little  gift  made  me.  as  well  as  glad ;  it  ytte 
k  Orsi  tliiDg  of  ilie  kind  be  ever  gave  to  me  In  bis  life.  lo  great 
1  he  Li  always  kind  and  considerate;  but  these  little  Dtteo- 
BB.  Which  we  women  attach  so  much  importance  to.  be  was 
T  In  tlie  habit  of  rendering  to  nnyoDL-:  bis  up-brlnglag,  and  tbe 
brcrc  lura  of  mind  lie  has  from  nature,  hod  alike  iodlsposed  bim 
rarde  them.  And  now  ibe  desire  to  replace  to  me  tbe  irre- 
Mble.  Di^es  him  as  good  !u  liule  things  as  be  used  to  be  in 
I. 

Bclen's  box  arrived  this  morning:  so  llkeaTempIandboxl   Alas, 
bil  ibose  prcscn-cal    I  knd  tboughl  about  making  some  all  tills 
nd  never  could  bring  myself  to  set  about  it.    It  was  not  only 
e  Lhem.  but  to  learn  to  make  them,  for  me;  and  I  had  flnolly 
iHled  it  with  myself  that  I  must  be  stronger  before  I  did  such  out- 
P'the-way  tbioga.     So  that  in  every  way  Helen's  present  is  Wei- 
ll of  all  welcome  for  tbe  kind  consideration  it  shows  for 
J  hclplcssnees.  and  the  quantity  of  renlly  disagreeable  laiiotir  she 
R  imposed  on  herself  for  my  sake.     Give  Iter  my  kindest  love. 
d  say  I  will  write  in  a  day  or  two  to  berself.     1  have  been  mean- 
n  write  to  bcr  every  day  this  week  back,  but  the  pigs  have 
rays  run  through  tbe  good  inlenlion, 
Ijeaanie  eiprewes  surprise  nt  lUc  fancy  of  "sendisg  coffee  to 
^«Ucn;'  but,  for  my  share,  1  find  the  '  fancy '  extremely  reoaon- 
it,  considering  that  wben  1  was  in  Liverpool  I  brought  coffee 

B  there  lo  Chelsea,  and  a  very  good  speculation  it  turned  out. 

Tbaak  my  nncle  for  hia  golden  hiss.    I  am  thinking  seriously 

wbat  10  do  with  it.  as  I  never  eat  snaps;  and  besides  would  rather 
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inveat  aucli  an  smouut  of  capital  in  sometbiDg  ol  a  permaneDt  cbifr 
acter,  thnt  inlgbl  remind  me  of  him  more  iigreeably  tU&ii  hy  i 
digeilion;  bill,  for  tny  life,  I  cauaot  6s  upun  anvlhiiig  Itiat  1  nee^ 
and  to  buy  aomelLiiig  Ibul  I  feel  to  be  superfluous  is  so  little  i 
w&y  I  I  think  I  atiiiU  lei  11  bo  in  the  puree  Tor  good  luck  till  winl^ 
and  then  buy  somethiug  particularly  cosy  to  put  about  my  thnm^ 

As  to  '  Miss  Jeannle's '  return,  I  can  only  tell  you  that  Deitber  J 
nor  anybody  else  bereabouta  sbon'  aoy  symploms  of  '  tiriog  of  her) 
the  Brat  person  to  lire.  I  imagine,  will  be  herself.  Her  picture  b 
come  borne  from  the  fratne-ninkcr,  and  looks  very  fine  indeed  in  Hii 
gllc  ornamentnlity.  I  Iliink  it  perfectly  like,  aud  a  beautiful  litlk 
picture  wilhai,  wherein,  however.  I  differ  from  many  peraons.  wtac 
say  it  'ia  not  fiaitered  enough';  us  if  a  picture  must  needs  be  Alt' 
terod  to  be  what  it  ought  to  bo. 

We  won't  down  the  water  last  night  In  take  tea  with  the  Cbaplilit 
nf  Guy's  Hospltnl;  found  bim  and  hts  wife  in  ttie  country,  and  hi 
to  return  tca-lcaa,  ratlior  belated,  and  extremely  cold;  tho  coon- 
quence  of  which  beHtc  Is,  Ibnt  to-day  I  am  hoarse,  witb  a  oonillk 
liead  nnd  sorei.'^b  tliro.ii;  so  you  will  excuse  my  horrible  wcUiog^ 
God  bless  you  all, 

Ever  your  aKectionate  Cousin, 

Jane  CAm.TT.K. 

LETTER  83, 

The  BuUer  family  consisted  of  three  Boct:  Charles,  M.P.  &c.,  >■ 
man  of  diatiaguisbod  taculiiea  and  qualities,  who  was  now  at  lenglk 
rising  into  recognition,  influence,  and  distinction;  and  might  han 
risen  far,  had  his  temper  of  mind  been  more  atubbornly  taruett: 
porhnps  I  may  say,  had  his  boddy  couslitntion  been  more  robusU 
Fur  he  was  of  weak  heitlih.  lamed  of  a.  kg  in  childhood:  hud 
airy  winged  turn  of  thought,  flowing  out  In  lambencies  of  beautiftf 
Bpoulaoeoua  wit  and  fancy,  which  were  much  admired  in  society^ 
and  too  much  attracted  bim  thither;  so  that,  with  all  his  int«gri~ 
clcverness«and  constant  veracity  of  intellect  aud  of  character, 
did  not,  nor  ever  could,  as  a  'refonncr.'eo  much  express  bis  inborn 
detesiBtlon  of  the  base  aud  false  by  practically  worktnft  to  undo  ft, 
as  by  showering  wltiy  scorn  upon  it;  Id  which,  indeed.  I  never  saw 
his  rival,  had  Hint  been  the  way  to  do  good  upon  It.  Poor  Charlet. 
only  five  years  afterwards  he  died,  amid  universal  regret,  which  did 
not  last  King,  not  amount  to  anythingi  He  lind  procured  for  hl» 
younger  hroifier  Arthur,  who  was  my  other  pupil,  some  law  nppoitA' 
ment  In  Ccvlon.  which  proved  eulflclont;  and  fnr  his  youngest: 
broih&r  Reginald  (who  used  to  diuo  with  me  in  Edinburgh  in  th4 
tutor  times,  an  airy,  pen-drawing,  skipping  clever  enough  litllo 
creature  then}  a  ricbihh  country  living;  where,  aa  ullerly  stupid 
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sonmoleat  'BeTereud  IncumLetit.'  Le  placidly  vegetated  tkeoce- 
tortb,  aDd  sUll  TCgetates.  Thackeray  tlie  novelist  bad  been  a 
college  compuiiOD  of  his  own;  tliat  perliups  is  dow  tila  chief  dia> 
Uoctloa. 

M.T.  and  Hra.  Charles  Buller,  senior,  who  now  lend  a  aomewtiut 
□Dtuodic  life,  in  tlie  mEmuer  of  es-lndiana  of  distinction,  were  su- 
perior people  both;  penons  of  sound  judgment,  of  con  side  ra  1)1  o 
culture  ona  experience,  ot  thorouglily  polite  manners  (Madam  con- 
■iderablj  In  the  Indian  atyle.  as  ex-' queen  of  Calcutta,'  which  iilie 
was,  with  a  great  deal  of  aheel- lightning  in  her  ways),    Charles, 
senior,  was  considerably  deaf,  a  real  sorrow  to  one  so  fond  of  lia- 
lAoiag  lo  people  of  sense;  for  the  rest,  like  his  wife,  a  person  of 
~^fcrt  pruMly.  politeness,  trutli fulness,  aod  of  a  more  solid  type 
1Bn  she;  he  read  (idly,  when  he  must),  rode  for  exercise,  wns, 
love  all,  fond  of  chess,  in  which  game  he  rarely  found  his  nipe- 
pr.    Intriusicallj  these  excellent  people  had  from  the  first,  and 
^1  ■!  along,  been  very  good  to  me;  never  boggled  at  my  rustic  out- 
side or  tnelancholic  dyspeptic  ways,  but  took,  with  ardent  welcome, 
whatever  of  best  they  could  discern  williin — over-eatinialing  ull,  not 
under-esiimating — especially  not  'the  benefit,'  &c.  Olinrles,  lanlor, 
was  getting  of  me.     Indeed,  talent  of  all  real  kinds  was  aear  to 
^^^m  (to  the  lady  especially);  and  at  bollom  the  measure  of  human 
^^Borth  to  both.     Nobody  in  London,  accordingly,  read  sooner  what 
^^■y  rural  Jeannie  fntrinaicall;  was;  discerned  belter  «'hnt  graces 
^^Bd  social  resources  might  lie  under  that  modest  veiling;  or  took 
^^Koie  cngerly  to  proQiing  by  these  capabilities  whenever  possible. 
^^Hrs.  Buller  was.  by  maiden  name.  Eirkpotrick,  a  sciou  of  the 
Closcbum  (DunifrieE.sbire)  people,  which,  in  its  sort,  formed  an- 
other little  tie.— T,  C. 


■PL  alo 


To  T.  CartyU,  Eiq.,  CJieitta. 

trottoa,  near  St.  Ednmcdtbury.  Suffolk:  Frldfty,  Xng,  II.  IMS. 
'.  em  then,  dearest,  establialied  at  Troslon  Rectory,  my 
,11  in  the  drawers;  one  night  over;  and  for  the  rest,  the 
;  soul  of  me  "as  well  as  can  be  expected.'  The  journey 
V  less  fatiguing  than  wo  hud  supposed;  the  coach  got  into  Bury 
Ftliree  iustead  of  five;  and  Mr.  Buller  and  the  carriage  revealed 
selves  immediuiely  to  my  searching  eyes.  Except  my  parasol, 
mitted  no  further  stupidity.  At  eleven  o'clock  I  ale  a  small 
not  loaf,  or  the  greater  purl  of  it  (and  a  very  good  little  loaf  it 
proved  to  be),  a  small  biscuit,  and  a  bit  of  Jeannie's  barley-sugur ; 
and  at  two  I  ale  the  Ghent  ....  proved  lo  bo  grey  rye  with 
currants  in  it.  I  had  also,  through  the  politeness  of  the  gentleman  in 
'  9  grey  Jacket,  a  glass  of  water,  slightly  flavoured  with  onions. 
It  sit  In  coach  on  the  railway;  they  put  us  into  a  raUway 
,  only  leaving  the  luggage  In  the  coach,    the  coutiVrj, 
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most  part  of  the  way,  reminded  me  of  East  LoUiiaii;  hereaboati  it 
is  richer,  and  better  wooded.  The  harvest  was  going  on  biisUy 
— this  to  show  you  that  I  did  not  sit '  with  my  eyes  on  the  apron 
of  the  gig.' 

My  reception  here  was  most  cordial:  Mrs.  Buller  met  me  with 
open  arms  (literally),  and  called  me  'dear,  d^or  Mrs.  Carlyle'; 
which,  from  a  woman  so  little  expansive,  was  highly  flattering. 
She  looks  dreadfully  ill ;  as  if  she  were  only  iLept  alive  by  the  force 
of  her  own  volition ;  and  is  more  out  of  spirits  tlian  1  ever  saw  her. 
No  wonder  I  for  little  Theresa  is  gone  away,  and  they  feel  her  Ices 
as  much  as  if  she  had  been  their  real  child.  Theresa's  mother  has 
fallen  ill — of  consumption,  the  doctors  say — and  is  ordered  to  the 
South  of  France,  as  the  only  means  of  prolonging  her  life  for  a 
year  or  so.  She  wished  to  have  her  child  go  with  her,  and  Mrs. 
Buller  could  not  resist  her  wishes,  under  the  circumstances;  so  the 
little  thing  was  sent  oft  to  her,  attended  by  a  governess,  three  days 
ago.  The  mother  is  a  most  amiable  and  unfortunate  woman,  Mrs. 
Buller  says;  and  she  seems  to  have  been  on  the  most  intimate 
terms  with  her.    But  Mrs.  Buller  reads  Qeorge  Sand,  like  me. 

This  rectory  is  a  delightful  place  to  be  in,  in  warm  weather; 
but  in  winter,  it  must  be  the  reverse  of  comfortable;  all  the  room- 
windows  openin^^  as  doors  into  the  garden,  vines  hanging  over 
them,  &c.,  &c.  It  is  a  sort  of  compromise  between  a  country  par* 
sonage,  and  an  aristocratic  cottiige;  and  compromises  never  are 
found  to  answer,  I  think,  in  the  long  run.  It  stands  in  the  midst 
of  green  fields  and  fine  tall  trees;  with  the  church  (if  such  on  old 
dilapidated  building  can  be  called  a  church)  within  a  bowshot  of 
it.  Around  the  church  is  a  little  quiet-looking  church  yuid, 
which,  with  the  sun  shining  on  it,  does  not  look  at  all  sad.  A 
foot  path  about  half-a-yard  wide,  and  overgrown  with  green,  and 
strewn  with  fallen  apples,  cuts  across  the  bit  of  green  field  between 
the  church  and  the  rectory,  and  being  the  only  road  to  the  church, 
one  may  infer  from  it  several  things! 

I  went  into  the  church  last  night  with  Reginald,  while  Mrs. 
Buller  was  having  her  drive;  and  when  I  looked  at  him  and  U,  and 
thought  of  the  four  hundred  and  fifty  living  souls  who  were  to  be 
saved  through  such  means,  I  could  almost  have  burst  into  tears. 
Anything  so  like  the  burisil-place  of  revealed  religion  you  have 
never  seen,  nor  a  rector  more  fit  to  read  its  burial-service  I  The 
church-bell  rings,  night  and  morninir,  with  a  plaintive  clang.  I 
asked,  '  Was  it  for  prayers? '    '  No,  it  was  to  warn  the  gleaners 
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ttrnl  it  was  their  time  to  go  out  and  to  come  in/    '  MamSmur,  tda 

Let  no  mortal  hope  to  escape  night-noises  00  long  as  he  is  above 
gionndt  Htre,  one  might  have  thought  that  all  things,  except  per* 
hf^  the  small  birds  rejoicing,  would  have  let  one  alone,  and  the 
fact  is  that,  with  one  devilry  after  another,  I  have  had  hardly  any 
sleep,  for  all  so  dead-weary  as  I  lay  down.  Just  as  I  was  dropping 
asleep,  between  eleven  and  twelve,  the  most  infernal  serenade 
commenced,  in  comparison  of  which  the  shriekiDg  of  Mazcppa'  is 
soothing  melody.  It  was  an  ass,  or  several  asses,  braying  as  if  the 
devil  were  in  them,  just  under  my  open  window!  It  ceased  after 
a  few  minutes,  and  I  actually  got  to  sleep,  when  it  commenced 
again,  and  I  sprang  up  with  a  confused  notion  that  all  the  Edin- 
burgh watchmen  were  yelling  round  the  house,  and  so  on  all 
night  I  An  explosion  of  ass-brays  every  quarter  of  an  hourl  Then, 
about  four,  commenced  never  so  many  cocks,  challenging  each 
other  all  over  the  parish,  with  a  prodigious  accompaniment  of 
rooks  cawing;  ever  and  anon  enlivened  by  the  hooing  and  squeal- 
ing of  a  child,  which  my  remembrance  of  East  Lothian  instructed 
me  was  some  vermin  of  a  creature  hired  to  keep  oft  the  crows 
from  the  grain.  Of  course,  to-day  I  have  a  headache,  and  if  suc- 
ceeding nights  are  not  quieter,  or  if  I  do  not  use  to  the  noise,  my 
stay  will  not  be  very  long.  I  am  now  writing  in  my  own  room 
(which  is  very  pleasant  to  sit  in),  taking  time  by  the  forelock,  in  case 
my  bead  should  get  worse  instead  of  better,  and  then,  if  you  were 
cut  out  of  your  letter,  *you  would  be  vaixed.*'  The  post  leaves 
Ixworth  in  the  evening,  but  it  is  two  miles  to  Ixworth,  and  the 
letters  get  there  as  they  can;  Mrs.  Bullcr  generally  takes  her 
afternoon  drive  in  that  direction.  Letters  come  in  the  morning, 
and  this  morning  I  found  the  French  newspaper  on  the  table  for 
me. 

I  breakfast  with  Mr.  Buller  and  Reginald  at  nine,  preferring 
that  to  having  it  brought  to  my  room  as  Mrs.  Buller  recommended. 

I  will  not  write  any  more  to-day,  but  take  care  of  my  head, 
which  needs  it  80  you  must  give  my  love  to  Jeannie,  and  a  kiss, 
and  bid  her  do  the  best  she  can  on  that  short  common  till  I  am 
rested.    God  bless  you,  my  dear  husband.    I  hope  you  are  rested, 

>  Grand  plaUir,  perhaps. 

*  A  wild  horae,  which  we  sometimea  hear  stamping,  Ac.,  here. 

*  ▲  foolish,  tasnocsnt  old  Scotch  lady's  phrase,  usually  historical  or  pro- 
phstlo,  and  not  a  little  unimportant. 
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and  going  to  Lady  HaiTiet;^  and  I  hope  you  will  think  of  mea 
great  deal,  and  be  as  good  to  me  when  I  letom  as  you  were  wkm 
I  came  away— I  do  not  desire  any  more  of  you. 

Your  own 
J.  a 

LETTER  84. 
2b  T.  OarlyU,  Btq„  0M9ea. 

Sunday  morning,  Ang.  14,  ISSIL 

My  Dearest, — There  are  two  notes  from  you  tliis  morning,  one 
on  each  side  of  my  plate;  the  first,  having  the  address  of  Bury, 
only  came  along  with  the  third;  so  be  sure  you  keep  by  IxworUi 
in  future.  As  for  '  Eeeting,'  it  turned  out  on  investigation  to  be 
neither  more  nor  less  than  Mrs.  Buller*s  way  of  writing  Rectory. 

It  is  much  better  with  me  now,  and  I  find  myself  quite  hefted 
to  my  new  position.  But  I  shall  not  soon  forget  the  horrors  of  the 
first  day;  feeling  myself  growing  every  moment  worse;  away  from 
you  all,  and  desperated  by  the  notion  of  confessing  myself  Ul,  and 
going  to  bed,  and  causing  a  fuss  among  strangers! 

After  having  written  to  you,  I  tried  sauntering  among  the  trees; 
tried  lying  on  the  sofa  in  my  own  room;  tried  eating  dinner  (which 
is  rationally  served  up  here  at  three  o'clock),  and  finally  tried  a 
drive  in  the  carriage  with  Mrs.  Buller,  all  the  while  saying  nothing. 
But  instead  of  admiring  the  beauties  of  Livermere  Park,  which 
they  took  me  to  see,  I  was  wondering  whether  I  should  be  able  to 
'  stave  oft'  fainting  till  I  got  back.  On  '  descending  from  the  car- 
riage,'* I  had  finally  to  tell  Mrs.  Buller  I  was  ill  and  would  go  to 
bed.  She  came  upstairs  after  me,  and  offered  me  sal  volatile,  &c; 
but  seeing  that  I  would  have  nothing,  and  wanted  only  to  be  let 
alone,  she,  with  her  usual  good-breeding,  pinned  the  bell-rope  to 
my  pillow,  and  went  away.  A  while  after,  feeling  myself  tiuning 
all  cold  and  strange,  I  considered  would  I  ring  the  bell;  I  did  no^ 
and  what  came  of  me  I  cannot  tell — whether  I  fainted,  or  suddenly 
fell  dead-asleep;  but  when  I  opened  my  eyes,  as  it  seemed,  a 
minute  or  two  after,  it  was  quite  dark,  and  a  maid  was  lighting  a 
night  lamp  at  the  table  I  I  asked  what  o'clock  it  was?  '  Half -past 
eleven!    Would  I  have  tea?'    No.     *Did  I  want  anything?'    'No. 


^  Ladj  Harriet  Baring,  afterwmrds  Ladj  Ashburton. 
*  *  Scende  da  carroua^^  Ac,  laid  the  Signora  degU  AAtool,  desoriUnff  Hit 
arrmtio  town  life  of  a  brilliant  acqualntanoe  here. 
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She  wu  no  sooner  gone  Qua  I  fell  oalurallf  asleep;  tad  when  the 
coclu  awoke  me  atier  daylight,  I  wtu  quite  free  of  paio,  only  des- 
i>etine!r  wciiried. 

Tlie  aaaes  did  Dot  return  tlio  aecoud  niglil,  aor  laet  night,  and  I 
maaage  betler  or  worse  to  weave  iLe  doge,  cocks,  and  Tooks  Into 
my  dreams.  My  condilioo  baa  uodergoDc  a  further  ntnclioraUon, 
Iroio  having  the  mallrcsa  laid  above  the  down-bed;  it  was  like  to 
choke  roe,  beddes  that  I  lately  rend  somewhere  horrible  things 
about  Uie  '  miasma '  contracted  by  down-beds  from  all  ibelr  TOrioiu 
occttpanta  through  successive  generations!  and  my  imagination  got 
disagreeably  excited  iu  consequence. 

For  ihc  real,  Dothing  can  be  belter  suited  to  my  wools  ihan  Uie 
life  one  has  here;  so  (hat  1  feel  already  quile  at  home,  and  almost 
wiahing  that  you  were  Beclor  of  Troslon— wliat  a  blessed  exchange 
would  It  be  for  those  poor  people,  whom  I  hear  this  moment  siog. 
jog  feckless  psnlms!  I  could  almost  And  in  my  heart  to  run  over 
Iu  the  old  tower,  and  give  them  a  word  of  ndmonitioD  myself, 
ginald  does  not  preach  tn  the  morning,  he  reads  eervlce  merely, 
I  preacbee  in  the  afternoon;  I  shall  go  then  to  see  'how  the 
r  gets  through  with  it.'  I  have  not  made  out  yet  whether 
a  downright  want  in  him,  or  whether  bis  faculties  are  sunk 
cfui  indolence.  He  is  grown  very  much  into  the  figure  of 
I  OgCvie  in  miaiature;  wbea  be  speaks  I  dare  not  look  at  bis 
~  er.  Rud  feel  it  a  mercy  fur  his  father  that  he  is  so  deaf.  Tlie 
)ple  do  not  mean  to  remain  here, — the  climate  does  not  suit 
,  Bnller  in  winter;  btit  they  have  not  made  up  tbeir  minds 
lo  remove  altogether  or  to  hire  some  place  during  the  cold 
Oh  dear  mel    'They'  have  trouble  that  have  the  worl' 


H  Bcotluid  '  the  vorl','  or  ■  trorrs  gear,'  slKniQes  rlchM.    M&rgweC 
a  Auauidale  farmer's  *lte,  of  Email  possesiloDB,  though  ot 

1  (alibtul  Boul.  had  (perhaps  k  buodred  yean  a^).  by  atrenuoiu 

iBdiutrT  ■■><■  Ihrift.  uved  forberselt  [wenty  complete  sbllllDgs— an  actual  £1 
qoCa.  vboUf  her  otrr».  tr>  do  vbat  she  tlked  with] — and  wu  mucb  concerned  lo 
tiy  It  up  Id  Mine  place  of  absolute  Mtct;  ■gabul  a  raluj  day.  8he  cried  ani- 
loualf  all  bsr  'huasiTes,'  boies.  draners,  n  cuaulngc  bolo  in  tbe  wall,  larloui 
plaeea.  but  found  nooe  uciifactory,  and  vai  heard  elaculatlns,  to  Ibe  amuiie. 
BienCof  her  roung  daughters,  nbo  never  tor^t  !t,  'They  have  trouble  that 
kae  (be  wnH'.  and  trouble  that  baena'tt '  Tbere  la  a  SpuilBh  proverb  to  the 
■aBM  purpose; '  Culdado*  acarrea  el  oro.  y  culdadoi  la  lallA  de  il.' 

Tlila  Uargaret  Smltb.  a  native  at  Annan,  and.  by  nil  accounts,  a  lilnawoman 
u>  be  proud  of  (or.  lUeotly.  to  be  tbacklul  to  heaTen  tor),  wia  my  mother'! 
moOier.  Ic  was  my  mother  (Hargaret  AlUcea  Carlyle)  nbo  told  \u  this  itorj 
(tent  bar,  wlih  a  loae  ol  senile  bumonr,  pathos,  and  heart's  love,  nUtAk  lift 
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■nd  trouble  that  want  it.'  I  do  oot  know  whether  it  be  warn  tobi 
wttlioul  Ilia  power  of  indulglug  oue'e  reasooable  wishes  or  (o  butt 
the  power  of  iniiulging  oae'a  whiraa.  8o  many  people 
Mom  to  have  do  comfort  with  their  tnooef ,  Just  becHuse  It  eoablai 
them  to  exeaulo  all  their  foolish  Bchemee. 

JeHtmie  writes  to  me  that  when  you  diacoTered  my  parasol '  yofl 
'OToesed  your  h*nd»  id  despair'  m  if  you  hod  Si 
pendlcular  heal '  already  striking  down  on  me.     I  ihought  v 
would  bo  yeiing  yourself  about  it;  but  I  have  not  missed  ii  ii 
leut;  the  drive  here  the  6rst  day  was  cold;  and  aiuce  then  I  liar^l 
had  a  parasol  of  Mrs.  Buller's,  wlio  rejoices  in  two.     And  oow 
goodbye,  dearest.  I  have  two  nice  long  letters  from  Jeanuie  to  re- 
turn some  acknowledgment  for. 

Your  own 

Jakk  0. 
LETTER  83. 

7b  T.  CarlyU,  Eaq..  ChcUea. 

TTMlon:  Monday,  Aug.  JB.  IMI.  j 

gtupidesl-lonUing  brealcfaat  this  i 


coffee-pot  wouk 
redress  againi 


Dearest. — It 

without  auy  letlei'al — the  ahsence  of  thi 
have  been  less  sensibly  fcltl     However,  there 
these  London  Sundays. 

I  went  lo  church  yesterday  afternoon,  according  to  programi 
and  saw  and  heard  '  strange  things,  upon  my  honour,'* 

wort  Utad  to  OD  such  ■  aubjecl.  I  doubt  whether  I  ern  uir  this  cood 
molbcT.  A  TiTid  momenlary  Image  oF  some  Htranser,  »r,  rath«r.  of  ■  fonBi-' 
dablo  glowins  chlnli  govtn  belonglnB  lo  some  BlranEer.  who  QiJ^ht  have  bMO 
■be.itlll  rl««sprrf«tl7certatD  tome, from  my seooDd or Ihlnl  ysar;  botmoi* 
probably  it  tu  her  slater,  my  grand-aunt  Barbara,  of  Annan,  wltli  whom  I 
•flernardB  boarded  when  at  Bchool  thers  (laM-ieOS).  and  wbotn  I  olmcM  daOr 
heard  mutterliiK  and  weeplnFr  about  her  '  dear  Har(;aret.'  and  Cbetr  partliiE 
'at  [be  dyke-end '  (near  Cargeabridee.  Dunlriea  neighbourhood.  I  aappaah 
perhapiili  years  berore}. 'sue  Utile  thinkint;  II  was  rortbe  last  timer  Uli 
inoonceirtble  (till  you  have  »een  the  dooumenU)  what  Uie  pocunianr  porntjr 
of  Scotland  vas  a  huiidrMl  yMra  ago;  and.  again  iat  which  al«o  I.  fbri 
■UJ]  more  indubitably 'have  the docuBienlB-),ll«*|ilrIluaIopu]< 
fast  ending  In  these  yean,  think  aomer  CaltComian  nugget*  u 
Heaven  Ltulf.  that  Isamlalng  barter'  1  bmov  rather  clearly,  aod  have  mi 
eontidered.  the  hiatory  ot  my  kindred 

lent  always  that  It  U  not  in  my  poirer  Co  speak  oF  li  at  aO  to  Uw' 
papulatloDii  nuw  Doatlue  and  come. 
IgStf  b^lad.  '  Piirase  ot  Uaatini'a,  CrequenUy 


nee— opolmial^l 
nu*  Jemli  ^H 
od  havemodi^H 
d  B<.nemtta^«^ 
li  at  an  to  Uw      T 
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Tbe  coDgregatioo  consisted  of  some  Uiirty  or  forty  poor  people—- 
chiefly  adults;  who  all  looked  at  me  with  a  degree  of  curiosity 
rather  'strong'  for  the  place.  Reginald  ascended  the  pulpit  in  his 
white  vestment,  and,  in  a  loud  sonorous,  perfectly  Church-of-Eng- 
hmd-like  tone,  gave  out  the  Psalm,  whereupon  there  arose,  at  the 
far  end  of  the  mouldering  church,  a  shrill  clear  sound,  something 
between  a  squeal  of  agony  and  the  highest  tone  of  a  bagpipe  1  I 
looked  in  astonishment,  but  could  discover  nothing;  the  congrega- 
tion joined  in  with  the  invisible  thing,  which  continued  to  assert 
its  predominance,  and  it  was  not  till  the  end  of  the  service  that 
Hesketh  ^  informed  me  that  the  strange  instrument  was '  a  clarionet '  I 
Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention. 

The  service  went  oft  quite  respectably;  it  is  wonderful  how 
little  faculty  is  needed  for  saying  prayers  perfectly  well !  But 
when  we  came  to  the  sermon!— greater  nonsense  I  have  often 
enough  listened  to— for,  in  fact,  the  sermon  (Mrs.  Buller,  with  her 
usual  sincerity,  informed  me  before  I  went)  'was  none  of  his';  he 
had  scraped  together  as  many  written  by  other  people  as  would 
serve  him  for  years,  '  which  was  much  better  for  the  congregation ; ' 
bat  he  delivered  it  exactly  as  daft  Mr.  Hamilton  *  used  to  read  the 
newspaper,  with  a  noble  disdain  of  everytbing  in  the  nature  of  a 
stop;  pausing  just  when  he  needed  breath,  at  the  end  of  a  sen- 
tence, or  in  the  middle  of  a  word,  as  it  happened  I  In  the  midst 
of  this  extraordinary  exhortation  an  infant  screamed  out,  'Away, 
mammy!  Let's  away!'  and  another  bigger  child  went  off  in 
whooping  cough!  For  my  part,  I  was  all  the  while  in  a  state  be- 
tween laughing  and  crying;  nay,  doing  both  alternately.  There 
were  two  white  marble  tablets  before  me,  containing  one  the  vir-* 
tues  of  a  wife  and  the  sorrow  of  a  husband  (Capel  Loft),  the  other 
a  beautiful  character  of  a  young  girl  dead  of  consumption ;  and  both 
concluded  with  the  '  hopes  of  an  immortality  through  Jesus  Christ.' 
And  there  was  an  old  sword  and  sword-belt  hung  on  the  tomb  of 
another,  Idlled  in  Spain  at  the  age  of  twenty-eight;  he  also  was 
to  be  raised  up  through  Jesus  Christ;  and  this  was  the  Gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ  I  was  hearing^made  into  something  worse  than  the 
cawing  of  rooks.  I  was  glad  to  get  out,  for  my  thoughts  rose  into 
my  throat  at  last,  as  if  they  would  choke  me ;  and  I  privately 
vowed  never  to  go  there  when  worship  was  going  on  again. 

We  drove  as  usual  in  the  evening,  and  also  as  usual  played  the 


>  Mr.  Bauer's  butler.  *  Old  Haddington  phenomenon. 


game  al  cheu — '  decidedly  Improper.'  but  I  could  not  well 
I  sat  in  mj  own  roon)  readicg  Tor  two  hours  after  I  went  upslain 
slept  indifferently,  liie  heat  being  estreme,  and  the  cocks  ind* 
taligBble;  andoowMrs.  Buller  has  scot  me  her  revised  'Play, 
begging  I  will  read  ii,  and  apeak  again  my  candid  opinion  as  lo  i 
being  fit  lo  Iw  acted.  Bo  goodbye,  dearest,  I  Bliall  Iibtc  a  teller  I 
morrow.  Love  lo  Babbie.'  I  wish  ehc  had  eccn  the  Queen. 
Affeelionately  yours, 

JarbCasltlk. 


To  T.  Carlyle.  Eeq.,  OhtJtea. 

TrosUm:  WednMday,  Aus-  IT,  IW 

Dearoal, — There  nill  I>e  no  news  from  me  si  Ciielses  Uiia  day: 
iB  to  be  Ijoped  Uiere  will  not  be  any  great  diamay  in  conseqaen 
The  fact  is,  you  must  not  expect  a  daily  letter;  it  occasions  mi 
trouble  in  the  house  than  1  was  at  first  aware  of;  nobody  goes 
here  regularly  lo  the  Post-offlce,  which  is  a  good  Iwo  miles  ol 
only,  when  lliere  ate  Icllera  to  be  sent,  Mr.  ond  Mra.  Buller  lal 
Ixworth  in  their  evening  dr  ive  and  leave  tbem  at  the  poat-ofO( 
themaelves.  Now,  twice  over.  I  liave  found  on  getting  to  Ixwoc 
that,  but  for  my  letters,  there  would  have  been  no  occn£iou  to  i 
that  road,  which  ia  an  ugly  one,  white  there  arc  beautiful  drives 
other  directions;  besides  that,  they  tike,  as  I  observe,  to  ebow  i 
the  county  to  the  best  advantage.  They  write,  themaelves,  hard) 
any  lelters;  those  that  come  are  left  by  somebody  who  paasea  U 
way  from  Ixworih  early  in  the  morning,  Yesterday  after  brea 
fast,  Hr.  Buller  said  we  should  go  to  Araplcu  in  the  eveDing-~ 
beautifiit  deserted  place  belonging  to  Lord  Calthorpe— '  unless,'  I 
added,  raising  his  eyebrows.  '  you  have  lettera  to  lake  to  Iswortl 
Ot  course  1  said  my  writing  was  not  50  urgent  that  it  could  not 
let  alone  for  a  day.  And  lo  Amplon  we  went,  where  Reginald  ai 
I  clambered  over  a  high  gale,  wiih  spikes  on  tbe  top  of  it,  and  e 
Joyed  a  stolen  march  through  gardens  unsurpassed  since  the  odj 
eal  Eden,  and  sat  in  a  pavilion  with  the  most  Arabiun-iale-lookii 
prospect;  'the  Kingdom  of  the  Prince  ot  the  Black  Islands' 
might  have  been! — and  peeped  in  at  the  open  windows  of  the  ol 
empty  bouse — empty  of  people,  ihal  ia — for  there  seemed  In 
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everjrthiai;  mortal  could  desire  for  esse  with  dignity :  such  quanti- 
tiea  of  fine  bouod  buokit  in  glass  bookcases,  and  easy-chairs,  Ac, 
Ac.  1  Aad  Ujis  lovely  place  Lord  Calthorpe  bas  takeu  some  disgust 
to;  and  lias  never  set  foot  in  it  again'  Suppose  you  write  and  ask 
him  to  give  it  to  u^!  He  is  nearly  road  with  Evangelical  religioD, 
they  say;  straoge  that  be  does  not  see  the  eeuse  of  letting  aome- 
body  have  the  good  of  what  he  cannot  enjoy  of  God's  providence 
himseltl  '  Look  at  tills  delicious  and  deserted  place,  on  the  one 
side,  and  Ibe  two  thousand  people'  standing  all  night  before  the 
ProvoBt'a  door,  on  the  other!  And  yet  you  believe,'  saya  Mrs. 
BuUer,  '  that  it  is  a  good  apiril  who  rules  this  world.' 

Tou  never  heard  such  strange  discourse  as  we  go  on  with,  duriag 
tiK  hour  or  so  we  are  alone  before  dinoorl  How  she  contrives, 
wtt2i  Buch  opinions  or  no  opinions,  to  keep  herself  so  serene  and 
cheerful,  lam  perplexed  to  conceive:  is  it  the  old  Glory  of  the 
'  cork  going  safely  over  the  falls  of  Niagara,  where  everything 
weightier  would  alnkT'  1  do  not  think  she  is  so  light  as  she  gives 
herself  out  for — at  all  eveuls,  alie  ia  very  clever,  and  very  good  to 

On  our  return  from  Ampton,  we  found  Mr.  Loft  wailing  to  lea 
with  us — Ibe  elder  brother  of  the  Alda- to- Self -Develop  men  I  Loft — 
au  affectionate,  ioielllgent-looking  man,  but  '  terribly  off  for  a 
langtjage.''  Though  he  has  been  in  India,  and  ia  up  in  years,  he 
looks  aa  frightened  aa  a  hare.  There  were  also  here  yeijterday  the 
grandees  of  the  district,  Mr.  and  the  Lady  Agnes  Byog — one  of  the 
Pagels  'whom  we  all  know' — an  advent  which  produced  no  in- 
considerable emotion  in  out  Radical  housvboldl  For  my  part,  I 
made  myself  scarce;  and  thereby  'missed,'  Reginald  (old  me, 
'  auch  an  immensity  of  petty  talk — the  Queen,  the  Queen,  at  every 
word  with  Lady  A.' 


'  Pwqwrs.  probabi;.  bat  I  bate  torgoUeo  tbe  iHcldent. 
>  B«*.  Vt  Waugh,  priai^lpal  8«itch  preacber  In  London,  wmi  noted,  uuoog 
other  Ihtnei,  for  his  klodneas  lo  poor  luddcntal  Scolcbmon.  who.  In  greal 
■umtwrs.  applied  lo  iilm  (or  sutdaoce,  lor  eacouraeement,  or  nbsieTer  bulp 
In  oouM  give,  in  Cbeir  Tarioiu  biu  of  latrlcaclea  snd  attain  ber«.  Ooe  of 
tbeaa  iBodeotal  cUesta,  a  aoUd  old  pedlar  ('up  on  buslDetia,'  Becond-bsud. 
aoaC  p^ibabl})  had  come  one  day.  Kod  was  lalliiiigwlth  'the  mlBCreu,'  who 
Bid,  M  MM  point  of  the  dialogue;  ■  Well,  Buinders,  how  do  you  like  the  peo- 
lileliarvf'  'Ob.  lerir  "eel.  iD'em;  a  aloe  weBl-condiliooed  people,  good  na- 
iuni,  htjneat.  verj  clever,  ti>o.  in  buatneM  tbingB'  an  Bicelleat  people— but 
tcfT<hl7  aSfora  lang-altch.  m'eiD!'  (This  story  was  current  io  Edlubursh  in 
m;  joaag  lime:  Dr.  Wungh  much  the  theme  In  ceitalc  circiei  tbere.> 
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LETTERS?. 
Jb  T.  CarlyU,  Btq.,  Chebea. 

Trosfeon:  Butardaj,  Avr.  tO^  IMH 

Oh  dear  me!  how  deceitful  are  appearances  1  Who  would  not 
say,  to  look  at  this  place,  that  it  was  one  of  the  liVHi^atf  placet 
'  here  down '  on  which  to  be  '  poured  out  of  a  jug '?  >  and  the  fibct 
is,  that  sleep  is  just  the  one  thing  that  is  not  to  be  had  in  saffidencj 
for  loye  or  money!  Every  night  brings  forth  some  new  variety  of 
assassin  to  murder  sleep!  The  animals  here  seem  to  be  continiiilly 
finding  themselves  in  a  new  position!  And  the  protests  mnd  ap- 
peals to  posterity '  that  ensue»  in  shape  of  braying,  lowing,  crow- 
ing, cackling,  barking,  howling,  &c.,  are  something  the  like  of 
which  I  liave  not  found  in  Israel!  Last  night  it  was  hardly  pos- 
sible for  mc  to  close  my  eyes  a  minute  together,  with  the  paaaionate 
wailing  of  what  seemed  to  be  a  most  ill-used  dog,  not  only  (I 
faDcied)  excluded  from  its  proper  home,  but  also  robbed  of  its 
young;  another  or  two  other  such  nights  will  send  me  home  'with 
my  finger  in  my  mouth  to  two  people  both  alike  gleg! ''  For  I 
feel  that  no  country  air,  or  country  diet,  or  country  drives,  or 
country  anything,  can  make  up  for  such  deprivation  of  my  natural 
rest.  It  was  horrible  really  I — an  everlasting  wail  as  of  'infants  in 
the  porch  **  mixed  up  with  howls  of  fury  and  denunciation,  from 
eleven  at  night  till  six  in  the  morning,  when  I  trust  in  Heaven  the 


'  DriTing  up  Piccadilly  once,  on  a  hot  summer  day,  I  had  pointed  out  to  her 
a  rough  human  figure,  lying  prostrate  in  the  Green  Park,  under  the  shade  of 
a  tree,  and  very  visibly  asleep  at  a  f  urlong*s  distance.  '  Look  at  the  Irish- 
man yonder;  in  what  a  depth  of  sleep,  as  if  you  had  poured  him  out  of  a  Jug !  * 
I  still  remember  her  bright  little  laugh. 

'  '  Voua  ites  dea  itijuate3y^  said  a  drunken  nmn,  whom  boys  were  taakojiog: 
*je  m*en  appelle  d  la  poatMH  !  *    (One  of  Cavaignac^s  stories.) 

*  Wull  IftaxweU,  Alick's  ploughman  at  Craigenputtock,  one  of  the  stupidest 
fellows  I  ever  saw,  had  been  sent  on  some  message  down  the  glen,  for  behoof 
of  Alick,  and  *  ThatUl  no  duih  for  an  answer,*  Wull  had  said  to  the  be-mes- 
saged  party;  *  what'll  a  duih  wi'  that  for  an  answer,  and  twae  men,  baith 
alike  gl^  *  (acute,  alert;  German,  Tchig),  *■  sitting  waiting  for  me  yonder?  * 
*  Continud  audita)  voces,  vagitus  ot  ingens, 
Infantiunque  animaa  flentes  in  limine  prime; 
Quos  dulcis  vitas  exsortes,  et  ab  ubere  raptos, 
Absitulit  atra  dies,  et  funere  mersit  acerbo. 

VnoiL,  JOneid,  vl.  MS^OO. 
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poor  brule  fell  down  dead.     And  no  whisper  of  it  has  since 
leached  my  ean;  but 

Once  give  the  fish  a  fryhig, 
What  helps  it  that  the  river  nm?  ^ 

All  is  qidel  now  externally;  but  my  heart  is  jumping  about  in 
me  like  Mn.  Qroye's  frog  after  the  first  drop  of  teal  In  the  few 
moments  that  I  slept,  I  dreamt  that  my  mother  came  to  me,  and 
said  that  she  Imew  of  'a  beautiful  place  where  it  was  so  quiet  I ' — 
and  ahe  and  I  would  go  there  by  ourselves,  for  some  weeks.  But 
lomehow  we  got  into  different  railway  trains;  and  when  I  could 
not  find  her  any  more,  I  screamed  out,  and  awoke,'  and  the  dog 
was  giving  a  long  howl. 

They  are  very  anxious  you  would  come, '  and  bring  Miss  Jeannie 
along  with  you.  Regy  would  be  delighted  to  have  a  young  lady  * 
-^more  delighted,  I  imagine,  than  the  young  lady  would  be  to  have 
B^gy!  although  he  does  improve  on  acquaintance.  Laziness,  and 
what  his  mother  calls  '  muddling  habits,'  are  the  worst  things  one 
oan  cliarge  him  with— one  of  the  people  who,  with  the  best  inten- 
tions, are  always  unfortunate;'  but  he  is  very  sweet-tempered  and 
kindly;  deserves  really  the  only  epithet  that  remained  to  him — see- 
ing that  there  was  already  'the  clever  BuUer '  and  '  the  handsome 
Bnller ' — viz. : '  the  good  Buller.'  If  he  were  not  so  completely  the 
Tictim  of  snuff,  I  should  think  an  attractive  Babbie  might  be  bene- 
ficial to  him;  but  I  would  as  soon  undertake  the  reformation  of  a 
dnmkard  as  of  anybody  that  snuffs  as  he  does. 

If  it  were  not  for  the  sleeping  part  of  the  business,  I  would  back 
Mrs.  BuUer's  exhortations  to  you  to  come,  with  my  own.  But 
when  one  of  us  prospers  so  badly  in  that  matter,  I  see  not  what 
would  become  of  two!  Write  a  line  to  Mrs.  Buller  herself,  any- 
how, that  she  may  not  think  her  kind  invitations  quite  overlooked. 


*  Oh,  oeaae  this  well-a-daying, 
Think  of  the  faithful  saying, 
"  New  J07  when  grief  is  done !"  * 

Job. 

*To  mock  me  are  you  tiyingr 

Once  give  the  fish  a  frying, 

What  helps  him  that  the  river  run?  * 

GOBTBS. 

s  Ah,  me,  what  a  dreami  *  Phrase  of  brother  Jofan^s. 
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I  shall  return,  1  think,  the  week  after  ncxl ;  if  Ihb  dog  goea  on, 
Eooner.  They  Uu  iiul  seem  lu  bu  ut  all  vrearying  of  me:  l^ut  it  w 
too  long  if  I  waited  to  sec  symptoms  of  Uiat.  So  far,  I  am  confi- 
dent I  tiave  not  been  in  their  way,  but  qaile  the  revoTse;  the  cben 
is  a  gtcal  reHourcc  for  Ur.  Buller  in  the  first  loneliness  occaaioned 
by  Ibe  loss  of  Uttle  Theresa;  and  Ura.  Buller  seems  to  get  so 
good  of  talking  with  me:  as  for  Reginald,  now  that  he  has  o 
quered,  or  rather  that  I  have  conquered,  hia  tlrst  lerrar,  he  does  aot 
seem  to  have  anythiug  to  object  to  me  very  particulatly. 
[Last  leaf  wanting.] 


LETTER  38 
To  T.  CarlyU.  Eig..  Uli^ifa. 

Tnnton:  TusBdor.  A<W.  O,  IMl. 

My  dear  Husband, — The  pen  was  in  my  hand  to  write  j"*- 
terday:  but  nothing  would  Lave  come  out  of  me  yesterday  except 
'literature  of  desperation;''  and,  aware  of  this.  I  thought  it  better 
to  hold  my  peace  for  the  noit  tweuty^four  hours,  till  a  new  night 
bad  either  habilitated  me  for  remaining  awhile  longer,  or  brou^l 
me  to  the  desperate  resolutiuo  of  flying  liome  for  my  life,  titst 
night,  HeaTen  be  thaDkcd.  went  off  peaceubly;  and  to-day  I  am  in 
a  slate  to  record  my  last  trial,  without  danger  of  becoming  tec 
tragical,  or  alarming  you  witli  the  prospect  of  my  making  an 
uuseemly  lorminaliou  of  my  viwt.     (Oh,  what  pensi) 

To  begin  where  1  left  oil.  Ou  Sunday,  after  writing  to  you,  1 
attended  the  afteraoon  service!  Rcgy  looked  so  woe  when  I  ao- 
flwered  bis  (luesiiou  *  whether  I  was  goingT '  in  the  negative,  that 
■  weak  pity  induced  mo  to  revise  my  determinalion.  'It  is  a  nice 
pew,  that  of  our^,'  said  old  Mr.  Buller:  *>t  suits  me  remarkably 
welt,  for,  being  so  deep.  I  am  not  overlooked :  and  in  virtue  of  that, 
I  read  moat  part  of  the  Fanme  lUs  QuatUa  this  momingl'  ' 
don't,'  be  added,  '  tell  Mr.  Itegy  this!  Hod  Tbereea  been  there,  I 
would  not  have  done  it.  for  I  like  to  set  a  good  example! '  I 
turned  the  depili  of  Uie  pew  to  good  account;  when  the  sermot 
gan,  I  made  myself,  at  the  bottom  of  it,  a  sort  of  Persian  couch  cot 
of  the  praying-cushions ;  laid  off  my  bonnet,  and  stretched  myself 
out  very  much  at  my  ease.    I  seemed  to  have  been  thus  just  one 


■  lAtltratw  drr  Vtrtvtifitin^  i 


la  QoMbe'a  dellnltjoa  of  Victor  Bogo  and  ^ 
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drowi^  minnte  vben   s  Hli^Iit   rusLling  and  tbe  words  'Now  to 

FkUier.  Son,  nnd  Holjr  Qhost,'  warued  me  to  put  on  my  liontiet,  niid 

made  me  for  tbe  Aral  lime  awsre  ibal  I  hiid  been  asleep'     For  the 

rest,  the  music  Ibat  da;  ougbt  to  liave  satisfied  mc;  for  it  seemed 

to  have  remodelled  itself  eipreasiy  to  suit  my  taste — Scolcb  lunea. 

produced  with  the  nasal  discordant  emiihaaia  of  a  Scotch  coantry- 

□.  and  no  clarionet.     looticed  in  a  little  square  gallery- 

t,  the  only  one  in  the  church,  a  pcirtly  character,  wlio  acts  as 

icksmilh,  aittlDg  witli  a  waud.  some  Ato  feet  long,  in  liia  hand, 

■  4>bicU  be  swayed  about  majcBtically  as  if  it  bad  beeuasceplrel     On 

inquiring  of  our  man-servaDt  whftt  this  cotild  possibly  mcnn  or 

Bymbolise,   he  informed  me   it   was   '  lo   beat   Ibe   bad  children.' 

'  And  are  tbe  children  here  so  bad  that  tbey  need  such  a  fuuclion- 

^_,aryT'    '  Ah,  they  will  always,  iliem  lillie  'una,  bo  doing  mischief  in 

^uko  church :  it's  a- wearisome  for  the  poor  things,  and  the  rod  keeps 

^■beni  in  fearl ' 

^P'ln  tlie  evening,  the  drive,  as  always,  with  this  only  difference, 
^^lut  OD  Sunday  evenings  Mr.  Buller  only  walks  the  horse,  from 
priociplel  After  this  conscientious  exercisiug,  the  game  at  chess  I 
My  he&d  had  ached  more  or  less  all  day,  and  I  was  glad  lo  get  to 
bed,  where  I  was  foKunate  enougb  to  get  to  steep  without  any 
violeot  disturbance.  The  next  dny,  however,  my  head  was  rntber 
worsellian  better;  so  that  I  woidd  fain  have  '  declined  from' '  culling 
on  I^y  Agnes;  but  Mrs.  Buller  was  lient  on  going  to  Liverraere,  and 
M,  bs  1  did  not  feel  up  to  walking,  it  was  my  only  chance  of  get- 
ling  any  fresh  air  and  exercise  thai  day.  To  Livermere  we  went, 
then,  before  dinner,  the  dinner  being  deferred  till  five  o'clock  to 
suit  the  more  fashionable  hours  of  our  visiiees.  'Tlie  Pagefs' 
seem  to  be  extremely  like  other  mortals,  neither  better  nor  bonniar 
nor  wiser.  To  do  them  justice,  however.  Ibcy  might,  as  we  found 
them,  have  been  sitting  for  a  picture  of  bigb  life  doing  the  amiable 
and  tbe  nintl  in  the  country.  They  had  placed  a  table  under  the 
shadow  of  a  beecU-irec;  and  at  this  sat  Mr.  Byng  studying  llie 
'  Examiner; '  Lady  Agnes  reading — '  Oh,  nothing  at  all,  only  some 
noa»ease  that  Lord  Londonderry  has  been  printing;  I  cannot  think 
what  has  tempted  him; '  and  a  boy  and  girl  marking  for  a  cricket- 
party,  coDsialing  of  all  the  men-servants,  and  two  older  little  sons, 
who  were  playing  for  the  entertainment  of  their  nuister  and  mistress 
and  their  own;  the  younger  brnnches  ever  and  onon  clapping  their 
bands,  and  calling  out  'What  funl'     1  may  mention  for  your  con> 

'  HiB  pliraM  o(  a  ruitlccoiulD  of  oura,  kind  of  solemn  pcduAVahtaliiil. 
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eolation  that  Hr.  Gyog  (&  tnll.  gentlemanly.  bla*i-]oo]tiag  man)  yrat 
dressed  from  liead  to  foot  in  unbleaclied  linen  i  wbile  Babbie  mif 
titlie  a  sligbt  BBlisfaclioD  lo  her  curiosity  de  fcmme  from  knowing 
how  a  Paget  attires  herself  of  a  morniDg.  to  ait  under  a  bcech-tn« 
— a.  wbite-flowtrcd  miisliQ  peliasc,  over  pnle  blue  satio;  a  blackllM' 
Bcarf  fastened  against  ber  heart  with  a  Httle  gold  horse-sboe;  hex 
nhile  neclc  tokmbljr  revealed,  and  set  off  wilb  a  brooch  of  di»- 
monda;  immense  gold  bracelets,  ao  imEncnae  gold  chain;  a  little 
while  silk  bonnet  Willi  a  profusion  of  blond  and  flowei^;  thui  bi 
she  prepared  herself  for  being  rural  I  But.  with  all  this  finery,  sba 
looked  a.  good-hearted,  rattling,  clever  Auowal '  sort  of  a  womiA. 
Her  account  of  Lord  Londondarry'H  Benlimenlal  dedication  U 
wife  was  perfect — '  from  a  goose  to  a  goose  I ' — and  she  defended 
benielfwith  her  pocket  handkerchief  against  the  wasps,  with  an 
energy.  When  we  bad  sat  BiifBciently  long  under  the  tree.  Hn. 
Bullcr  a£ked  her  to  lake  m<i  through  the  ganlens,  which  she  did 
very  politely,  and  gave  me  some  carnsitious  and  verbenas;  and  t] 
through  the  stables,  which  were,  indeed,  the  finer  sight  of  th«  two. 
All  this  sigbt-iweing,  however,  did  not  help  my  bead;  at  night  I 
let  tbe  chesa  go  as  it  liked;  took  some  medicine,  and  went  early  to 
bed.  determined  to  be  well  on  the  morrow.  About  tKelve.  I  fell. 
into  a  sound  sleep,  out  of  which  I  was  startled  by  the  tolling  of  the 
churcb-bell.  The  church,  you  remember,  is  only  a  stone-cast  from 
the  house;  so  thai,  when  tbe  bell  tolls,  one  seems  to  be  exactly 
under  its  tongue.  I  sproog  up — it  waa  half  after  three  by  my  watch 
—hardly  light;  the  bell  went  on  to  toll  two  loud  disma!  strokes  tX 
regular  intervals  of  a  minute.  What  could  it  bef  I  fancied  flre — 
fancied  insurrection.  I  ran  out  into  the  passage  and  listened  at 
Rcgy's  door,  all  was  still;  then  1  listened  at  Mrs.  Buller's,  I  heard 
bercougb;  surely,  I  thought,  since  she  is  awake,  she  would  ring  ber 
hell  if  there  were  anything  alarming  for  her  in  this  tolling,  it  n 
be  some  other  noise  of  the  many  they  '  have  grown  used  to."  So  \ 
went  to  bed  again,  but.  of  course,  could  not  get  anollier  wink  of 
sleep  all  night ;  for  tbe  bell  only  ceased  tolling  at  my  car  about  sil 
in  tbe  inomlng,  and  then  1  was  too  nervous  to  avail  myself  of  the 
silence.  'What  on  earth  whs  that  bell?'  I  asked  Regy  tbe  Biat 
thing  in  tbe  morning.  'Oh,  it  was  only  the  passing  belli  It 
ordered  to  be  rung  during  tbe  night  for  an  old  lady  who  died  the 

<  auod-bnmoured.  rcmlksh  pcnon.  I  ihould  not  wonder  tf  It  came 
AtfII  <«>iioh  in  old  Scotch  Is  corruptad  Into  Averll,  and  btbd  Uavar  HlUj 
had  oriKiaallr  metuit '  April  too\.' 
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nf^t  before.'  This  time,  bowever,  1  hod  the  eatUfactioD  of  seeing 
Xn.  Bailer  aa  Mgry  m  myself:  for  ebe  also  had  been  much 
alarmed. 

Of  course,  yesterday  I  was  quite  ill,  with  ilie  medicine,  theeleep- 
IsMneaa,  and  the  frtglit;  and  1  thought  1  reiillj  would  not  slay  any 
longer  in  a  place  where  one  h  liable  to  Buch  alarms,  But  now,  as 
naual,  one  quiet  night  has  given  me  hop«e  of  more ;  aiid  it  would  be 
a  pity  to  return  worse  than  I  went  away.  I  do  not  seem  to  niyself 
to  be  nearly  done;  but  Mr.  BuUer  is  sitting  at  my  elbow  with  (he 
chess-board,  saying,  ■  Wben  you  are  ready  I  am  ready.'  I  am 
ready.     Lore  to  Babbie;  I  have  your  and  her  letter;  but  mtut  stop. 


»  LETTER  39. 

7b  T.  CaiiyU.  Eiq.,  CheUea. 

TTMtfln;  ThurBdaj,  Aug.  »5,  ISU, 

Dear, — I  hardly  expected  my  lutter  from  you  this  morning,  so 
that  I  was  all  the  gladder  lo  find  it  l>eslde  my  plate  us  usual.  Along 
with  it  was  one  from  Elizabeth  Pepoli :  the  chief  merit  of  which, 
besides  the  kindness  of  writing  nt  all,  is  that "  it  expects  no  answer." 

I  hope  you  have  the  same  refreshing  rain  in  London  which  is  re- 
TfTing  OUT  drooping  spirits  here;  for  it  is  easy  to  see.  although  you 
try  to  put  the  best  face  on  CTerythiug  (or  me  at  a  distance,  that  you 
•re  auffering  horribly  from  the  IieaL  My  only  consolation  in  tliiuk- 
iog  of  your  being  in  the  town  and  I  in  the  civmlry  In  such  weather 
is,  that  if  you  might  have  felt  a  loss  degree  of  suSocstion,  sitting 
out  of  doors  here  during  the  day.  certainly  the  improvement  would 
have  been  counlerbalanced  by  the  superior  auftocation  of  our  nights. 
Even  with  door  and  window  wide  open,  it  is  hardly  possible  to 
realise  a  breath  of  air;  the  cottage  roof  collects  and  rotalDB  the  heat 
so  verj-  much  more  than  any  other  sort  of  roof  I  ever  lived  under. 
After  the  first  few  days,  I  was  obliged  to  give  up  remaining  during 
the  mornings  in  my  own  room;  my  head  got  into  a  swimming  coo- 
diiiou,  as  when  I  poisoned  myself  with  the  charcoal.'  tlra.  BuUer, 
I  find,  goes  out  of  her  room  into  some  back  apartment;  but  even 
there  I  am  sure  the  closeness  Is  very  hurtful  to  her.     The  drawing- 
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room  is  the  coolest  place,  and  Is  lett  [o  mf  »elt  till  Mrs.  Buller  con 
down;  except  lor  occasional  inroads  of  Mr.  BuHer  and  Reg7 
seek  some  volume  of  a  E^nch  novel,  repeated  c&rgoes  of  which  an 
sent  for  from  Rolsndi's.  'A  very  bad  stock,  this  last,'  I  ohaerred 
last  night.  'Yes,'  says  Mr.  Buller,  raisLcg  his  eyebrows:  'when 
French  novels  are  decorous,  tbej  are  monstrous  stupid  I 
What  do  I  tliiok  of  Clifton!'  What  do  you  think!  'Plunge* 
,  In  the  sea' — 1  bid  afraid  it  is  not  very  convenienlly  sitnaied  fof 
that:  but  if  you  were  there,  it  would  be  the  easiest  tUng  to 
over  for  a  few  days  to  your  admiring  Welshman,'  who  is  really 
of  the  ieDsibleat  admirers  you  bave;  a  man  who  expresses  his  aor 
thusiasni  in  tegs  of  mutton  and  peaches,  &c,,  &c.  I  imagi 
would  make  a  better  host  than  you  think.  Mrs.  Buller  says  it  U 
an  excellent  scheme,  being  so  very  easy  lo  execute ;  '  nothing  would 
be  easier,  except  staying  over  September  and  November  here,  when 
lam  already,  and  having  you  to  join  me!'  With  such  an  extnTi- 
agant  invitation  as  this,  I  need  not  hesitate  about  slaying  anothec 
week  from  any  apprehension  of  exhausting  their  hospilality.  Sli» 
Bays  that  she  can  quite  aympBthise  with  your  nervous  dislike  ta, 
making  up  your  mind;  and  what  you  have  to  do  io  such  a  moodlti 
jutt  to  come  off  without  making  up  your  mind  at  all;  the  first  <»<A 
moraing  to  put  yourself  ia  the  coach,  without  any  previoua 
ment  or  determination.  The  only  objection  to  this  is  that,  witfaoob 
being  warned,  Mrs.  Buller  could  not  meet  you  at  Bury:  but  thert, 
is  another  coach  from  London  wfflcli  passes  through  Iiworth  (froift 
which  you  could  walk,  being  only  two  miles),  '  and  a  coach,'  itM 
says,  '  just  made  for  you,  being  c«1led  the  Phenomenon ! '  I  deliver 
all  this  long  mceaage,  without  the  expoctalion  that  you  will  lay  Ut 
duly  to  heart.  I  am  thankful  lo  hear  that  the  leg  is  in  realiy 
meoding.  for  it  has  been  a  great  detriment  to  my  repose  of  consd-' 
ence  while  here;  I  should  never  have  dreamt  of  leaving  my  post  it- 
I  bad  foTseea  that  there  was  to  tie  such  a  long  puddlement  befora  j|: 
healed.  I  cannot  understand  how  it  had  gone  back,  for  really  iV 
was  almost  closed  when  I  left. 

Tou  may  tell  Babbie  that  my  ardour  for  nightcap  muslin,  tl 
morning,  was  the  most  superfluous  in  nature;  for  except  twice, 
mend  a  hole  in  ray  black  silk  stockings,  I  have  not  had  a  needle  1ft, 
my  hand  since  I  left  London,  nor  "  wished  to."    Neither  have  1  M 

■  IniitaUDD  from  b  friend 

■  OwlM  H.  fivdvood,  Eoq..  LUublell 
sit  LawTBT '  la  ihoae  pana;  a  man  who 
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murli  OB  wound  the  akelo  of  silk  for  my  purse.  I  do  liiile  in  Uie 
way  or  reading,  and  of  wriliug  aa  you  know,  and  a  great  deal  uf 
tiotiitng  Bt  nil.  I  never  weary,  and  jel  Lliere  is  no  company  comei. 
■nil,  except  the  evening  drive  and  tlie  chess,  we  liHve  no  amuse- 
ments Tlie  cb«8t,  liowever,  is  getting  into  ilie  spbero  of  a  passloa, 
Mr.  Boiler  "does  not  rememlwr  when  lie  had  such  good  playing  as 
'  and  80,  to  make  hay  wliilo  the  sun  shines,  he  must  have  a 
e  before  dinner  as  well  as  the  one  afler  tea.  Soraelimei  a  gaine 
o  hours,  and  Ibea  there  are  generally  tlireu  hours  can- 
i  in  the  drive;  so  that  there  remains  do  more  lime  on  my 
n  Und  ways  and  means  to  get  rid  of  without  ciillitig 
^  the  aid  of  needlework.  Last  night  we  drove  to  a  place  called 
Hriusc;  whicli  ia  in  fuct  a  very  old  house,  bearing  Uie  dale 
tills.  The  wniDSCOiit  and  Boore  were  polished  to  such  a  pitcli  with 
»ai  aad  turpentine,  tliut  I  am  certain  I  eoitld  Lave  skated  on  thetn  I 
The  Lady,  a  married  sister  of  Mr.  Loft's,  showed  me  an  original 
portrait  of  '  Fergueson,  the  self-Iaoglit  Philosopher,  who  had  been 
licr  mother's  preceplor';  I  was  ashamed  to  ask,  'What  does't 
doeV'  I  never  heard  of  him  In  my  life.  There  were  various 
pictures  besides — Queen  Eliwibelli,  Cliarles  11.,  nnd  lionourablo 
WOruen  not  a  few.  To-night  we  are  to  go,  if  it  fairs,  to  lake  lea  at 
K^Mtciw  place  called  The  Priory,  belonging  to  'Squire  Cartwright.' 
^HlB.  Buller  li  infinitely  kind  in  her  eiertions  to  Snd  me  amuse- 
B^Bt  Bless  thee, 

—  Your  own  Jank, 

[One  other  letter  followed  from  Troslon.  In  a  day  or  two  mnre 
I  went  Ihilher  myself;  walked  about,  nolbing  loth  {as  far  as  Tliet- 
'  nl  Due  day),  sometimes  with  escort,  oftener  with  none.  Made  at 
K  (tnaioly  by  Mrs.  Buller's  contrivance,  nnd  delicate  furtherance}, 
jn  Charles  should  come,'  a  riding  tour  into  Cromwell's  Couolry; 
ftlch  did  me  much  benefit  id  (lie  nilute  Book,  and  was  abundiintly 
resaive  at  the  time,  as  indeed  In  memory  it  still  is,  strangely 
d  Id  nil  iu  details  at  this  day.  Saw  Hindiinbrook  for  the  first 
,  St.  Ives.  Qodmanchester  (Ely,  Boliam.  &C,).  from  Qodman- 
.._  ..  ,._.  -^jjg^  trotted  before  n  thunder  cloud,  always  visible 

. aime  down  iti  deluges  half  a  minute  after  I  got  into 

*ffie  Hoop  Holol,  &C,  Ac.  Can  have  lasted  only  nbout  four  days 
(three  nights)!  Can  it  be  possible!  1  seem  as  if  rilnioet  a  denizen 
of  that  region,  which  I  never  saw  before  or  aiiica.— T,  0.] 


1  Addb  Cook's  qucatlon,  whim  '  Lord  Jeffrey,'  having  called,  the  reported 
lilm'Lun:tisrQeId'(tassneralBinaieinHiil!laiia,  Ketdogrebuluil:  'But  wbM 
tia"LiM)Md"tlt«Dt    WhMdiz'tiJHlA/- 
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LETTER  40. 

Follows  TroBtoo.  seerningly  at  »bort  distance.  Good  old  Mr. 
Dubie'B  visit  (Rev.  Emeritus,  Mrs.  Dr.  RuBBell'H  father)  I  remembor 
welt,  and  that  it  was  in  her  abssDce,  Be  never  '  came  hack.*  Lettac 
is  inQnitely  mournful  to  me.  and  beautiful  in  a  like  degree. 

The  'Margaret'  is  Margaret  Hlddleatone,  whom  she  wslil«d  for 
Ik  servant,  but  could  not  get.— T.  0. 

7b  Mn.  Ibm^,  Thwnha. 

S  Cberue  Roir,  OhelBw:  Sept.  ISO. 

Hf  dear  Mrs,  Russell, — I  meant  to  have  written  to  you  yesterdaj, 
along  .with  my  letter  to  Margaret; — hut  how  to  write  to  you  with- 
out meiitioomg  Ibe  purport  of  my  writing  to  her,  and  how  votj 
much  I  had  it  at  heart  that  she  should  cornel  And  then  if  i1 
happened  that  she  applied  to  you  for  advice,  as  is  likely  enougb) 
and  that  your  real  opiulou  was  she  hud  better  remain  with  ha 
children!  Between  the  two  you  were  thus,  itscemed  to  tne.  going 
to  find  yourself  io  a  constraint,  in  which  it  was  hardly  fair  to  plaoB 
you.  But  now  this  morning  comes  another  consideration  (I  han 
such  a  way  of  tormenting  myself  with  all  sorts  of  out-of-the-wajr 
considerations t),  viz.,  that  you  might  think  it  unkind  of  me  to  send 
a  letter  to  jour  care  without  a  word,  and  uukindnesa  towards  you  il 
what  I  could  not  hem  to  Uc  under  the  smallest  suspicion  of 
for  a  moment.  Oh.  no,  my  dear  Mrs.  Russell,  though  I  should 
never  see  you  more,  nor  hear  from  you  more,  I  shall  think  of  yot^ 
and  love  you,  and  be  grateful  to  you  as  long  as  1  live.  But  for  the 
knowledge  of  what  you  did  for  her,'  and  how  thankfully  she  felt 
it,  I  know  not  how  I  should  ever  have  brought  myself  to  think  of 
her  last  weeks  with  any  degree  of  composure.  As  it  waa,  Ood 
knows  there  slill  remains  enough  to  feel  eternal  regrets  Bboul^- 
but  without  a  friend  like  you,  to  make  her  feel  thnt  she  wu  n 
quite  alone  with  her  sickness  and  her  vexations,  it  would  have  bo 
unspeakably  worse  for  her  then,  and  for  nie  now. 

How  grieved  I  was  that  I  happened  to  be  absent  during  yotir 
father's  stay  in  London  1  I  felt  somehow  as  if  he  had  cotne  frOM' 
her — liad  brought  me  kind  messages  from  her,  and  I  had  n  ~ 
himl  I  would  have  returned  immediately  on  purpose  to  ace  liimi 
but  they  knew  that  1  would,  and  so  did  not  tell  wc  until  it  wi 
late.     But  he  will  come  again,  having  found  how  easy  U  is.  WiU  ht 
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not,  and  bring  yoa  with  MmT  Oh,  I  should  like  ao  well  to  have 
jonberel 

I  sm  alnrsys  very  weakly  in  hesUh,  though  belter  than  when  I 
laal  wrote  lo  you.  Ai  pregenl  my  brotlier-iaOaw  has  pot  me  on  a 
course  of  blue-pill  for  pain  in  my  Bide.  Bui.  until  I  turn  what 
health  and  strength  t  hsTe  to  better  account,  I  have  no  buaineas  to 
regret  that  I  have  not  more. 

I  wish  you  would  write  to  me  some  day,  and  lell  me  about  old 
Mary  and  oil  the  people.  Tbornhill  and  Templnnd  and  cverytiiiiig 
about  there  is  often  as  dmiinct  before  my  eyes  as  the  bouse  aud 
street  I  am  actually  living  in — but  as  it  was:  oa  it  must  be  now,  I 
can  never  bring  myself  to  figure  It. 

Qire  my  kindest  regards  to  your  father  aod  husband.    If  felt 

iiur  father's  letter  very  kind. 
God  blesB  you,  dear  Mrs.  RitsseU. 
"Ever  your  affectionate 
Janr  W.  Cabltlb. 


LETTER  41. 

Fragmeat  (very  mournful),  first  aiuall  half  ot  it  lost. 

To  Mrt.  Ailkm.  Dun\frU*. 

ObelevA:  (Earl)'  Bummer, 

LWbat  you  sayot  my  coming  lo  Scotland  is  very  kind;  Isabella, 


too,  has  sent  me  the  heartiest  invitations,  and  I  should  like  so  well 
to  Mfl  you  all  again.  But  when  I  try  to  fuocy  myself  on  tlie  road, 
to  fancy  myself  thera,  everything  the  same  (or  me  there  as  it  used 
to  be — and  beyond,  oothlng  of  all  that  used  to  be — I  feel  so  sick  at 
heart,  and  so  afraid  of  encountering  the  pain  that  seeing  all  those 
places  again,  and  going  about  like  a  ghost  iu  them,  would  cause  me, 
that  I  can  do  no  otherwise  but  say  I  will  not  go.  It  looks  very 
cowardly  to  you,  this?— perhaps,  too,  unkind  and  ungrateful  to- 
warda  the  living.  But  fancy  yourself  in  my  place,  looking  out  on 
the  bills,  at  the  back  of  whldi  there  had  so  lately  lain  a  little  loviag 
home  for  you,  wliere  your  mother  had  run  to  meet  you  with  such 
Joy;  and  now  nothing  for  you  there  but  the  silence  of  death.  If 
yon  do  not  feel  that  you  would  be  Just  us  weak,  at  least  you  will 
anderstand  how  I  might  be  ao  without  unkindncss.  If  I  were  going 
beeide  your  mother  and  all  of  you,  I  eliould  think  myself  bound  to 
te  cheerful,  and  to  look  as  if  I  were  hsppy  among  you;  and  until 
I  know  myself  up  to  that,  ia  it  not  right  to  stay  awajl    U  fi«;auA 


108  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OP 

El  Beems  to  me  I  could  do  nothing  at  Bcotsbrig  or  Dumfriea 
cry  from  morning  till  niglil.     All  Uiis  is  excessively  we&k;  I 
quite  aware  ot  tbat,  and  if  anybixly  will  Bhow  me  a  whj  of 
Bironger.  I  will  fallow  it  to  m;  best  ability:  but  merel}'  telUog 
or  telling  myaelf  to  be  stroogor  is  of  no  use. 

Ever  your  affectionate 

jAitE  Caklti,e. 

LETTER  43. 
To  Sfin*  HeUn  Welih,  Liimrpool. 

ChelKa:  lUrcbtSU. 

Uj  dearest  Helen, — After  (in  Dwt\fr\t»  and  Gailtncay-Omirim 
phraseology)  'taking  a  bird's-eye  view' of  all  modem  literature, | 
am  arrived  at  the  concluBiou  that,  to  Snd  s  booli  exactly  suited  ti 
my  uncle's  taste,  I  must  write  it  myaelfl  and.  ulas,  that  cannot  b 
done  before  to-morrow  morningl 

'  Lb  Motle  Foque'B  "Magic  Ring,'"  suggesta  Oeroidine'  (Jew« 
bury).  'Too  mystical  I  My  uncle  detests  confusion  of  i 
'  Paul  de  EockT  A«  is  very  witty.'  '  Yes,  but  also  very  inde 
and  my  uncle  woul<i  not  relish  indecencies  read  aloud  to  him  by  hi 
daughters.'  'Olil  ahl  well  I  Miss  Austin?'  'Too  washy; 
gruel  for  mind  and  body  at  tbe  same  time  were  too  bad,"  Timidly, 
and  after  a  pause,  'Do  you  lliink  he  could  stand  Victor  Hugo)^ 
"Notre  Dame"!'  The  Idea  of  my  uncle  listening  to  tbe  set 
mental  moDslroaities  of  Victor  Hugo!  A  smile  of  scorn  was  li 
time  all  my  reply.     But  in  my  own  suggeationa  I  have  been  hardly 

e  fortunate.  All  the  books  that  pretend  to  amuse 
come,  In  fact,  either  under  that  category,  which  you  except  ag^a«t 
•  the  extravagant,  clown-jeatlog  sort,'  or  slill  worse,  under  that  a 
what  1  should  call  the  galvanised -death's-head-grinning  sort.  Then 
s  to  be  no  longer  any  genuine,  heart-felt  mirth  in  wrll«ra  g 
books;  they  sing  and  ds nee  still  ir^fureuMnMnt.  but  one  sees  always 
loo  plainly  ihat  it  is  not  voluntarily,  but  only  for  bnlfpence:  andfof 
halfpence  they  will  crack  their  windpipes,  and  cut  capers  on  tlHi 
crown  of  their  beads,  poor  men  that  they  are! 

1  bethink  me  of  one  book,  however,  which  we  have  lately  n 
here,  bearing  a  raUier  questionable  name  as  a  book  for  my  uncle,, 
but,  nevertheless,  I  think  he  would  like  it.     It  is  called  '  PassageC 

a  Mr*.  Carlyle  had  Jurt  (woome  ■ 

■endotberIifa.-J.A.P. 
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from  Ihe  Life  of  a  RsdictJ,'  bj  Samuel  Bamford,  a  silk-weaver  of 
MIddleton.  He  was  one  of  Ihose  who  got  iolo  trouble  during  the 
Peierloo  time;  sod  the  delaiia  of  what  lie  Ihen  saw  and  BuSered  are 
given  with  a  simplicitj,  an  inlelligencc.  on  abaeuce  of  everyihitig 
like  party  violence,  which  it  doei  one  good  to  fall  'm  wili.  especially 
in  Ibese  to  Anted  times. 

There  is  another  book  that  might  be  tried,  though  I  am  not  sure 
ibat  it  has  not  a  litile  too  much  affinity  with  walcr-gruel,  '  The 
Neighbours,'  a  domeslic  novel  Iraaslated  from  the  Swedish  by  Mary 
Howitt.  There  ia  a  '  Lillle  Wife'  id  it,  witli  a  husband  whom  she 
calls  '  Bear,*  that  one  never  wearies  of.  althougb  they  never  say  or 
do  anything  in  the  least  degree  extraordinaiy. 

Qei^dine  strongly  recommends  Stephen's  '  Incidents  of  Travel  in 
Eprpt,  Arabia,  and  Petrea,"  as  'very  interesting  nnd  very  short.' 
Also  Waterton's  '  Wanderings  in  South  America.'  There  are  two 
novels  of  Paul  de  Eock  Ironslated  into  English,  which  might  be 
tried  at  least  witboiit  barm  done,  for  tbey  ore  unexceptionable  in 
the  usual  Bense  of  Ilint  term,  the  'Barber  of  Paris,'  and  'Staler 

I  have  read  the  last,  not  the  flrst.  and  1  dare  say  it  would  be  very 
■musing  for  anyone  who  likes  '  Oil  Bias,'  and  that  sort  of  hooks; 
for  my  tosle  it  does  not  get  on  fast  enough. 

Therel  enough  of  books  for  ouc  day.  Thank  you  for  your  let- 
ter, dear.  If  I  had  not  wee  angels  to  write  me  consolatory  mis- 
sives at  present.  1  should  really  be  terribly  ill  oS.  My  maid 
coDtinuea  highly  inefflcieot,  myself  ditto;  the  weather  complicates 
everything;  for  days  together  not  a  soul  conieB,  and  then  it  the  sun 
glimmers  forth  a  vrhoie  rush  of  people  breaks  in,  to  the  vei?  taking 
away  of  one's  breath! 

Yesterday,  between  the  hours  of  three  and  five,  we  liad  old 
Sterling,  Mr.  and  Mrs,  von  OlChen,  Hr.  and  Mrs.  Hacready,  John 
Corlyle,  and  William  Cunningham.  Oeruidine  professed  to  be 
mightily  token  with  Mrs.  Mocready,  not  so  much  so  with  'Wil 
liamt  Poor  dear  Williamt  1  never  thought  him  more  interesting, 
however.  To  see  a  man,  who  is  exhibiting  himself  every  night  on 
a  singe,  blushing  like  a  young  girl  in  a  private  room  is  a  beautiful 
phenomenon  for  mo.  His  wife  whispered  iulo  my  ear,  as  we  sat 
on  tLe  sofa  together,  '  Do  you  know  poor  Wiiliaro  is  in  a  perfect 
■goay  lo^ny  at  having  beeo  brought  here  in  that  greatcoat  ?  It  is 
a  stage  great-coat,  but  was  only  worn  by  liim  twice;  the  piece  it 
ma  made  for  did  not  succeed,  but  It  was  suub  an  expensive  coat. 
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I  would  not  let  him  give  it  Aw&y;  and  doesn*!  he  look  well  in  it) 
I  wish  Jesnnie  had  Heen  him  in  Ihe  cobI — inagoificeul  fur  neck  a 
sleeves,  and  such  frogs  od  the  front.      He  did  look  well,  bot 
hesrUly  sshamed  of  himaelf. 

Oil,  I  must  tell  yon.  for  mj'  uncle's  benefit,  b  domestic  cata»> 
trophe  that  occurred  last  weekl  Ono  day,  af(«r  dinoer,  I  heard 
Helen  lighting  the  fire,  which  had  gone  out.  in  the  room  abov^ 
with  n  perfectly  unexampled  veDgeance;  every  stroke  of  Uie  pokv 
seemed  an  individual  effort  of  concentrated  rage.  What  ails  thf. 
creature  now!  I  said  to  myself.  Who  has  incurred  her  sudden  diK 
pleuure  ?  or  is  it  the  red  herring  she  had  for  dinner  which  hah 
disagreed  with  her  elomach!  (for  in  the  morning,  you  must  knoWr 
when  I  was  ordering  the  dinner,  she  had  asked,  might  tlie  have  t 
red  berriug?  'her  heart  bad  been  set  upon  it  this  a  good  whOt 
back;'  and,  of  course,  so  modest  a  petition  received  an  unbeBltatint 
affirmative,)  On  her  return  lo  the  Bublerraaean.  the  same  bubbiA 
wild  arose  from  below,  which  hud  Just  been  trying  my  nerves  froa 
above;  and  when  she  brought  up  the  iealray,  she  clanked 
lobbj-table  03  if  she  were  minded  to  demolish  the  wholi 
one  fell  stroke.  I  looked  into  her  face  inquiringly  as  she  eotereA 
the  room,  and  seeing  it  black  as  midnight  (i»aral(sf,  that  is),  1 
very  coolly,  'A  little  less  noise,  if  you  please;  you  are  getting  rattwi 
loud  upon  us.'  She  cast  up  her  eyes  with  Uie  took  of  a  martyr 
the  stake,  as  much  as  to  say,  '  Well,  if  I  must  be  quiet.  I  must;  bd 
you  little  know  my  wrongs.'  By-ond-by  Qernldinc 
kitchen  for  some  reason ;  she  is  of  lener  in  the  kitchen  in  one  d^ 
than  I  am  in  a  month,  but  that  ia  irrelevant.  'Where  la  the  catf '^ 
eiud  she  to  Helen;  'I  have  not  seen  her  all  night.'  Site  takes  K 
wonderful,  most  superfluous  charge  of  the  cat,  aa  of  everTlbiaf 
elae  in  this  estabiUhmenL  'The  cat!' said  Helen  Krimly.  'I  li«« 
all  but  killed  her'  'How?'  said  Qeraldine.  'With  the  beaom,^ 
replied  the  other.  'Why!  for  goodness' sake.'  'Whyl' repealed 
Helen,  bursting  oul  into  new  rage;  '  why  Indeed  t  Because  shtt 
ate  my  red  herring  I  I  set  it  all  ready  on  the  end  of  the  dresser,  a 
she  ran  away  with  it,  and  ate  it  every  morsel  to  the  toll — such 
unheard  of  thing  for  the  brute  to  do.  Oh,  if  I  could  have  got  hold 
her,  she  should  not  have  got  off  with  her  life!"  'And  have  yoK 
iLid  no  dinner ! '  asked  Qeraldine.  '  Oh,  yes.  I  had  muttok 
enough,  but  I  had  just  set  my  heart  on  ft  red  herring,'  Wliicliww 
the  moat  deserving  of  having  a  besom  I^ken  to  her,  Ihe  cat 
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My  loT«  to  Bablde;  her  letter  to-day  is  most  comfortable.  Bless- 
ings  on  you  alL 

Your  aftectionate  cousin, 

J.  Wblsh. 

LBTTERiS. 
IbMnHdlm  Welsh,  Liverpool. 

CfaelBea:  March  1848. 

Now,  do  you  deserve  that  I  should  send  you  any  letter,  any 
autograph,  anything,  thou  graceless,  *  graceful  Miss  Welsh '  ?  I 
think  not;  but  'if  everyone  had  his  deserts,  which  of  us  should 
escape  whipping?/  And  besides  I  see  not  vfhsit  virtues  remain 
possible  for  me,  unless  it  be  the  passive  ones  of  patience  and  for- 
giveness; for  which,  thank  Heaven,  there  is  always  open  course 
enough  in  this  otherwise  tangled  world  1 

Three  of  the  autographs,  which  I  send  you  to-day,  are  first-rate. 
A  Yankee  would  idmost  give  a  dollar  apiece  for  them.  Entire 
characteristic  letters  from  Pickwick,  Lytton  Bulwer,  and  Alfred 
Tennyson;  the  last  the  greatest  genius  of  the  three,  though  the 
vulgar  public  have  not  as  yet  recognised  him  for  such.  Qet  his 
poems  if  you  can,  and  read  the  'Ulysses,*  'Doi-a,'  the  'Vision  of 
Sin,'  and  you  will  find  that  we  do  not  overrate  him.  Besides  he  is 
a  very  handsome  man,  and  a  noble-hearted  one,  with  something  of 
the  gypey  in  his  appearance,  which,  for  me,  is  perfectly  charming. 
Babbie  never  saw  him,  unfortunately,  or  perhaps  I  should  say  for- 
tunately, for  she  must  have  fallen  in  love  with  him  on  the  spot, 
unless  she  be  made  absolutely  of  ice;  and  then  men  of  genius  have 
never  anything  to  keep  wives  uponl 

JiLNB  Carltle. 

LETTER  44. 

7b  John  SterUfig,  Esq.,  Falmouth, 

Chelsea:  June(?)184S. 

My  dear  John, — Thank  you  passionately  for  giving  me  Vitiaria 
AceoTomboni;  and  thank  you  even  more  for  knowing  beforehand 
that  I  should  like  her.  Your  presentiment  that  this  was  '  a  woman 
exactly  after  my  own  heart '  so  pleases  my  own  heart  I  proves  that 
I  am  not  universally  'a  woman  misunderstood.'  But  you  said 
nothing  of  the  man  i^ter  my  own  heart,  so  that  Bracciauo  took  me 
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b;  surprige,  and  has  ne&rly  turned  my  lieodl  My  very  btau-idiat 
of  mauliood  tbat  Paul  OiocduDo;  could  I  bear  ot  Lbo  like  of  bim 
existing  anywhere  in  these  degenerate  limes,  I  would,  e»eii  al  Uiil 
late  stage  of  the  business — seed  him — my  picture!  and  an  oSer  a(> 
my  hesrl  and  huud  for  the  oejtt  world,  since  ihey  are  already  dia-- 
posed  of  in  this.  AUt  what  ■  man  that  must  be,  who  cat)  Btrangla, 
ills  young,  beautiful  wife  with  Ms  own  bands,  and,  baUnj;  one: 
moment  of  conventional  borror,  inspire  not  the  sligbtest  feeliog  ot. 
aversion  or  distrustt  When  a  man  strangles  bis  wife  nowadays  be 
does  it  brutally,  in  drink,  or  in  pssaion,  or  in  revenge;  to  transaot 
such  a  work  coolly,  nobly,  on  tbc  loftiest  principles,  to  strangle  wilb' 
dignity  because  the  woman  '  was  unworthy  of  him,'  thai  indeed  a 
a  triumph  of  character  which  places  this  Braccianu  above  ail  lbs, 
beroea  of  ancient  or  modern  times;  which  makes  me  almost  weep> 
that  I  was  not  burn  two  centuries  earlier,  that  I  might  have  been— ■ 
bis  mistress — not  his  wife  I 

But  what  think  you  befel?  In  the  simplicity  of  my  heart  I  lent 
the  hook  to  a  friend,  a  man  of  course,  whose  biilierto  veralon  oC 
me  has  bume  a  considerable  resemblance  lo  the  Sanla  Maria!  lent: 
it  too  with  all  my  margioal  marks  {as  Carlyle  would  Bay)  '  eigiU&^ 
cant  of  mucb't  And  when  the  man'  brought  it  back  he  could^. 
□either  locik  at  me  nor  speak  lo  me;  but  blushed  and  stammered,  a(i 
If  be  were  in  tbe  presence  of  a  new  goddess  of  reason.  Disliking 
all  that  sort  of  thing,  I  asked  bim  plain  out.  what  ailed  biniT  'TI19. 
truth  is.'  said  he,  '  Mrs.  Carlyie,  thai  book '  (looking  al  it  askanc<^ 
'  basconfused  mel  May  1  ask  who  recommended  to  you  ibat  l)ookf ' ' 
'  A  clergyman,'  said  I;  for  the  first  and  probably  the  last  time  itt 
my  life  recognising  your  sacred  vocation;  '  John  Sterling  gitve  ii  la 
me.'  '  Tbc  sont '  '  Yea,  to  be  sure,  tbe  son,'  and  tben  I  laughed  . 
outright,  and  the  man  looked  at  roe  with  a  mingled  espresnion  of 
pity  and  alarm,  and  changed  tbe  subject. 

Jahe  Carltiji, 

Fi-agmmU  ofUtUn  to  T.  CarlsUi.  July  1843. 


mperinlend  tbe  workmen,  alone  with  her 

July  4. 1843  —Tbe  first  nlgbt  is  over,  and  we  are  neither  robbed, 
nor  murdered.    I  must  confess,  however,  tlutt  I  observed  last  nlglil 
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for  the  first  time  with  what  tremendous  facililj'  a  thief  with  tbs 
KTeisge  thief  agililj  might  awing  himself,  by  luying  hold  of  the 
Epout.  oS  the  garden  wall  into  my  dreseiag  clo«et,  leaving  me  no 
time  to  spring  my  rattle,  or  even  unBheath  my  dagger.  '  You  must 
excuse  ua  llie  day ; '  I  am  in  a  complete  mess,  and  mj  pen  refuses  to 
mark.  1  sliall  be  in  a  complete  mess  for  a  time,  times  and  a  half. 
I  willperliaps  go  torn  few  days  to  the  Isle  of  Wight,  for  breathing, 
in  the  midst  of  it;  but  X  gbali  not  be  done  with  my  work  tbte  month 
to  come.  You  see  you  do  so  hale  commotion  that  this  house  gets 
no  periodic  cleanings  like  other  people's  and  one  must  make  the 
most  of  your  absence. 

JiUglL—lt  has  been  such  a  momiDg  as  you  cannot  figure:  a 
painter  filling  the  bouse  with  terrific  smells,  the  wbitewashers  Mill 
irhit«wasliiDg,  Pearson  and  men  tearing  out  the  closet,  and  Ihe  boy 
lys  grinding  with  pumice  stone.  Having  been  taught  polilf'ness 
e's  neighbours  by  living  next  door  to  Mr.  Chalmers.  I  wrote  a 
10  Mr.  Lambert,  No,  S,  regretting  that  hi?  and  his  family's 
dtimbera  were  probably  curtailed  by  my  operntions,  and  promising 
that  tlic  nuisance  would  have  only  a  brief  term.  This  brought  Mr. 
LAOibert  upon  me  (virtue  ever  its  own  reward),  who  stayed  for  an 
hour,  talking,  you  know  how.  Then  I.  .  .  .  And  you  do  cot 
like  my  beautiful  ■  Viltoria  'I  oh.  what  want  of  toslel 

Jul]/  12.— If  you  had  seen  me  last  night  asleep  you  would  have 
wen  a  pretty  sight.  The  paint  was  smelliag,  of  course — one  can't 
make  a  household  revolution,  any  more  than  a  Stale  one.  with  rose 
wal«T;  and  so  this  house  did  not  smell  of  rose  water,  I  can  assure 
jou.  Old  Sterling  had  said  so  much  about. its  costing  me  my  life, 
■nd  the  absolute  necessity  of  my  at  leatt  sleeping  al  his  house,  that 
I  did  begin  to  think  it  my  cause  me  a  headache!  So  I  took  all  wise 
precautions  agninst  it,  kept  my  door  carefully  shut  all  day.  and 
slept  with  both  my  windows  open,  so  that  I  really  suffered  very  little 
inconvenience  from  the  smetl.  But  just  when  I  was  going  to  bed, 
it  occurred  to  me  that  In  this  open  stale  of  things,  with  several 
loddere  lying  quite  handy  underneath  the  window,  '  heavy  bodies 
might,'  OS  Helen  phrased  it,  '  drop  in,'  and  be  at  my  piHow  before  I 
beard  them;  so,  feeling  it  my  duty  to  neglect  no  proper  precaulion. 
I  lud  my  dogger  and  the  great  policeman's  rattle  on  the  spare  pillon 
sad  went  to  sleep  quite  pleasantly,  without  any  more  thought  about 
thlevea. 

I  have  got  such  a  pretty  writing  establishment — a  sort  of  ^psy's 
tent,  which  I  have  mounted  lu  the  garden  •  with  my  own  honds,' 


I 
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constructed  out  o(  the  clotbes  rope  and  poale  and  the  cmmb  clolli 
of  tlic  librarjl  1  ait  under  its  '  dnrk  brown  ehade — wli'' — iba 
Hacready  of  Nalurc — an  aroicliur,  sud  the  little  round  Uble,  with 
my  nriliug  msloriala,  and  my  watch  to  keep  me  in  mtad  thml  I  am 
in  a  time  world,  a  piece  ot  ciirpet  under  foot,  and  a  footstool,  B*- 
bold  all  that  ia  necessary  for  my  little  garden  bouse!  Woman 
wanLa  but  little  bcre  below — mi  old  cmmb  ciotli  mninly,  yon  per- 
Deive,  But  one  haa  no  credit  in  being  Jolly  la  auch  n  pnt^ 
bower.    Bj-aud-by  I  ab&ll  baTc  to  raturn  indoots,  'to  coau  OBt 

JulyM. — Toutvabien.  The  work  goes  well,  and  myself  goet 
well.  The  early  rising  and  the  atiower- bathing  aud  Uie  haTing 
Gometbing  to  look  nfteragrees  with  me  wonderfully.  The  degree 
of  beiLt  also  is  exactly  auited  to  my  needs.  This  and  the  other  per- 
Bon  drops  in  and  asks  me  if  I  do  not  feel  very  looely?  It  li  odd 
what  notions  men  seem  to  bave  of  the  scantiness  of  a  woman's 
resources.  Tliey  do  not  find  It  anything  out  of  nature  that  they 
sboidd  be  nble  to  exist  by  tbemseWes;  but  a  woman  must  alw&ya 
be  borne  about  on  somebody's  shaulders,  and  dandled  and  chirped 
to,  or  it  is  supposed  she  will  tall  into  tbe  blackest  melaocboly. 
When  1  answered  ihsi  question  from  Arthur  Helps  yesterday. 
■Why  should  I  feci  iondy?  I  bave  plenty  to  do,  andean  sec  human 
beings  whenever  I  look  out  at  the  window.'  he  looked  at  me  as  if  I 
bad  uttered  some  magnanimity  worthy  to  have  place  in  a  '  Legiti- 
mate Drama,'  and  said,  '  Well,  really  you  are  a  model  of  a  wife.' 

LETTER  45. 

To  John  WdA.  Etq..  The  Baihl,  BUenslnirgh. 

Ch«U«:  Jalr  la.  VM. 

Dearest,  dear  ooly  Uncle  of  me, — I  would  give  a  crown  that  jaa 
could  see  me  at  this  moment  through  a  powerful  telescope)    Tea 


' '  Dmrk  browo  Bbad« '  was  to  both  ot  oa  inHnltdy  rtdioulous  in  I 
though  tbe  tpirlc  of  it  U  dot  fled  irrevackhl?.  Dr.  Bilclile.  dlTinlt; 
Id  Edlobureh.  iru  a  irorthf.  ekroeit.  but  ■omen-hat  t<»  pompooi  uid  oiai- 
BCloiuly  eloquFDt,  old  geatlemui.  He  had  no  teeth,  a  great  deal  of  white  hair, 
fpoke  Id  a  loaorouaH  mumbZIof^  voice,  with  much  proud,  aJmofit  mlhatopyi 
ncginKoflha  head,  and  to  a  rhythm  all  higom,  vhlch  loved  tcend  alva;! 
with  an  emphatic  BTllable,  wlih  Tlctorioui  Krare  accent,  and  a  Und  HI '  vk,' 
or'h.'  superadded.  For  conruMtlon  of  Qlbboo,  his  priDdpil  argumant— thi 
onlj  one  ihat  I  can  recolleel— was  that  Gibbon  In  his  later  rears,  crown  iMa, 
tamons.Ac..  Ac.,confeBed  that  tlM  end  ot  lite  to  him  was  Involved  In  a 
'daA 
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would  laugh  for  tbe  next  twelve  hours.  I  am  doing  the  rural  after 
a  fasiiion  «o  entirely  my  own)  To  escape  from  tbe  abominable 
pBill^emell,  and  Ihe  iofcrDal  noiae  within  doora,  I  have  erected. 
wiLh  my  own  hands,  a  gipsyteot  in  tbe  garden,  construcled  with 
clothes  lines,  long  polos,  and  an  old  brown  floor  dotlit  under  which 
remarkable  ihade  I  sit  in  an  arm-cliarm  at  a  small  round  table,  with 
a  hearth  rug  for  carpet  under  my  feet,  writing-materials,  aewing- 
malerisls,  and  a  mind  superior  to  Fate! 

Tbe  only  drawback  to  this  retreat  \a  its  being  ezpoeed  lo  '  the 
envy  of  Burrounding  nations';  so  many  heada  peer  out  on  me  from 
all  the  windows  of  the  Row,  eager  lo  penetrate  my  meaningl  If  I 
had  a  speaking  trumpet  I  would  address  them  ouce  for  all: — 
'  Ladies  ond  Ocnllemen, — I  am  not  here  to  enter  my  individual  pro- 
test agaiuEt  the  progress  of  civilization!  nor  yet  to  mock  you  with 
an  ArcadiftD  fcHciiy,  wliich  you  have  neither  the  taste  nor  tbe  la- 
geoujtj  to  make  your  own  I  but  simply  to  enjoy  Nature  according 
to  ability,  and  to  get  out  of  the  smell  of  new  paint!  Bo,  pray  you, 
leave  me  to  pursue  my  innocent  avocations  in  the  modest  secluaion 
which  I  covet  r 

Not  to  represent  my  coDtrivaoce  as  too  perfect.  I  must  also 
tell  you  that  a  strong  puff  of  wind  is  apt  to  blow  down  the 
polea,  and  then  the  whole  lent  falls  down  on  my  head!  This 
has  happened  once  already  since  I  begnn  to  write,  but  an  instant 
pitta  it  all  to  rights  again.  Indeed,  without  counteracting  tbe 
indoors  influences  by  all  lawful  means,  I  could  not  stay  here  at 
present  without  injury  to  my  health,  which  ia  at  no  time  of  the 
strongest.  Our  house  has  for  a  fortnight  back  been  a  house  pos- 
sessed by  seven  devils!  a  painter,  two  carpenlera,  a  paper-hanger, 
two  nondescript  apprentice-lads,  and  'a  spy;'  all  jilaying  the  devil 
10  the  utmost  of  their  powers;  hurrying  and  scurrying  'upstairs, 
downstairs,  and  iu  my  lady's  cliamberl '  affording  the  liveliest  im- 
age of  a  sacked  city! 

When  they  rush  in  at  six  of  the  morning,  and  spread  themselves 
over  the  premises,  I  instantly  jump  out  of  bed,  and  '  i 
peratlon '  take  a  shower  bath.  Then  such  a  long  day  tc 
in!  I  make  chair  and  sofa  CDVars;  write  letters  to  my  friends; 
scold  the  work-people,  and  suggest  improved  methods  of  doing 
things.  And  when  I  go  to  bed  at  night  1  have  to  leave  both  win- 
dows of  my  room  wide  open  (and  plenty  of  ladders  lying  quite 
handy  andemealh).  that  I  may  not,  as  old  Sterling  predicted, 
'aw«lu  dead '  of  the  point. 

The  ftrtt  night  that  I  lay  down  In  this  open  Stele  ot  tt^iif^,  "V 
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recollected  Jcsjuue's  houf«-tiicalur  adTeotara  last  jew,  uid,  not 
wishing  that  all  Um  thieves  who  mi^t  Talk  ia  at  my  opeu  win- 
dows should  lalLe  me  quite  anprrpaivd,  I  laid  mj  pcriiceman'a 
ntlle  and  mj  dagger  on  the  ^lare  pillow,  and  then  1  ««Dt  to  ileep 
quiU  secare.  But  it  is  to  be  confidenilr  expected  that,  in  a  week 
or  more,  tbin^  will  begin  to  saboide  into  Iheir  uaamal  stale;  and 
meanwhile  il  were  absurd  to  expect  that  as;  aoct  of  reTotudon 
be  accomplished.  Tberet  the  lent  baa  been  down  on  the  lop  of 
again,  but  it  has  onlj  npaet  the  ink. 

Jcannie  appears  to  be  earthquaking  with  like  energy  in  Hsiy 
land  Street,  but  finds  time  to  write  me  Dice  long  letters  nerei 
leas,  and  even  to  make  the  loTeliest  pincoabion  for  my  iNithc 
and  my  birthilay  was  celebrated  also  with  the  arriral  of  a 
iDlo  which  1  have  nol  yet  penetrated.  Accept  Iciases  a4  i 
tot  jour  kind  IbongUt  of  me,  dearest  aocle.  I  hope  to  drink  fov 
heallh  manjr  times  in  the  Madeira'  nhen  I  bave  Carlyle  with  me 
again  to  give  an  air  of  respectability  to  the  act.  Nay,  on  that 
erenlng  wbea  it  came  to  hand,  I  iras  feeling  so  ssd  and  dieaty 
over  the  coDlraat  between  this  Fourteeuth  of  July — alone,  in  a 
houM  like  a  socked  cilj.  and  other  Fourteenths  Ibat  I  can  never 
forget,  that  1  beaitated  wliethcr  or  no  to  get  myself  out  a  bottle  of 
Jie  Hadeini  there  and  then,  and  try  for  once  in  my  life  the  hitb* 
erto  unknown  comfort  of  being  dead  drunk.  But  my  sense  of 
respectable  overcame  the  temptation. 

My  buaband  has  now  left  his  WcUhmso,  aod  is  gone  (or  ft  littls 
while  to  visit  the  Bishop  of  St.  David's.  Tlien  be  purpoees  cross- 
ing orer  BOmchow  to  Liverpool,  and,  after  a  brief  beuedlctioo  to 
Jeannie.  passing  into  Anuandale.  He  has  suffered  unutterable 
things  in  Wales  from  the  want  of  any  adequate  supply  of  teal 
For  the  rest,  his  visit  appears  (o  have  been  prptty  8ucce«fnl: 
pIoDty  of  sea-bathiug;  plenty  of  riding  on  horseback,  and  of  lying 
under  treest  I  wonder  it  never  enters  bis  bead  to  lie  uuder  tht 
wolnuttree  here  nt  home.  It  is  a  tree!  leaves  as  green  as  any 
leaves  can  be.  even  in  South  Walesl  but  it  were  too  easy  to  repose 
under  that:  if  one  had  to  travel  a  long  journey  by  railway  to  il, 
then  indeed  it  might  be  worth  while  I 

Butlhave  no  more  time  for  scribbliag  just  now;  besides,  mj. 
pen  Is  positively  declining  to  &ct.  So,  Qod  bless  you.  dear,  and  allfl 
of  them.  Ever  your  affectionate 

Jibe  C^bj-tlB. 

■  Preiant  Hut  trom  LIveriHWl. 


itb<^ 
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LETTER  46. 
T.  OarlyU,  Stq.,  at  Uandough,  Cowbridffe, 

Chelsea:  Jutj  18, 1848. 
Dearest, — ^I  take  time  by  the  pigtail,  and  write  at  Dight  after 
poet-hours.  During  the  day  there  is  such  an  infernal  noise  of 
pumice-Btone,  diversified  by  snatches  of  'wild  strains;'  the  youth 
who  is  scraping  the  walls  (as  if  it  were  a  hundred  knife-grinders 
melted  into  one)  consoling  himself  under  the  hideous  task  by  strik- 
ing up  every  two  minutes  '  The  Red  Cross  Knight,'  or  '  Evelyn's 
Bower/  or  some  such  plaintive  melody,  which,  after  a  brief  at- 
tempt to  render  itself  'predominant,'  '  dies  away  into  unintelligible 
whinner.' >  Yesterday  forenoon  Mrs.  Chadwick  came;  and  had 
Just  seated  herself  on  the  sofa  beside  me,  and  was  beginning  to  set 
forth  amiabilities;  when  bang,  bang,  crash,  screech,  came  the 
pumice-stone  over  the  room-door,  to  the  tune  * 

Oh  rest  tiiee,  my  darllnff. 
Thy  sire  is  a  knight;  ftc,  &o., 

making  us  both  start  to  our  feet  with  a  little  scream  and  then  fall 
back  again  in  fits  of  laughter.  Then  the  stairs  are  all  flowing 
with  whitewash,  and  '  altogether '  when  I  fancy  you  here  '  in  the 
midst  of  it,*  I  do  not  know  whether  to  laugh,  or  to  cry,  or  to 
shriek. 

But  it  will  be  a  clean  pretty  house  for  you  to  come  home  to;  and 
should  you  find  that  I  have  exceeded  by  a  few  pounds  your  modest 
allowance  for  painting  and  papering,  you  will  find  that  I  have  not 
been  thoughtless  nevertheless,  when  I  show  you  a  document  from 
Mr.  Morgan,*  promising  to  '  indemnify  us  for  the  same  in  the  un- 
disturbed possession  of  our  house  for  five  years! '  A  piece  of  paper 
equivalent  to  a  lease  of  the  house  for  five  years,  *  with  the  reci- 
procity all  on  one  side,'  binding  him  and  leaving  us  free.  *  Such  a 
thing,'  old  Sterling  said,  who  attended  me  to  Pope's  Head  Alley, 
'  as  no  woman  but  myself  would  have  had  the  impudence  to  ask, 
nor  any  lawyer  in  his  senses  the  folly  to  grant.'  I  do  not  see  but 
we  might  get  a  lease  of  the  house  after  all  for  as  long  as  we  pleased, 


>  my  £sthfer*s  account  of  a  precentor  who  lost  his  tune,  desperately  tried 
wreial  others,  and  then  *  died  away  into  an,'  ^, 
*  Lawyer  in  the  dty ;  virtual  proprietor  here. 
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if  1  went  about  it,  bstead  o(  the  volupcMou*  Perry.'  This  « 
one  of  those  remarkable  iuBlmices  of  fftscinatioa  wtiich  !  i 
OTCT  gentlemen  of  a  '  cerlaic  age ; '  before  I  had  spoken  six  n 
to  him  it  wu  plain  to  ilie  meanest  capacity  tliat  be  bad  fallen  over 
head  and  ear>  in  love  witb  me;  and  if  he  put  off  time  in  wtiling 
me  Uie  promise  I  required,  it  was  plainly  only  because  be  Mnld 
not  benrlhe  idea  of  my  going  away  again!  No  wonder!  probablj 
no  such  beatific  vieion  as  that  of  a  real  live  woman,  in  a  silk  buuiiel 
and  maslin  gewa,  ever  irradiated  that  dingy,  dusty  law^hamber 
of  his,  and  sat  thereon  a  three-fee t>bigU  stool,  since  he  had  held 
a  pen  behind  his  ear;  and  certainly  never  before  had  eitlier  man  ar 
woman,  in  that  place,  addressed  him  as  a  human  Mng,  not  as  a 
lawyer,  or  he  would  not  have  looked  at  me  so  struck  dumb  irilh 
admiration  when  I  did  so.  For  respectability's  sake,  I  said,  ii) 
taking  leave,  tliat '  my  husband  was  out  of  tonn,  or  be  would  hi 
come  himself.'  '  Better  as  it  is,'  said  the  old  geutlen 
tbin^  I  would  have  written  to  your  husband's  dictation  as  I  baii 
done  to  yours? '  He  asked  me  if  your  name  were  John  or  Williai 
— plainly  he  had  lodged  an  angel  unawarfis. 

By  the  way,  that  otlier  angel '  is  becoming  a  bore. 
Barton,  with  whom  I  dined  at  Sterling's  in  reluming  t 
Pope's  Head  Alley,  told  me  that  he  had  been  making  quite  a 
sensation  in  Berlin,  and  been  invited  tn  a  great  many  places,  on  the 
strength  of  the  'French  Revolution.'  He  (Charles  B.)  was  asked 
to  meet  him— that  is  'Thomas  Carlyle,  author  of  "The  French 
Revolution"'  at  the  Earl  of  Westmoreland 'a  'Is  he  heret'  said 
Charles;  '  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  biro,  I  know  him  quite  well/ 
and  accordingly,  on  the  appointed  day,  he  '  almost  r^n  into  the 
arms  of  the  announced  Tliomas  Carlyle,  and  then  retreated  with 
consternation.'  It  was  so  far  good  that  he  had  an  opportunity  lo 
disabuse  these  people  at  least  by  declaring  'that  was  not  Thomsi 
Carlyle  at  alll '  But  is  it  not  a  shame  in  the  creature  to  encourage 
the  delusion,  and  let  himself  be  fSted  as  a  man  of  genius  when  hi  "  ~ 
only  a  '  crack-brained  enthusiastic  '? ' 

1  liftve  awoke  at  four  every  morning  eince  you  went  away:  i 
the  night  before  last  I  slept  Just  half  an  hour  in  all ;  it  is  alw: 
effect  of  flndiug  one's  self  in  a  new  position.    When  the  workf 


I  Pedant  earpetit«r  and  hau»  agent  hers:  ckaraclerlned  tliB  untluKti 
poor  br  thai  adJeotlTO. 

■  'T.  Carlyle,'  ottlie  Irvlnftte  Ctaimh.  long  a  double-causer  of 

■  Hj-  ratber'B  epIUiet  for  Urs.  Carnithen.  Ions  <«■>< 
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pie  come  M  ali,  I  get  up,  nhlcli  makes  a  prodigiously  long  day; 
but  I  do  not  weary,  having  so  msny  mechanical  Ihinga  lo  do.  Tii'u 
moraiiig  I  look,  or  rather  Tailed  lo  lake,  a  shower  balh;  I  pulled 
with  coDCeDtraled  courage,  aod  ootliiug  would  come;  determiiied 
not  lo  l»  quite  baffled,  however.  I  made  Helen  pour  a  pitchcrful  ot 
wai«r  on  me  insiead. 

itaxxiai  came  Ibis  forenoOD.  Tor  the  first  time;  yery  pale  aod 
weak,  but  bl8  face  pretty  well  mended.  He  wai  horribly  out  of 
•ptrite:  and  no  woader.  Tbey  have  brought  out  the  'British  and 
Foreign  Review '  without  bis  articlell  a  roost  untimely  eonlreUmpt 
for  him,  in  an  ecunoniical  point  of  view;  and  besides  very  mortify, 
ing  to  tilm  morally,  as  be  is  sure  it  is  '  merely  because  of  bis  being 
s  foreigner  that  be  ia  so  ill  used.'  I  was  strongly  advising  him  lo — 
run  away,  to  hide  himself  from  all  people,  friends  and  creditors,  and 
disciples,  in  Snitzerland  or  some  cheap,  quiet  place;  and  I  should 
Dot  wonder  if  he  did  some  such  thing  io  the  end— a  man  cannot 
live  '  in  a  state  of  crisis '  (as  be  calls  it)  for  ever. 

I  do  not  see  how  L  am  to  get  to  the  leie  of  Wight.  I  cannot 
leave  the  house  with  workpeople  coming  and  going;  and  Helea  de- 
clares, naturally,  that  without  me  ebe  could  not  stay  a  night  in  the 
bouse  for  the  whole  world.  But  I  daresay  1  am  i^uite  as  content 
hem.  Mndioua  of  household  goods,  as  I  should  be,  dragged  about 
to  look  at  picturesque  views,  at  tbe  lele  of  Wight,  or  anywhere  else 
thftt '  fool '  creture  go  for  diversion ; '  but  London,  be  it  e'er  so  hot, 
ll  ne'er  too  hoi  forme!'  To-day  we  have  bud  the  beau  tifullest  toft 
>  make  all  fresh  again;  and  on  the  whole,  the  weather  is 
md  I  never  go  into  the  dusty  streets  on  fool.    Oood 

wBatwrday. — Well!  you  canuot  come  back  here  just  now  at  all 

1.  that  is  flat.     What  think  you  of  going  to  tills ?    Here  in- 

d  you  would  not  '  come  out  strong'  under  the  existing  clrcum- 
is  only  1  who  can  be  '  jolly '  iu  such  a  mess  of  noise, 
dirt,  and  wild  dismay!  I  said  to  tbe  lad  in  the  lobby  this  morn- 
ing, who  was  filling  the  whole  house  with  '  Love's  young  dream : ' 
'How  happy  you  must  feel,  that  can  sing  through  that  horrible 
noise  you  are  making! '  '  Yes,  thank  you,  ma'am,'  says  be,  '  I  am 
happy  enough  so  for  as  I  knows;  but  J's  always  a-siuging  anyhow! 
it  iounda  pleasant  to  sing  at  one's  work,  doesn't  it,  ma'am! '     '  Oh, 


■DaflnitioD  of  poetry,  'Pa 
■  Xn.  SlddoBS.  repljdng  to 
n'vrtonlt.' Ac. 
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very  pleasuii,'  Bald  I,  quite  conquered  b;  liu  simplicity,  ' 
would  be  still  pleasanter  for  me,  at  least,  if  you  virould  uag 
(roin  beginning  to  end,  inBtead  of  bits  ber«  and  there.'  ' 
you,  ma'am.'  Bays  lie  again,  'I  will  tryl'    But  Le  doea  aotni 

1  have  the  most  exlraordinttry  letter  from  *  *  *  which  I  wou| 
eend,  only  that  it  if ould  cost  twopence  ot  itself.  He  writes  lo  t4 
me  that  'he  did  not  like  his  reception,'  ibat  'often  as  be  came  an 
long  as  be  it&yed,  I  treated  hint  indeed  with  perfect  ciriUty,  dl 
Dot  yawu,  or  appear  to  be  auppreaaing  a  yawn;  but  1  Beemed  t 
labour  under  a  continual  feeling  of  oppression!  and  to  be  thinkia 
tttl  tbe  while  of  Bomething  elsel '  '  What  did  I  see  to  oSend  ma  f 
him?'>lie  aska  me  U'itb  great  humlUty:  from  what  be  beardof  pti 
ferenccs  and  saw  ot  my  society,  be  was  inclined  to  suppose  that  wbi 
I  objected  to  In  him  miut  be  tbe  want  of  that  first  great  requlaU 
earnestness.  But  be  begged  to  assure  me,  &x..  &c. — in  short,  Itu 
be  bad  as  much  earnestness  '  as  be  could  bear  ' ! !  A  leli«r  (ram 
man  calliug  himself  bishop  to  a  woman  whom  he  calls  infidel,  aq 
pleading  guilty  to  ber  of  want  of  earnestneea— Bab  I  I  wish  I 
auort  tike  Cavaignac. 

There,  now  1  must  stop.    I  daresay  I  have  wearied  you.    Oi 
keep  you,  dear.    Be  quite  easy  about  me.  Ever  yours 

J.  C. 
LETTER  47. 

Cuttikins  fold  Scotch  word  for  spatterdashes,  "cuiia"  eignifyii 
feet)  means  ••••»,  now  became  '  Bishop,'  so-called,'  '  of  — ■  , 
(title  we  used  to  think  analogous  to  great  Mogul  of  Londonl] 
la  whose  episcopal  uniform,  unsuitable  to  tbe  little  bandy-Iegg* 
man.  the  f^NiCa  were  a  prominent  item,  Indisputable  man  of  taJeB 
and  veracity,  though  not  of  much  devoutness,  of 
woi'ldlinesa  rnlher,  and  quietly 
ridiculoualT,  into  the  figure  ol 
was  tboiiebt  by  some. 

'  Old  Morrali.'  or  Murrougb.  was  an  Irish  surgeon  of  much  sen 
and  merit,  well  accepted  by  the  Sierliugs  and  us. 

The  policeman's  'rattle    was  a  thing  she  actually  had  on  b 
ni£^t 'table  at  this  time. 

2*.  Oarlj/U,  Baq.,  at  Carmarthen. 

ChelEen:  Thurada)',  JuIyW,  IM 

Dearest, — I  quite  fretted,  lost  night,  at  your  hariiig  been  cheated 
out  of  your  letter.     P'abord,  I  had   a  headache:   but  that  was  i 
tbe  reason,  for  it  was  not  an  even-down  headache,  under  whlcli 
woman  can  write;  I  could  have  written,  better  or  worse;  but  I 


Eoeed  self-conceit — gono  no* 
andy-legged  black  oeetle,'  ■ 


JANE  WELBH  CARLTLE.  121 

eft,  thinking  &1  ways  I  should  get  ioto  'a  freer  And  clearer  st&to  *  >  be- 
fore lUe  post  left;  and.  as  tha  copy-line  sajs.  ■  procrasli nation  la  Uio 
root  uf  ail  e?il.'  From  two  till  foiir  I  had  visitors,  and  not  of  frea 
and  cnsy  sort  who  could  be  told  to  go  awaj  and  return  at  a  more 
cunTenieul  season;  first.  Ura.  Prior*  and  her  compfuiioa  Hiss 
Allan,  tiie  priatmeat  pair;  but  moaDicigwell,  and  making  me  a  long 
first  visit  of  ccremoo;.  in  teslimonj  of  Mra.  Frior'a  sense  of  my 
■  grjoiiness  to  her  poor  brother." 

By  the  way.  I  really  believe  that  I  have  been  the  instrument, 
under  Providence,  of  saving  old  Sterling's  life.  I  told  you  how 
Dr.  Fergusson  seemed  to  me  to  be  niiniog  hitn  with  recom- 
mendations of  '  a  plentiful  use  ot  porter,  wine,  and  other  stlmu- 
lonu  to  restore  the  tone  of  hia  nervous  system  (1)  Then  he  re- 
commended klm  vapour  baths.  I  saw  him  after  his  first  bnth, 
ail  scarlet  as  a  lobster  ami  pale  as  milk  by  turns,  and  shivering 
and  burning  by  turns.  1  bad  an  uncomfortable  feeling  about 
him  all  the  evening;  was  not  sure  whether  I  ought  not  to  write 
to  John;  he  looked  to  me  so  much  in  danger  of  some  sudden 
stroke.  Two  days  af ler,  be  came  and  loid  me  he  had  been  tw  ice 
cupped;  bad  been  bo  ill  that  he  had  himself  proposed  the  thing 
to  Fergussoa,  who  approved.  Now  this  was  quite  enough  to 
show  what  sort  of  person  this  FerguKson  must  be,  feeding  a  man 
up  with  porter  and  wine,  and  cupping  him  at  the  same  time. 
1  told  Sterling  most  seriously  that  he  looked  to  ue  in  a  very  criti- 
cal state;  and  that  if  he  did  not  go  home,  and  send  at  once  to  uld 
Horrali.  who  nas  no  quack,  and  had  never  flattered  his  tastes,  I 
would  not  answer  for  his  hviog  aoolher  week,  He  was  furious  at 
tny  suspicion  of  Fergusson;  but  on  the  way  homo  ilioughl  better 
,  and  did  send  tor  Morrah;  who  immediately  proceeded  to 
r  him  with  the  moat  potent  mediciaes.  Slorrab  called  for  me 
's  ago.  and  said  that  he  did  not  think  he  could  have  gone 
r  week  under  Fergusson'a  system,  without  a  stroke  of 
iplexy;  that  his  pulse  was  a  hundred  and  lliirty  and  hia  tonj^'ue 
e  black.  Now  he  is  sleeping  well,  and  much  better  evei?  way. 
r  M",  Prior,  came  the  Dundee  glirUuge,  and  the  aiater  who 
tiing  to  India.  I  liked  the  big  bald  foreliead  and  kind  eyes  of 
ihling  veiy  much  indeed.  He  looks  a  right  good  fellow.  They 
o  return  to  Dundee  In  a  few  days.  But  the  most  unexpected, 
W  moat  stroke-ot-tbander  viaitor  I  have  had  was  Cuttikiuall  *    I 
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declare  wbea  Helen  told  me  he  vh»  below.  I  almost  sprung  tlw  nl 
tie.  1  bEid  Dot  iLDanered  his  letter,  had  made  up  mjr  miad  not  U 
KDSwer  it  *l  all',  a  man  puis  one  in  guile  a  false  position  vho  de- 
mands  an  explanulion  of  one's  colduesB— coldnees  which  beloogsU 
the  great  sphere  of  silence;  aJl  speech  about  it  cod  only  make  twd 

worse,     Was  be  come  there  becauae,  hke .  he  '  bad  founditto 

easy '  to  ask  me  for  an  answer?  Was  the  small  chimera  gone  not 
ot  hia  wits?  When  1  came  down,  tboogb  outwardly  quite  calm, 
even  indifferenl,  I  was  in  a  aerious  trouble.  He  put  me  speedily  Hi 
ease,  however,  by  telling  me  that  he  had  been  sent  for  express  U 
see  bis  aunt,  who  had  thought  herself  dying  (and  from  whom  be 
has  expectations)  I  she  was  dow  recovering,  and  he  hoped  to  beabk 
to  go  back  iu  a  few  days — I  hope  so,  too,  I  said  I  had  notU' 
swercd  his  letter,  because  it  seemed  to  me  that  was  the  bcM  way  la 
counteract  the  indiscretion  of  hia  having  written  it;  tiiat,  'al 
though,  as  a  man  much  older  than  myself,  and  a  dicnitary  of  l)u 
church,  be  ought  to  be  wiser  tbao  I.  I  could  not  botp  telling  bin 
that  I  had  learned  a  thing  or  two,  which  he  seemed  to  be  still  In 
Ignorance  of — amoug  the  rest,  that  warmth  of  affection  could  nol 
be  brouglit  about  by  force  of  logic'  He  said  '  I  was  right,  and  be 
did  not  design  to  bore  me  this  thme,'  and  so  we  parted  with  poKU 
mutual  tolerance.  But  you  may  figure  the  shock  of  having  that  lit 
tie  Cuttikins  descend  from  the  blue  so  suddenly  when  I  was  teljT' 
lag  on  seeing  no  more  of  him  for  three  years. 

Only  think  what  humau  wickckness  is  capable  of!  Borne  devib 
broke  into  Pearson's  workshop  the  night  before  last,  and  Btole  al! 
the  men's  tools.  The  poor  creatures  are  running  about,  lost,  tlteil 
occupation  quite  gone.  They  have  never  any  money  laid  by,  K 
they  cannot  buy  new  tools  till  they  get  money,  and  tbey  canno 
make  money  till  they  get  tools.  It  is  (he  cruellest  of  tliefte — i 
man's  tools.  Last  night  six  or  seven  pounds'  worth  of  gloss  wai 
cut  out  of  a  new  house— out  of  the  windows  that  is  to  say. 

Your  letter  is  just  come;  I  thank  you  for  never  neglecting  me 
Yesterday  looked  sach  ablnnk  day;  no  letters  cnme.  as  if  In  ^m 
palhy  with  your  sileuce.  You  must  feel  something  of  a  aelf-con 
Stituted  impostor  in  your  present  location.  I  hsve  a  good  many  Ul 
tie  things  lo  do.  and  an  engagement  with  Mrs.  Prior,  who  is  U 
come  to  take  me  a  drive  at  two  o'clock.  Oh,  it  you  could  atei^ 
me  some  pensl    Bless  you,  dearest.  Your  own 
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r.  CarlgU,  Etq.,  at  Lherpocl. 

Cbeliu:  Monday  nlEbt,  JUljr  tl,  1S4S. 

De&rest. — The  postman  ptesenWd  me  your  letter  to-night  in 
Cbeyne  Wiilk,  wiih  n  bow  cxlraordinary.  Hb  Is  a  jewel  of  a  iiost- 
man;  whenever  he  bw  put  a  letter  from  you  into  Ihe  box,  be  both 
kcocha  and  rings,  tliat  not  n  moment  may  be  lost  in  taking  posses- 
BJau  of  it.  \n  acknowledgment  whereof.  I  eroseed  the  street  one 
day,  when  Cnttikius.  who  stayed  a  week  and  returned  twice,  waa 
with  me.  and  at  Ihat  moment  doing  Ihe  imposallile  to  be  entertain- 
ing, fur  the  purpose  of  saluting  bis  (the  postman 't<)  baby,  which  he 
was  carrying  out  for  an  airing,  The  rage  of  Cuttikicsat  ikis  iuier- 
rnpiion  was  considerable;  he  looked  at  me  as  it  be  could  haveenten 
me  raw.  and  remarked  with  a  concentrated  spleen, '  Well.  I  must  Bay, 
□ever  did  I  see  any  liuman  being  so  improved  In  amiability  as  you 
arc.  Everybody  and  everything  seems  to  be  bohoured  wilh  a  par- 
ticnlu affection  fromycu.'  '  Evers'tbing.'  Ihongbt  I,  'ejtccptyou;' 
but  1  conicnied  myself  willi  saying,  "Isn't  it  a  darling  baby?'  Poor 
Cutiikins.  hia  aunt  did  not  die;  so  lie  is  gone  with  the  prospect  of 
— aiofi! — of  having  to  return  ere  long.  The  last  day  be  came,  John 
Sterling  exploded  lilm  in  a  way  that  would  have  done  your  heart 
good  la  tee.  John  looked  al  mo  as  much  as  to  t^ay.  '  Does  be  bore 
yotiT'  and  I  gave  my  sboulders  a  lillie  shrug  in  the  alHrmalive; 
whereupon  John  jumped  to  bis  feet  and  said  in  a  polite  undertone, 
us  niidilile.  however,  for  the  Bishop  as  for  me,  '  Well,  my  good 
friend,  if  you  cannot  keep  your  eogagemeut  with  me,  I  must  go  by 
rnvMlf— I  am  too  late  already.'  The  cool  BsBiirance  of  thii  speech 
wa« inimitable,  for  I  had  no  engagement  in  the  worid  wilh  him; 
but  the  bishop,  atispecling  nothing,  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  was  off 
in  a  minute  with  apologies  for  having  detained  me. 

^Wc^,  I  actually  accomplished  my  dinner  at  the  Kay  Shuttle- 
wChi'.  Mra. was  the  only  lady  at  dinner;  old  Miss  Rogers 
Bb  jroung  w^tdA- looking  '  person  with  her,  came  in  the  evening; 
ina  a  very  lockedjaw  sort  of  business.  Little  Helps  was  there, 
it  ercD  I  could  not  animate  him :  he  looked  pale  and  as  if  he  had 
a  p^n  in  his  stomach.  Milncs  was  there,  and  'affnble  '  eoougb, 
but  evidently  overcome  with  a  feeling  that  weighed  on  all  of  iis — 
Ihe  feeling  of  having  been  dropped  Into  a  vacunm.    There  were 


t 
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various  othor  men,  a  Sir  Charles  Lemon,  Gornewall  Lewis,  and 
some  other  half-dozen  insipidities,  whose  names  did  not  fix  tbem* 

selYos  in  my  memory.    Mrs. was  an  insupportable  bore;  dw 

lias  surely  the  air  of  a  retired  unfortunate  female;  her  nock  tnd 
arms  were  naked,  as  if  she  had  never  eaten  of  the  Tree  of  the 
Knowledge  of  Good  and  Evil!  She  reminded  me  forcibly  of  the 
Princess  Huncamunca,  as  I  once  saw  her  represented  in  a  barn. 
She  ate  and  drank  with  a  certain  voracity,  sneezed  once  during  the 
dinner,  Just  like  a  halo  old  man,  '  and  altogether'  nothing  could  be 
more  ungraceful,  more  unfeminine  than  her  whole  bearing.  She 
talked  a  deal  about  America  and  her  poverty  with  ezqoiaite  bid 
taste.    Indeed,  she  was  every  way  a  displeasing  spectacle  to  me. 

Mazzini*s  visit  to  Lady  Baring  (as  he  calls  her)  went  off  wonder' 
fully  well.  I  am  afraid,  my  dear,  this  Lady  Baring  of  yoam 
and  his,  and  John  Mill's,  and  everybody's,  is  an  arch  coqoetlBL 
She  seems  to  have  played  her  cards  with  Mazzini  really  too  weQ; 
she  talked  to  him  with  the  highest  commendations  of  George  Send, 
expressed  the  utmost  longing  to  read  the  new  edition  of  'Lelia'; 
nay,  she  mudo  bim  '  a  mysterious  signal  with  her  eyes,  having  flnt 
looked  two  or  three  times  towards  John  Mill  and  her  huaband,' 
clearly  intimating  that  she  had  something  to  tell  him  about  — 
which  they  were  not  to  hear;  and  when  she  could  not  make  him 
understand,  she '  shook  her  head  impatiently,  which  from  a  woman, 
especially  in  your  England,  was — ^what  shall  I  say?— confidential, 
upon  my  honour.'  I  think  it  was.  John  Mill  appeared  to  be  lov- 
ing her  very  much,  and  taking  great  pains  to  ^ow  her  that  his 
opinions  were  right  ones.  By  the  way,  do  you  know  that  Mill 
considers  Robespierre  '  the  greatest  man  that  ever  lived,'  Ul 
speeches  far  surpassing  Demosthenes'  ?  He  begins  to  be  too  abemd, 
that  John  Mill!  I  heard  Milnes  saying  at  the  Shuttlewortha'  that 
'  Lord  Ashley  was  the  greatest  man  alive;  he  was  the  only  maa 
that  Carlylc  praised  in  bis  book.'  I  dare  say  he  knew  I  was  ove^ 
hearing  him. 

I  am  quite  rid  of  the  paint-smell  now ;  but  I  have  the  white- 
washer  coining  again  to-morrow.  I  could  not  turn  up  the  low 
room  till  the  upstairs  one  was  in  some  sort  habitable  again,  and  all 
last  week,  nothing  could  be  got  on  with,  owing  to  Pearson's  ab- 
sence. It  is  surprising  how  much  easier  it  is  to  pull  down  things 
than  to  put  them  up  again. 
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Welsh  Tour  done.    Leaving  Liverpool  for  Scotsbrig  I  get  this. 
-T.  0. 

T,  Carlyle,  Esq,,  at  Liverpool, 

Chelsea:  Thursday,  Aug.  t,  184&. 
DeaieBt» — ^If  you  go  on  board  to-night,  this  letter  will  reach  you 
no  sooner  than  if  written  to-morrow  and  addressed  to  Scotsbrig; 
but  if  you  do  not,  and  to-morrow  there  be  a  second  day  for  you 
without  any  news,  you  will  be  '  vaixed;'  and  on  no  account  must 
you  be  vaixed  if  one  can  possibly  help  it.  I  cannot,  however,  make 
much  of  writing  to-day;  for  it  is  thundering  and  raining  in  a  quite 
soul-confusing  manner;  that  in  the  first  place,  then,  in  the  second, 
I  have  a  headache.  Last  night  the  Stick-woman,  who  is  always 
showing  me  small  civilities,  brought  me  a  present  of  ass*s  milk 
(Ckxl  knows  where  she  got  hold  of  the  ass  to  milk  it  I),  and  she 
bade  Helen  tell  me  that  if  I  would  please  to  drink  it  to  my  supper, 
I  should  feel  great  benefit  in  the  morning.  I  drank  it,  more  for 
cariosity  than  for  any  superiority  I  could  taste  in  it  over  cow's 
milk;  and  awoke,  after  two  hours'  sleep,  with  such  a  headache,  and 
such  a  detestation  of  ass's  milk  I  I  was  able  to  get  up  early  to  my 
breakfast;  but  am  not  recovered  yet,  nor  shall  be  till  I  have  had  a 
night's  sleep.  I  did  myself  no  good  by  cleaning  the  lamp  in  the 
morning.  It  had  ceased  to  act  some  time  ago,  and  was  beginning 
to  lie  heavy  on  my  conscience,  besides  that  light  is  one  of  the  things 
I  do  not  like  to  economise  in,  when  I  am  alone;  just  the  more  alone 
I  am,  the  more  light  I  need,  as  I  told  Darwin,  the  night  he  drank 
tea  with  me,  and,  when  the  lamp  was  brought  in,  remarked  that 
'  it  was  surely  far  too  much  light  for  a  single  woman  '  I  Darwin, 
by  the  way,  has  gone  out  of  sight  latterly;  it  is  a  fortnight,  I  am 
rare,  since  he  was  here;  he  talked  then  of  paying  a  visit  to  his 
brother  and  then  going  to  the  Mackintosh's. 

I  am  sitting  in  the  upstairs  room  now,  while  the  earthquake  is 

rambling  beneath  it,  and  this  and  the  thunder  together  are  almost 

too  much  for  me.    They  have  washed  the  ceilings,  and  Helen  is 

now  washing  the  paint,  and  doing  the  impossible  to  clean  the  paper 

with  bread.     '  Ahl '  it  takes  such  a  quantity  of  labour,  for  a  man 

^\jd  inconceivable,  to  make  what  is  dirty  louk  one  shade  more  near 

U>  clean.    But  here  it  is  all  quite  clean,  and  so  pretty  1    I  feel  like  a 

^  Queen  sitting  in  it,  so  far  as  what  Mazzini  calls  '  the  material ' 
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is  concerned;  indeed,  I  suppose  no  Queen  ever  got  half  the  oomfofi 

out  of  a  nice  room;  Queens  being  bom  to  them  as  the  spaiks  fly 

upwards.    There  are  still  some  finishing  strokes  to  be  |^Ten,  the 

book-shelves  all  to  be  put  up,  and  the  window  curtains;  and  a  deil 

of  needlework  has  to  go  to  the  last    But  when  all  la  done,  it  will 

be  such  a  pleasure  to  receive  you  and  give  you  tea  in  your  new 

library  I  when  you  have  exhausted  the  world  without. 

Thauks  for  your  constant  little  letters;  when  you  come  back,  I 

do  not  know  how  I  shall  learn  to  do  without  them,  they  have  come 

to  be  as  necessary  as  any  part  of  my  '  daily  bread.'    But,  my  dear. 

I  must  stop,  you  see  that  my  head  is  bad,  and  that  I  am  mining  it 

worse. 

Bless  you, 

Youn,  J.  a 
LETTER  50. 

T.  Carlyle,  Esq.,  at  Seotsbtig. 

Pier  Hotel,  Ryde:*  Wednesday  morning,  Aug.  1^  ISA 
Dearest, — Here  I  actually  am,  and  so  far  as  has  yet  appeared,  'if 
it  had  not  been  for  the  honour  of  the  thing.'  I  had  better  have  stayed 
where  I  was.  The  journey  hither  was  not  pleasant  the  least  in  the 
world.  What  journey  ever  was  or  shall  be  pleasant  for  poor  me? 
But  this  railway  seems  to  me  particularly  shaky,  and  then  the  steam- 
boating  from  Gosport,  though  it  had  not  time  to  make  me  sick 
— the  water,  moreover,  being  smooth  as  the  Thames-HStill  made 
me  as  perfectly  uncomfortable  as  need  be;  a  heavy  dew  was  fall- 
ing; one  could  not  see  many  yards  ahead;  everybody  on  board 
looked  peevish.    I  wished  myself  at  home  in  my  bed. 

Wc  reached  Rydc  at  eight  in  the  evening,  and,  the  second  hotel 
being  filled,  had  to  take  up  our  quarters  for  that  night  at  the  first, 
which  *  is  the  dearest  hotel  in  Europe,'  and  the  hotel  in  Europe,  so 
far  as  I  bave  seen,  where  there  is  the  least  human  comfort  I  had 
to  make  tea  from  an  urn  the  water  of  which  was  certainly  not  'as 
hot  as  one  could  drink  it;'*  the  cream  was  blue  milk,  the  butter 
tasted  of  straw,  and  the  '  cold  fowl '  was  a  lukewarm  one,  and  as 


>  Mrs.  Carlyle  had  gone  to  Ryde  with  old  Mr.  Sterling:. 

*  Lady  mistress  and  i^ncsts  havo  sat  down  to  tea;  butler  is  summoned  up  In 
haste:  'John,  John,  how  is  this?  Water  in  the  urn  not  boiling!*  John  (at- 
tempts to  deny,  then  finding  he  cannot): '  A  weel.  mo'm;  I  kenna  whether  It's 
altogether  boiling,  A'm  sure  it's  hotter  than  you  can  drink  it!  *  and  retlret 
with  the  feeling  of  a  maltreated  man. 


JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE. 


137 


ton^  ai  leather.  After  this  insalobrioua  repast — which  the  StiniB- 
bile,'  more  easily  pleased  than  I,  prunoucced  lo  be  'inBaitely  k- 
freshiag,  bj  Jovel  '^finding  that,  bejond  sounding  llie  depths  of 
TMUum.  there  was  noUitng  lo  be  dooe  that  night,  I  retired  to  my 
bed.  The  windans  looked  over  house-roufB  and  the  sen,  bo  I  hoped 
it  would  be  quiet;  but.  aias.  there  vaa  a  dog  uttering  a  volley  of 
loud  barks,  nliout  once  in  tiie  five  mliiutcti;  and  ronsiog  np  what 
seemed  to  lie  n  whole  Infinitude  of  dogs  in  the  distancel  Of  course. 
feTcred  and  nervous  na  I  was  at  any  rale  from  the  journey,  I  could 
not  sleep  at  all;  I  do  not  mean  that  I  slept  ill,  but  I  have  absolutely 
Deror  been  asleep  at  all  the  whole  night!  So  you  may  faucy  the 
farourkble  mood  I  am  in  lowiutis  Rydc  this  niorningl  I  feet  aa  if  I 
would  not  pass  another  night  in  that  bed  for  a  hundred  poiiodsl 

Nor  shall  I  need.     Clark'  hag  been  out  this  in  or  uug  to  seek  a 

lodging;  and  has  found  one.  he  says,  very  quiet,  quUe  uway  from 

the  town.    II I  cannot  sleep  there,  I  will  return  to  my  own  red  bed 

as  fast  aa  possible.    1  did  ool  biod  myself  for  any  specifled  time. 

To  Helen  I  said  I  should  most  likely  be  back  in  three  or  four  days; 

but  in  my  own  private  mind,  I  thought  it  possible  I  might  make 

out  a  week.     It  was  best,  however,  to  let  her  expect  uie  from  day 

to  day ;  both  Uiat  she  might  get  on  faster  and  that  sUb  might  Buffer 

^^«B  from  her  B|>prehensiou   of   thieves,   for  she  Battered  lierself 

^^body  would  know  I  was  goae  before  I  should  be  returned.     I 

^^H^  Mizabeth  with  lier.  with  plenty  of  needlework  to  do;  alone, 

^^^M  would  have  gone  out  of  her  senses  altogether,  and  most  proba- 

^^^w  SDCceeded  in  getting  the  house  robbed. 

^^H^d  now  let  ue  tell  you  something  which  you  will  perhaps 
^^Hhik  qitestioaable,  a  piece  of  Hero-Worship  that  I  have  been 
^Vfl«r,  My  youthful  eothusiaam,  as  John  Sterling  calls  It.  is  not 
exliuct  then,  as  I  had  supposed;  but  must  certainly  be  immortall 
Only  think  of  lis  blazing  up  for  Father  Mntbewl  Tou  kuow  1 
bare  always  had  the  greatest  reverence  for  tliat  priest;  and  when  I 
heard  he  was  In  London,  attainable  to  me.  I  felt  that  I  must  see 
him.  ahake  him  by  the  hand,  and  tell  him  I  loved  lilm  concider- 
iblyl  I  was  expressing  my  wish  to  see  him.  to  Roherlson,  the 
nigbt  he  brought  the  Ballad  Collector;'  nnil  ht.>  (old  me  it  could  be 
n'atified  quite  easily.  Mrs.  Hall  had  offered  him  a  note  of  intro- 
ilucUon  to  Father  Slathcw,  and  she  would  l>e  pleased  to  include 


*  EMat  Bueban,  poor  pbiml&ssil 


123  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OF 

my  namo  'm  it.  '  Fix  my  time,  thca.'  '  He  wns  admiaiatering  llM' 
pledge  all  day  long  in  the  Commercial  Road.'  1  Sied  dcxI  evtniDg, 
Robertson,  accorijingly,  called  for  mc  at  five,  and  we  rumbled  oil 
in  omnibus,  all  tliu  way  to  Hile  End.  tlial  liilhcrto  for  me  unimngt 
nable  goal  I  Thea  tliere  was  still  a  good  way  to  walk;  the  plan, 
tlie  'new  lodging,'  waa  a  large  piece  of  waste  ground,  boarded  oS' 
from  the  Commercial  Road,  Tor  a  Catholic  cemetery.  I  found  'n^ 
youthful  ODthusiasm '  rising  bigLcr  and  higher  as  I  got  m 
ground,  and  eaw  the  Uiousands  of  people  all  hushed  into  awful' 
silence,  with  not  a  aingle  e):ceptIon  that  1  saw — the  only  reiigtool 
meeting  I  ever  saw  ia  cockneylaad  which  bad  not  plenty  of  scof'' 
fers  hanging  on  its  outskirts.  The  crowd  was  all  iu  front  of  ■' 
narrow  scafToldlag.  from  which  an  American  Cflpt^o  was 
haranguing  it;  aod  Father  Matbew  stood  beside  bim,  bo  good  and 
siinple-lookiog!  Of  course,  we  could  not  push  our  way  to  Uia 
front  of  tbe  scaffold,  where  steps  led  up  to  it;  so  we  went  t 
end,  where  there  were  do  steps  or  other  vieihle  means  of  accett, 
and  handed  up  our  leller  of  introduction  to  a  policeman;  be  took 
it  and  relumed  presently,  saying  that  Father  Maihew  was  coming. 
And  he  came;  and  reached  down  his  hund  to  me,  and  I  grasped  It!' 
but  the  hoards  were  higher  than  my  head,  and  it  seemed  our  tx 
municatiou  mast  slop  iberc.  But  1  have  told  you  that  I  woe  ii 
Ijioinent  of  enthusiasm:  I  felt  the  need  of  getting  closer  to  tl 
good  man.  I  saw  a  hit  of  rope  hanging,  in  the  form  of  a  featooi^ 
from  tbe  end  of  the  boards;  I  put  my  fool  on  il;  held  stIU  by  Tip' 
ther  Mathew's  iiandj  seized  ibe  end  of  Ibe  boards  wiih  Ibe  otbetf^ 
and,  in  some,  to  myself  (up  to  (bis  moment),  incomprehenslbh 
way,  flung  myself  boriuintalty  on  to  the  scaffolding  at  Father  Hat-' 
bew's  feeil  He  uttered  a  scream,  for  he  thought  (I  suppose)  I- 
must  fall  back;  hut  not  stall:  1  jumped  to  my  feet,  shook  handtf 
wilb  him  and  said — what?  '  Ood  only  knows.'  He  made  n 
down  on  tbe  only  chair  a  moment;  (lien  took  me  by  tbe  hand  ta  if 
I  bad  been  a  litlle  gtrl,  and  led  me  to  the  front  of  tbe  scaffold,  Ut 
see  bim  administer  tbe  pledge.  From  a  hundred  to  two  hundred' 
took  il;  and  all  the  tragedies  and  theatrical  representations  I  evei 
B&w,  moiled  into  one,  could  not  have  given  me  such  emotion  « 
that  eceue  did.  There  were  facea  boUi  of  men  and  women  ibaV 
will  haunt  me  while  t  live;  faces  exhibiting  such  conccntnilei 
wrelcbedness.  makiug.  you  would  have  stud,  its  lost  deadly  atrug., 
gle  with  tbe  powers  of  darkness.  There  was  one  man,  in  partlcu-. 
lar,  with  a  baby  in  bis  arms;  and  a  young  girl  Ibat  seemed  of  the 


WAIIE  WELSH  CARLYLE.  129 

'unfortUDftle'  sort,  ILat  gave  me  an  insigbt  into  the  lot  of  huiuftnily 
that  I  sUll  wanted.  And  ia  tbe  face  of  Fallier  Malliew.  n  ticii  one 
looked  from  lliern  to  bim,  ibo  mercy  of  Heaven  seemed  to  be  laid 
bare.  Of  course  I  cried;  but  I  longed  to  ky  my  bead  down  on  tbc 
good  man's  sboulder  and  take  a  bearty  cry  tberc  before  the  nbolc 
mnltiludel  He  said  lo  tne  one  such  nice  thing.  "I  dare  uol  be 
absent  for  an  hour.'  be  suid;  'I  think  always  if  eome  dreadful 
drunkard  wore  to  come,  and  me  away,  he  might  never  mualer  de- 
termination perhaps  to  come  again  in  all  bi»  life;  and  there  would 
be  m  man  lostt' 

I  W&3  turning  sick,  and  needed  to  gel  out  of  the  thing,  but,  in 
the  act  of  leuTing  bim — never  to  see  tiim  again  through  nil  lime. 
most  probably — feeliog  him  to  be  the  very  best  man  oF  modern 
times  (you  excepted),  1  liad  another  movement  of  youthful  entliu- 
tiaam  which  you  will  bold  up  your  hands  and  eyes  at.  Did  I  take 
tbe  pledge  then!  No;  but  I  would,  though,  if  I  liad  not  feared  it 
would  be  put  in  the  newspaperal  No.  not  that;  but  I  drew  him 
aside,  having  considered  If  I  had  any  ring  on,  any  handkerchief, 
anything  that  I  could  leave  with  bim  in  rcroenibrance  of  me,  and 
having  bethought  me  of  a  pretty  memoraDduro-book  in  my  reti- 
cule. 1  drew  him  aside  and  put  it  in  his  hand,  and  bade  bim  keep 
it  for  my  sake;  and  aakcd  bim  to  give  me  one  of  hia  mcduls  to 
keep  for  hisl  And  all  tbia  in  tears  and  in  the  utmost  agilatiool 
Had  you  any  idea  that  your  wife  was  still  such  a  fool  I  I  ant  sure 
I  had  not.  Tbe  Father  got  llirougb  the  thing  admirably.  He 
seemed  to  underataod  what  it  all  meant  quite  well,  inarticulate 
thoflgh  I  was.  He  would  not  give  mc  a  common  medal,  but  look  a 
little  silver  one  from  the  neck  of  a  young  man  who  had  Just  taken 
the  pledge  for  example's  aake,  telling  him  he  would  get  him  another 
presently,  and  iben  kid  tlie  medal  into  my  hand  with  n  solemn 
blossiag.  I  could  not  speak  for  excitement  all  the  way  home. 
When  I  went  to  bed  I  could  not  sleep;  the  pale  faces  I  had  seen 
haunted  me,  and  Father  Matbew'a  smile;  and  even  next  morning, 
J  COtdd  not  anyhow  subside  into  my  normal  state,  until  I  had  sal 
down  and  written  Father  Matbew  a  long  letter — nccompanylng  it 
with  your  'Past  and  Prescntl'  Now,  dear,  if  you  are  ready  to 
beat  me  for  a  distmctcd  Oomeril '  1  cannot  help  it.  All  Chat  it  was 
put  Into  my  heart  to  do,  Ich  konnle  nichl  andrn. 

When  you  write,  just  address  to  Cbeyne  Row.  I  cannot  engage 
myself  b«ng  here  twenty-four  hours  longer;  it  will  depend  on 

■  Scotch  for  goftd-oatured  fooL 
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how  I  Hicop  to-nighl;  nnd  also  a  lillle  on  when  I  And  Elizabeth 
Mudle '  will  be  needed  In  MnnchesUr.    1  miist  be  back  in  lime  M 
gel  ber  clotbefi  gatbered  together. 
Bless  you  always.    Love  to  tbem  aU. 

Tour  J.  C. 

I  begau  this  in  the  hotel;  Init  it  baa  been  finished  In  otir  lodsiag, 

whicli  tookfl  quiet  and  comforluble  so  tar. 


T.  CaHyU.  E*q. ,  at  Seol^ng. 

Rfde^  Fridnr.  Aae.  tl,  IStt 

DeareHl.— The  sky-rocket  will  l>e  oft  to-morrow  morning,  on  the 
strength  of  its  own  exploglveneas;  the  red-hot  poker  may  stay  tilt 
it  has  burut  a  liole  in  its  t)ox.  if  it  likel  'OhT  what  hail  I  t 
for  to  travelT  1  was  well,  I  would  be  twtter,  and  I  am  hero! ' 
l>e  sum,  Ryde  is  a  place  well  worth  having  seen,  and  knowing 
about  with  a  view  lo  future  needs;  but  what  I  get  out  of  it  for  th« 
lime  being,  moi,  is  slcepiessncfis,  indigestion,  and  incipient  despair. 

I  floiahed  my  letter  to  you  the  first  thing  I  did  on  taking  po 
sion  of  the  lodging.  It  (the  lodging)  looked  passable  enough,  n 
far;  a  small  but  neat  silting- room,  with  two  l)ed-rooma,  of  whirl 
tlie  roomiest  was  assigned  to  me— plainly  in  the  expectation  that  I 
should  modestly  prefer  the  inferior  one.  But  not  at  all;  my  m 
desty  remained  perfectly  passive; — for  I  knew  that  he  could  bava 
had  two  bedrooms  equally  good  for  two  or  three  shillings  a  weefc 
more;  and  if  he  chose  to  make  a  aaeriflco  of  comfort  for  so  paltry 
a  saving,  1  was  resolved  it  should  be  of  his  own  comfort,  not 

1  went  to  bed  in  fear  and  trembling.  I  do  think  another - 
such  night  as  Ihe  preceding  would  haTe  thrown  me  into  brain  feTcr;' 
but  I  selpt,  mercifully,  not  well,  but  some.  On  looking,  howerer, ' 
at  my  fair  hand  In  llie  morning,  as  it  lay  outside  tlie  bedclothes.  I 
perceived  it  to  be  si!—'  what  aban  I  «iy?'  'elevated  into  inequaK 
ities,'*  'significant  or  much!'    Kota  doubt  of  it,  I  had  fallen  amoor' 

■  One  of  (wo  EJrls  in  dllHciiIt  clrcumitsDceg.  for  whom,  with  her  Bfat< 
JallAt.  HSn.  Cariyle  wa«  endBaTmirinc  to  provide  (s«  p.  1b1).— J.  A.  F. 

*  Kupttemlani  of  a  omahi  rustic  goose  tin  our  Cniieenpultock  Idme)  to  H 
prw  Vb»  condition  of  hia  tirow  bitten  by  mldjceH.    Th>  precedlnc  toouHoB  la- 
I ;  the  foUowlng  ctearlr  mioa 
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bugs!  My  pretly  neck  too,  eipecisUy  the  port  of  it  Babbie  used  lo 
like  to  kiss,  wsi  M  bitten  infaioouHly:  sod  I  felt  myself  &  degraded 
Goody,  as  well  as  m  very  unfortunate  one.  &£  I  sat,  eiceedingly  low, 
at  soQicthiog  whicb,  in  the  language  of  Hattery,  ife  culled  break- 
fa«t.  Clark  brought  me  your  letter  and  one  from  Babbie  and  liirce 
from  Oenldine  (who  always  outdoes  you  all):  administering  com- 
fort each  after  a  sort,  but  Qeraldine's  most,  for  they  offered  me  the 
handsomest  pretest  for  reluming  home  suddenly.  One  of  her  lei- 
(era  waa  to  announce  the  safe  nrriva)  ot  Juliet  Mudie.  whom  stic 
axpreaaed  herself  outrageously  pleased  with:  the  other  two  were  io 
■ay  tbst  I  tnuat  getEliaibeth  off  immediately,  aallie  ludy  couid  not 
wait;  and  in  cate  of  missing  me,  she  had  written  to  this  effect  to 
Chelsea  and  Ryde  at  Uie  same  time.  I  was  not  to  mind  clothing 
her;  all  that  could  be  done  there;  if  1  was  absent.  1  must  employ 
Haszini  or  somebody  to  aee  her  off.  But  I  waa  too  glad  of  the  ex- 
cuse, to  dream  of  employing  anybody;  besides,  one  always  does 
one's  own  buaiueas  best  oneself;  should  she  miss  the  thing,  thnnigh 
any  interference  from  Ihe  mother  or  other  hindrance  whicli  my 
presence  could  have  obviated,  who  knows  but  It  might  lie  Ihe  losing 
of  her  whole  chances  in  lifel  So  I  wrote  to  her  iDEtantly  to  go 
home  and  take  leave  of  her  mother  on  recciTing  my  letter  (to  day), 
and  make  one  or  two  small  preparations,  which  were  indispensable 
nuless  she  ahould  go  among  strongors  like  a  beggar — whicb,  of 
course,  poor  thing,  being  very  handsome  or  whether  or  no,  she 
would  not  like  to  do;  and  Ihat  I  would  be  there  to-morrow,  to  take 
her  to  the  railway  to-morrow  evening.  Meanwhile  I  am  gatling 
together  one  decent  suit  of  clothes  for  her  in  the  Isle  of  Wight. 
That  ix  what  I  call  taking  lime  by  the  middle. 

To-day  I  liave  another  IcHer  from  you,  as  a  sort  of  marmalade  to 
nne's  bad  brcsd  and  tea-urn  skimmedinilk  lea.  Do  you  know,  1 
pity  this  poor  old  man.  The  notion  of  saving  seems  to  be  growing 
into  a  disease  with  him;  and  ho  has  slill  a  aufflclent  natural  sense 
of  what  looks  generous,  and  even  magnificent,  to  make  it  a  very 
painful  diseaBc,  Ho  is  really  pitiable  in  every  way;  and  if  it  were 
poauble  for  me  to  slay  with  him,  I  would  out  of  sheer  charity.  He 
is  Incapable  of  applyinghismindtoreadingorwrilingor  any  earthly 
thiug.  And  he  cannot  move  about  to  '  distract  himself '  as  he  used 
to  do,  be  STiflers  to  much  from  incessant  pain  in  one  of  his  ihighs. 
Ho  cannot  even  talk,  for  every  minute  needing  to  roar  out,  '  This  is 
tonme,  by  Jovel'  'My  God,  this  is  agony,'  &c.  &c.  He  nlwaya 
«rtU  go  out  to  walk,  and  tlicn  for  hours  after  he  pays  the  peaalty  of  it. 
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1  went  thia  moraiog  (while  a  man  w&s  UtkiDg  down  mj  beditttd 
10  look  for  the  bugs,  which  were  worse  last  nighl,  of  course.  hoTing 
found  wliat  a  rare  creature  they  had  got  to  eat),  and  iavestig&led 
another  lodgiog.  whicli  Clnrk  had  taken  for  us.  and  Sterling  gave 
it  up,  for  DO  other  reason  one  could  imagine,  than  Just  becBue 
Clark  hod  taken  it,  and  he  likes  to  do  everything  over  again  him- 
self, I  thought  It  would  be  good  to  know  Bomething  about  lodg- 
inga  here,  in  case  jou  might  like  to  try  it  next  time, 

Ryde  ia  certainly  far  the  moat  beautiful  sea-bftthing  place  I  eTer 
saw;  and  seems  to  combine  the  conveniencea  and  civiliaatioo  of 
town  with  the  purity  and  quiet  of  the  country  in  a  rather  EDCcea» 
(ul  manner.  The  lodging  I  looked  at  waa  quite  at  the  outside  of 
the  town:  a  siltiag-room  and  two  bed-rooms,  in  the  bouse  of  ■ 
single  lady;  the  sitting-room  beautiful,  the  bed-rooms  small,  but.  in 
compensation,  the  beds  very  large;  good  furniture,  and,  I  should 
expect,  good  attendance,  '  Bitting '  in  a  beautiful  garden,  Tilla-wiw, 
rejoicing  in  the  characteristic  nnroe  of  Flora  Cottage;  and  wiihia 
two  minutes'  walk  of  the  sea  and  romantic -loolting  bushy  ezpanMi; 
a  very  superior  place  to  Newby,  and  the  coat  just  the  same — two 
gnineiiB  a  week.  God  knows  whether  there  be  buga  in  it.  Then 
is  no  noise;  for  the  lady  remarked  to  me,  par  luuard,  that  sba 
sometimes  fell  frightened  in  lying  awake  at  uigbt,  it  was  eo  slill; 
nothing  to  lie  heard  but  the  murmuring  of  the  sea.  We  might  '  pill 
this  in  our  pipe'  for  d«iI  year;  and  I  shall  look  about  farther  du^ 
ing  this  my  last  day.  I  wonder  John  never  recommended  Wight 
to  you  with  any  emphflaia;  it  must  surely  have  some  drawback 
which  I  have  not  discovered;  for  it  seems  to  me  a  place  that  would 
suit  even  you.  And  now.  dear,  i(  you  think  my  letter  hardly  worth 
the  reading,  remember  that  I  am  all  bug-bitten  and  bedevilled  and 
out  of  my  latitude, 

Tour  own 

J.  0, 

Kind  remembrances  to  all;  a  Uss  to  my  kind,  good  Jamie. 

[Wc  never  went  to  Ryde;  we  once  tried  Brighton,  once  inspectei 
Bournemoiivh,  &c  .  but  the  very  noises,  in  oil  these  pretty  sen- 

E laces,  dcnoied  flat  iuipossihility,  especiiilly  to  one  of  us.  BoiF 
eavenlv.  aatulary,  pure  is  silence;  how  unattoiniible  in  tlie  hlmI 
England  that  now  isl— T.  C] 
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Cbelara !  Sunday,  A.US.  13.  ISM 

Dearest, — I  have  not  for  a  long  time  enjoyed  a  more  triucnpUant 
momeDt  lliau  in  'desccodiag''  Irom  the  railway  yesterday  at  Vaui- 
hall,  aad  calliae:  a  porter  to  carry  my  smull  trimk  and  dressing  box 
(of  cotiree)  to  a  Cbelaea  Btaamerl  To  be  sure,  I  looked  (and  felt)  as 
il  just  returning  from  the  Thirty-yeara' War.  Sleepleas,  bug- bitten, 
bediuted  and  bedevilled,  I  was  hardly  recogaiuble  for  the  same 
trim  little  Goody  who  bad  left  ttiat  spot  only  four  days  before;  but 
ttHl  I  waa  returnlDg  vsith  my  shield,  not  on  it.  A  few  minutes 
more,  and  I  should  be  purified  to  the  shift,  to  the  very  skin — should 
liave  absolutely  bntbed  myi^elf  with  eau  de  Cologne — should  have 
i>  multon- broth  set  before  me  (I  had  written  from  Ryde  to  be- 
9ik  ill),  and  a  silTor  spoon  to  eat  it  with  (these  four  days  had 
o  appreciate  my  luxuries),  and  prospect  of  my  own  red 
t  nightt  That  of  itself  was  enough  to  make  me  the  most 
Ihnnkful  woman  in  Chelsea! 

Helen  screamed  with  joy  when  she  saw  me  (for  I  was  come  about 

ao  hour  soccer  than  I  was  expected),  and  then  etized  me  round  the 

neck  and  ktaaed  me  from  ear  to  ear.    Then  canic  Bessie  Mudie, 

witll  her  bead  quite  luraed.     She  could  do  nothing  in  the  world 

but  laugh  for  joy.  over  her  own  prospects  so  suddenly  brightened 

for  her:  und  from  consciausncas  of  her  improved  appearance,  in  a 

pair  of  stays  and  a  gown  iind  petticoat  wliicb  she  hud  got  for  ker- 

aelf  here  by  my  directions.     And  when  I  showed  her  the  slianland 

other  little  things  I  had  fetched  her  from  Ityde,  she  laughed  sllll 

^iDore,  and  ber  face  grew  so  very  red  that  1  thought  she  was  going 

^B|a  burst  a  blood-vessel,     Bhe  had  been  home,  and  had  taken  leave 

^^■ber  mother— DO  hindrance  there  whatever,  but  was  extremely 

^Hpunkful.    So  all  waa  in  readiness  for  taking  her  to  the  railway 

^^hat  evening  according  to  programme. 

Mmrr.ini  called  just  wbcn  1  had  finished  ray  dinner  to  inquire  if 
there  bad  been  any  news  from  mc;  and  was  astonished  to  find  my- 
Klf ;  still  more  nstonisbed  at  the  extent  to  which  I  bad  managed  to 
ruin  myself  in  so  short  a  time:  I  looked,  he  eaid,  'strange,  upon  my 
honor!— most  like,'  if  lie  might  be  allowed  to  say  it,  'to  Lady  Mac- 
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beth  in  the  sleepiag  acetiel '    No  wonder!    Four  such  nights migltt 
have  mode  a  Bomnambulant  of  a  much  stronger  woman  tlian  me, 

At  Ustf  after  seven  I  st&rled  with  Bessie  for  Euston  Square;  conk' 
milted  her  lo  the  care  of  a  very  fat  bonevoleot- looking  old  man. 
was  going  all  the  way :  pinned  her  letter  for  Geraldine  to  her  aUji; 
ktased  the  poor  young  creature,  and  gave  bei'  my  blessing:  cai 
bftclc  wondering  wbetlier  these  two  girla  that  I  bad  launched  ii 
the  world  would  live  to  thank  me  for  it,  or  not  rather  wish  Uist  I 
bad  tied  a  stone  about  each  of  their  necks  and  launched  them  Into 
the  Thamest    Imposf:iI>1e  to  predict)    So  I  went  to  bed  andws* 

After  some  hours  of  the  deadest  sleep  I  ever  slept  on  eartli,  I  w 
wakened  with  pain  in  my  head;  but  where  1  was  I  could  not  poi^ 
eibly  make  out.  I  sat  up  iu  the  middle  of  my  bed.  to  ascertain  mf 
locality,  and  there  '  I  happened ' '  Ihe  oddest  mystiflcation  you  caa 
fancy:  I  actually  lost  myself  in  my  bedl  could  not  Bnil  the  rigU' 
way  of  lyiog  down  again!  I  felt  about  for  pillows,  none  wetw 
ablet  and  I  could  not  get  the  clothes  spread  upon  me  agaiul  TIMJ 
seemed  to  be  fixed  down.  At  last,  still  groping,  with  my  band.  I 
felt  the  footboard  at  mylieadl  I  hnd  lain  down  'with  my  head 
where  my  feet  should  be:'  and  it  was  a  puzzling  business  to  rectify 
my  position!  I  went  to  sleep  again,  and  rose  at  half  after  dghl: 
and  took  my  coffee  and  good  bread  with  such  rclisbl  Ob,  it  was 
worth  while  to  have  spent  four  days  in  parsimony:  to  have  been 
bitten  with  bugs:  to  have  been  irrllntcd  with  fuss  and  humbug,  ind 
last  of  all  to  have  been  done  out  of  my  travelling  expenses  back!  it 
was  worth  while  lo  have  had  all  this  botheration  lo  refresh  my  term 
of  all  my  mercies.  Everything  is  comparative  'here  down;'  Ibli 
morning  I  need  no  other  Paradise  than  what  I  have:  cleanness  (no! 
of  teeth],  modest  comfort,  silence,  independence  (that  is  to  say.  do' 
pendencc  on  no  other  but  one's  own  husband).  Yes,  I  need  to  b*" 
well  of  my  headache,  over  and  above;  but  that  also  wilt  come,wi(li 
more  sleep. 

I  found  on  my  return  three  book-pareeU  and  your  last  totter, 
parcel  flrat,  John  Sterling's  •  Strafford  '  for  myself;  you  will  see  n 
retiew  of  it  in  to  day's  'Examiner,'  which  will  make  him  deeper 
fttely  angry  (Really  Pukz.'  that  brother  of  ours,  improves  by  keep 


t  Hald  «t  Ampton  Scnet:'Tbls  momiiig,  m'em,  I' 
gna.  m'ein '  (Tit.  broken  Mnnethltix), 
■  fenMr,  tben  editor,  or  crliio,  oC  tlie  Biiam  >'»«■, 
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lug  eeotlblc  componj');  secood,  VaniLngen'a  lliree  voluneB  from 
LockhiU'C,  with  a  nole  nhicli  I  CDclose;  third,  a  large  Eiiowy  paijer 
book  in  liiree  Tolumts,  eniiiled  'The  English  DoiTereities,'  HunWr 
and  Nen'mon,  'WilhUr.  Jnmea  Heywood's  coTnplimenU' on  the 
llie  first  puge.  At  ol^lit  aaother  parcel  came  troro  Maurice,  '  Ar- 
nold's Lectures '  returned,  and  Strauss  (wliicli  Utter  I  purpose  read- 
ing— 1?).  I  broaglit  with  me  from  Rj-de  a  volume  of  plays  by  one 
Eleist  (did  you  ever  hear  of  him?)  which  Sterling  greatly  recom- 
tneada.     The  imgedlan  himself  had  the  most  tragic  cad.' 

I  ilid  not  forget  about  the  name  of  Varahagen's  pamphlet;  but  at 
tha  time  you  asked  it  of  me  it  was  lying  at  the  boLtom  of  the  Bofn. 
vilb  the  olber  books  of  the  low  room  and  Pellon  on  Osss  on  the  lop 
ofiti  togeiatit  wouldhavecostmeaQbour'sbaril  work.  Tbename, 
now  il  is  restored  to  Ibc  upper  world,  is  Ltitfade/t  rur  NordtKiun 
AlUrVt  ttm*ku  nde. 

I  Imve  &  negotiation  going  on  about  a  place  for  Miss  Bjtlte ;  <  but 
tbe  lady  is  on  the  Continent,  and  it  cannot  be  speedily  brought  to  an 
attemaiiTe,  Meanwhile  the  poor  giil  is  gone  to  some  friend  in  the 
country.  Cor  a  month.  I  am  very  sorry  indeed  for  poor  Isabella, 
Qive  her  my  kind  remembrances — my  sympathy,  if  il  could  but  do 
anything  for  her. 

Are  you — or  rather  would  it  be  very  disagreeable  for  you — to  go 

to  ThonUiill,  and  see  the  Ruasells.  and  Margaret,  and  old  Mary?    If 

yoa  could  without  Qndint;  il  irksome,  1  should  like.    Oh.  to  Uiink 

ol  jour  going  to  Tliornhill  to  see  only  the  Russellsl  *    Oh.  my 

nolber,  my  own  mother. 

Maitday,  Aug,  14,-1  hod  to  give  up  writing  yesterday,  my  head 

^^WW  an  woefully  bad.     But  a  dinner  of  roast  mullon,  with  a  tumb- 

^^^KOf  nhite-wine  uegus,  made  me  a  more  effectual  woman  again; 

^^Hm  s«e  I  am  taking  care  of  myself  with  a  vengeance  I    But  I  'con- 

^^Hkr  it  my  duly '  to  get  myself  made  well  again — and  to  tell  you 

^^ftc  truth  1  was  starved  at  Ryde,  as  well  as  bug-bilten. 

In  the  evening  1  had  Miss  BGlte  till  after  ten  (I  thought,  she  hod 
?one  lo  the  country,  but  she  goes  lo-day),  she  is  really  a  line  manly 

>  Killed  bloualf, 

*  Thb  "■•  ■  bustUnE.  shiftr  Uctle  Germna  goreneat,  vho,  fn  tew  year*. 
nuiagcd  to  pick  op  soma  modlciun  of  moner  here,  and  then  reUr«d  wllb  II  to 
Drwlen.  whoUj  dBVollng  heraelf  to  ■  literaiuiw,' 

•  I  VHit  dais.  ■>[  Id  poor  oJd  Uarr  Hilla'a  cottage,  one  mornlne  earlr,  by 
tbeddeol  ber  turf-pila.  &c.  Bhe  bad  been  on  pUgrlmieii  to  Crawford  church- 
r»nj.  found  Uiegr»vo; '  II  w*«  »■  iKianio  yoiiiii>r.  vera  boiinle.' Mid  ahe.jaber 

i  norer  saw  her  agala. 
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UtUe  creature,  with  a  deal  of  excellent  aenae,  and  not  witfaoalpknli 
of  German  enthusiasm,  for  all  so  humdrum  as  she  looksi 

This  morning  I  got  up  immensely  better,  having  had  another  good 
sleep;  and,  in  token  of  my  thankfulness  to  Providenoe,  I  feUim- 
mediately  to  glazing  and  painting  with  my  own  handa  (not  to  luia 
you  altogether).  It  is  now  Just  on  post-time.  I  hare  had  your  lei> 
ter,  for  consolation  in  my  messy  Job,  and  I  must  send  this  off; 
trusting  that  you  found  other  two  letters  from  me  waiting  you  oa 
coming  back;  and  then  return  to  finish  my  painting.    Pray  for  ma 

Ever  your  unfortunate^ 

GooiDfi; 

LETTER  58. 
T,  Carlyle,  Big,,  at  8e(Mrig, 

Caielsea:  Thursday,  Aug.  IT,  ISA 
I  write  to-day,  dearest,  without  any  faculty  for  writing;  mnsjj 
to  keep  your  mind  easy,  by  telling  you  I  have  a  headache;  if  I  sM 
nothing  at  all,  you  might  fancy  I  had  something  worse.  'Ah'— I 
could  not  expect  to  get  off  from  that  vile  Wight  business  so  dieap^ 
as  with  one  headache  or  even  two. 

Since  I  wrote  last,  I  have  had  a  sad  day  in  bed,  another  only  i( 
little  less  sad  out  of  it;  besides  the  pain  in  my  head,  such  pains  la 
my  limbs  that  I  could  hardly  rise  or  sit  down  without  scieamiDg. 
I  have  taken  one  blue  pill  and  mean  to  take  another.  I  am  bettar 
to-day,  though  still  in  a  state  for  which  stooping  over  paper  and 
making  the  slightest  approach  to  thinking  is  very  bad.  So  'yoQ 
must  Just  excuse  us  the  day. '  Qod  bless  you.  I  hope  your '  fsfM^ 
ish  cold '  is  driven  off. 

Elizabeth  was  seeking  your  address  for  the  Kirkcaldy  peop]e,iHio 
inean  to  send  you  an  invitation  I  suppose.  PerliapB  it  would  be 
your  best  way  of  coming  back. 

Affectionate  regards  to  them  all. 

Your    J.  a 

LETTER  54. 

T.  Carlyle,  Esq,,  at  Seattbrig. 

Chelsea:  Friday  mondng,  Aug.  18,  ISO. 
Dearest, — ^If  you  expect  a  spirited  letter  from  me  to-day,  I  grieve 
that  you  will  be  disappointed.    I  am  not  mended  yet:  onl^y  mendr 
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ing,  and  Ihat  present  participle  (tn  ose  Helpn's  favouiile  word  foi 

the  wcnilier)  is  eilromcly 'diluiory.'  The  pains  in  my  limbs  are 
gone, however,  leaving  Duly  weakness;  nod  my  licad  aches  now  wilb 
■  a  certniu'  moderation !  still  enough  to  spoil  all  one's  enjoyment  o( 
life — if  there  be  any  encb  thing  for  some  of  us — und.  what  is  more 
to  the  purpose,  cnoiiKh  to  interfere  with  one's  '  did  inlcnds,'  which 
in  my  «se  grow  always  the  longer  the  more  manifold  and  com- 
plicated. 

Darwin  come  yesterday  after  my  dloDcr-time  {I  bad  dined  at 
three),  and  remarkcil.  in  the  couree  of  some  speculative  discourse, 
that  I  'looked  ua  if  I  needed  to  go  to  Ounter's  and  have  an 
ice! '  Do  you  comprehend  what  eon  of  look  that  can  bo?  Cer- 
tainly he  was  right,  for  driving  to  Guuler's  and  having  an  ice  re- 
vived me  considerably:  it  was  the  first  time  I  hnd  felt  up  lo  cross- 
ing the  threshold,  sincel  took  BeseieMudielo  the  railway  the  same 
cvtralog  I  returned  from  Rjde.  Darwin  was  very  clever  yesterday; 
be  remarked,  apmpo*  of  a  pamphlet  of  Maurice's  (which  by  the  way 
b  come  fur  you),  entitled,  'i  letter  to  Lord  Ashley  respecting  a 
certain  proposed  measure  for  stiftlng  (lie  expression  of  opinion  in 
the  University  of  Oxford,'  that  pamphlets  were  for  some  men  Just 
what  B  fit  of  the  gout  was  for  others — iliey  cleared  the  system,  so 
thai  they  could  go  on  again  pretty  comforliibly  for  a  while.  He 
lold  me  also  a  curious  convcrsiilion  amongst  three  grooms,  at  which 
WrighlsoD  had  assisted  the  day  before  fn  a  railway  carriage,  clearly 
iadicnting  lo  what  an  alannlog  ezlont  tlie  schoolmaslei-  is  abroad ! 
Orooiu  Ilie  Ant  took  a  paniphli-t  from  Ills  pocket,  saying  )ie  had 
bought  it  two  days  ago  and  never  found  a  minute  to  read  it.  Groom 
thetecoad  inquired  the  subject.  First  griwm;  'Oh.  a  hit  at  the 
Puscyisls,'  Second  groom:  'The  Puseyisis?  Ha.  they  are  for 
bringing  us  back  to  the  times  when  people  burnt  one  another  1 '  First 
groom  (tapping  second  groom  ou  the  shoulder  wlrh  tlie  paniphlt'i): 
■Charily,  my  brother,  charily!'  Third  groom;  'Well,  I  cannot  say 
atKiut  the  Fuseyisls;  but  my  opinion  is  that  what  we  need  is  more 
ChristUuliyand  le^a  religiouisml'  Now  Wrightson  swears  that 
erery  word  of  this  is  liieruliy  as  the  men  spoke  it — and  certainly 
Wrightaon  could  not  invent  it, 

1  hod  a  long  letter  from  old  Blcrling,  which  stupidly  I  flung  into 
ItiB  fin:  to  a  rage  (the  lire?  Yes,  it  is  only  for  the  last  two  days  that 
1  hare  not  needed  fire  in  the  morning  I] ;  and  I  bethought  mo  after- 
irards  tliat  1  had  better  have  sent  it  to  you,  whom  its  cool  liobert 
Utcaire  Impudence  might  have  amused.    Only  fancy  bis  InTlling 
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me  to  come  bnck.  and  '  this  time  he  would  Uke  care  that  I  ghonld 
have  Uabitable  lodgings."  Hia  leiwr  hega-a,  '  The  laat  cord  vbiiA 
held  me  to  eustcuce  lierc  is  .^Dapped.' — meBDlng  met  and 

Oil,  '  the  devil  fly  away  wiili '  the  old  MQtimental 1 

I  had  IctterB  from  both  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Buller  yesterday  explaining; 


their  having  f»lcd  to  io^ 
than  ever,  and  Is  likely  t 
modest  liope  that  tlie  dc 
is  really  touchiugt 
Bare  is  your  letter  com 


sbe  appears 

Ere  again. 


I  have  been  wonS; 
Poor  old  Bullert 
urn  Madam  blua' 


I 


And  you  have  not  yet  got  any  fro 
lebody  must  b&ve  been  very  negligent 
:i  Suoday,  added  a  postscript  on  Monday,  and 
and  newspapers  by  Helen,  in  perfectly  good 
lime.  It  is  most  provoliiug  after  one  bas  been  (as  Belen  saye)  '  Juri 
moat  particular'  not  to  tauc  you,  to  Qnd  that  you  have  been  iio^Mit 
nevertbeless. 

Tou  ask  about  the  slate  of  the  house.  Pearsou  and  Co.  are  out 
of  it.  Both  the  public  rooms  are  in  a  state  of  perfect  babilablenea 
again;  a  little  to  be  done  in  the  needle-work  department,  but  'ni 
ing '  (lilce  Dodger's  Buy's  uose)  '  to  speak  of.'  Your  l>edroom,  d 
which  the  ceiling  had  to  he  whitened  and  the  paint  n-aahed,  ft6^ 
&c.,  will  be  halutable  by  to-morrow.  The  front  liedrooms,  it 
which  all  the  eonfusion  bad  been  piled,  are  still  to  clean; — but  U 
will  soon  be  done.  Hy  own  Iwdroum  also  needs  to  have  the  o 
beaten,  and  the  tied  curtains  talten  down  and  brushed ;  all  this  woul 
have  been  completed  by  this  time  but  for  a  most  UD0xpecI«d  aa 
Gotd-sickening  mesa,  whicli  I  discovered  in  the  kitchen,  which  hi 
caused  work  for  severni  days.  Only  fancy,  «hile  I  waa  brighten 
ing  up  the  outside  of  the  plutter  to  flud  in  Helen's  iied  a  new  coloq] 
of  bugs!  I  tell  you  of  it  fearlessly  tids  time,  as  past  victory  givein 
a  sense  of  superiority  over  the  creaiui'eB.  She  said  to  me  one  man 
ing  iu  putting  down  my  breakfast,  '  Myl  I  was  just  standing  tU 
morning,  looking  up  at  the  corner  of  my  bed.  ye  ken,  and  t 
what  should  I  see  but  two  boguesi  I  hope  there's  na  me 
hope?'  said  I  immediatdy  kindling  into  a  flnc  phreniy;  'bowM 
you  live  an  instant  without  making  smtT  A  preliy  Uiing  it  will  b 
i(  you  have  let  your  bed  get  full  of  bugs  again ! '  The  shadow  o(  M 
accusalion  of  remissness  was  enough  of  course  to  maice  her  quIM 
positive.  '  How  was  she  ever  (o  have  Ibuught  o(  bogues,  formerljrf 
What  a  Ihinj;  to  tbink  nbouti  But  since,  she  bad  been  Just  n 
particular  I  To  be  eure,  these  two  must  have  come  oS  these  Uudia 
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ehawlsP  IIeflli«TproiesImgaitd  'appealing  to  poaterlt;,''  and  nn 
off  myaeU  to  see  ioio  tbe  business.  Bhe  had  not  so  much  as  taken 
«0  Uie  cnrUins;  I  tore  tbem  oft  distrsctcdly .  pulled  io  pieces  all  of 
i  the  bed  Ibat  wiia  pulkblc.  and  eun  and  killed  Iwo,  and  iu  oue  place 
tfrlucli  t  could  not  get  at  without  a  bed-key,  'beings*  (as  Mazziui 
C'would  sa;)  were  clearly  moTJDg!  All,  mere;  mercy,  my  dismay 
fina  cocsideralilK !  BiiU  it  was  Dot  the  acme  of  horroT  litis  lime,  as 
last  time,  for  dow  I  knew  they  could  be  annibilated  root  and 
branch.  When  I  toid  her  there  were  pienlj.  the  went  off  to  look 
herself,  and  came  back  and  told  me  In  n  peremptory  tune  that  'she 
had  looked  aad  tlierc  was  not  a  single  boguo  IhorcT  It  was  need- 
less arming  with  a  wild  BDimal.  I  bad  Pearsou  to  lake  the  bed 
down,  and  he  soon  gave  me  the  pleasant  assurance  that  'they  were 
pretty  strong ! '  Neither  did  he  consider  tbem  a  recent  importation. 
Helen  went  out  of  the  way  at  the  taking  down  of  tbe  bed.  not  to 
be  proved  in  Uie  wrong  to  her  own  conviction;  which  was  'proba- 
bly juet  as  well.'  as  she  might  have  saved  a  rcmnatil  in  her  petli- 
coala,  being  so  utterly  careless  about  the  article-  Pearson,  who 
shared  all  my  own  nervous  sensibility,  was  a  much  better  assislanl 
for  me.  I  flung  some  twenty  pailfula  of  water  on  llie  kitchen  floor, 
in  the  first  place,  to  drown  any  that  might  attempt  to  save  tbem- 
aelves;  tlion  we  killed  all  that  were  discovurnlile,  and  Hung  the 
pieces  of  the  bed,  one  after  another,  iiilo  a  tub  full  of  ivuler,  carried 
them  up  into  the  garden,  and  let  tbem  steep  lliere  for  two  days; — 
and  Ibea  I  painted  all  llic  joints,  hod  Ihe  curtains  washed  and  laid 
by  for  the  preseni,  and  hope  and  trust  there  is  not  one  escaped  alive 
to  1«U.  AeA  Oott.  what  disgusting  work  to  have  to  dol — hut  the 
destroying  of  bugs  is  a  thing  that  cannot  be  neglected.  In  tbe 
course  of  the  bug  investigation  I  made  another  precious  discovery. 
That  the  woollen  mattress  was  being  eaten  from  under  ber  with 
moths.  That  bad  to  be  torn  up  next,  all  Ihe  wool  washed  and 
iMiled.  and  teazed, — and  I  have  a  woman  here  tliis  day  making  it 
up  into  a  mattress  again.  In  your  bed  I  had  ocular  conviclioD  that 
there  were  none  when  it  was  in  pieces:  in  my  own  I  have  inferen- 
tial conviction,  for  they  would  have  been  sure  to  bite  me  the  very 
flnt  Adam  and  Eve  of  them;  in  the  front  room  nothing  isdincover- 
ahle  eltlier.  But  I  shall  take  that  bed  all  down  for  srciirily'e  sake 
before  I  have  done  with  it; — either  tliai,  or  l,'0  up  and  sleep  in  it  a 
Dighl: — but  then  imagination  roigiit  deceive  me,  and  evaucaUM 
ipolsl     'The  troubles  that  afflict  the  just,'  Ac. 
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We  have  wann  weather  theie  two  dajs:  not  oppreniVe  for  me^ 
but  more  summer-like  than  any  that  has  been  this  seaaon. 

Oh,  I  always  forgot  to  tell  you  that  in  the  railway  oaniage, 
going  to  Ryde,  my  next  neighbour  was  Robert  Owen  (the  Sodalist); 
he  did  not  know  anything  of  me,  so  that  I  had  the  advantage  of 
him.  I  found  something  of  old  Laing  in  him,  particularly  the 
voice.  I  like  him  on  the  whole,  and  in  proof  thereof  gave  him 
two  carnations. 

Tour  affectionate 

Goomr. 

I  have  heard  nothing  farther  of  Father  Mathew.  Knowing  how 
busy  he  was,  and  supposing  him  not  much  used  to  corresponding 
with  women  of  genius,  I  worded  my  letter  so  as  to  make  him 
understand  I  looked  for  no  answer.  As  to  the  stuffed  Pope,'  I 
thought  of  him  (or  rather  of  it);  but  I  felt  too  much  confidence  in 
Father  Mathew 's  good  sense  to  fear  his  being  shocked. 

LETTER  66. 

T,  Carlyle,  Esq.,  at  SeoUbrig, 

Chelsea:  Konday,  Aug.  91,  ISO. 

Dearest, — I  meant  to  have  written  you  an  exceedingly  long  and 
satisfactory  letter  last  evening;  but  a  quite  other  work  was  cut  out 
for  me,  which  I  cannot  say  I  regret.  It  is  but  little  good  one  can 
do  to  a  sane  man,  whereas  for  an  insane  one  much  is  possible;  and 
I  did  even  the  impossible  for  such  a  one  last  night.  Poor  Gamier* 
walked  in  at  five,  and  stayed  till  after  nine.  And  if  you  had  seen 
the  difference  in  him  at  his  entrance  and  exit,  you  would  have  said 
that  I  had  worked  a  miracle  I 

Poor  fellow  I  they  may  all  abuse  him  as  they  like;  but  I  think, 
and  have  thought,  and  will  think,  well  of  him:  he  has  a  good  heart 
and  a  good  head;  only  a  nervous  system  all  bedevilled,  and  his 
external  life  fallen  into  a  horribly  burbled  state  about  hiuL  I  gave 
him  tea,  and  took  him  a  walk,  and  lent  him  some  music,  and 
soothed  the  troubled  soul  of  him,  and  when  he  went  away  he  said 
the  only  civil  thing  to  me  he  ever  said  in  life.  '  I  am  obliged  to 
you,  Mrs.  Carlyle;  you  have  made  me  pass  one  evening  pleasantly; 
and  I  came  very  miserable.'  He  desired  his  kind  regards  to  you, 
and  has  a  scheme,  a  propagation,  of  small  schools,  to  propound  to 

1  In  P<ut  and  Present  >  See  pages  19  and  14S. 
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His  uncle  in  QeVmany  U  dead,  wbkli  will  ultimately  nuOts 
•n  mnendment  in  liis  ccoDoinics  he  seems  to  eaj. 

1  am  very  quiet  at  present,  eo  (ew  people  are  left  In  town. 
Even  poor  Qludder  (llic  iufamj  of  giviug  a  Christina  such  a  aiutxal) 
ms  been  gone  £ume  tiiue  to  Tottenham  Paik;  but  his  puiicncc 
Bems  Dear  tbe  eud  of  lis  tether,  and  lie  purposes  cmanci paling 
hteuolf  shortly,  'before  lie  loses  his  faculties  altogether.'  Then 
J)arwin  is  always  going  off  on  abort  eicuraions.  The  Hacready 
^-wonien,  however,  came  the  day  before  yesterday,  the  flrst  time  I 
i  eeeu  them  nncc  your  departure.  And  I  have  somelLlog  to 
;  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Maercady:  'If  you  could  give  William 
Uy  lelters  of  iotroducliou  for  America,  it  would  be  such  a  favourl ' 
e  cannot  bear  the  idea  of  his  'goiog  merely  as  a  player,  without 
vale  recom  me  Dilations.'  They  looked  perfectly  bean-broken, 
women.  Tlio  Idlers  to  Americn  will  be  needed  within  ten 
tys.  To  Emerson?  Wlio  i£  there  else  worth  knowing  ia 
jnericaT  I  proiniaetl  to  spend  «  day  with  Ihem  before  he  wont. 
Poor  Father  Kailiew.  they  say,  is  getting  into  deep  waters  here. 
~t  does  not  possess  tlie  Cockney  strength  of  silence;  his  Irish 
d  gets  up  wheu  he  Is  niigerod,  and  ho  '  commits  liimseir;'  I  am 
ill  the  more  pleased  at  bavins  given  him  my  most  sweet  voice,  (or 
e  ia  plainly  a  vast  deal  of  party  spirit  taking  the  field  to  put 
hfan  down.  One  Uiing  the]'  laugh  at  him  for  is.  to  my  thinking, 
Jdgbly  meritorious.  Somebody  trying  lo  stir  up  the  crowd  against 
Urn,  said,  'What  good  cou  come  to  you  from  that  manT — he  ie 
f  a  Popish  Monk!'  Whereupon  Father  SInthew  hurst  out, 
'And  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  no  good  can  come  from  a  Pop- 
"  U  Monk?  Envc  you  not  received  just  the  greiilfst  blessings  from 
Fiipixb  UonksT  Have  you  not  received  Christianity  from  a  Popish 
HlDukT  the  Reformation  from  a  Popish  Monk — Martin  LutberT' 
rbere  was  Eomeihing  so  dvlighitully  Irish,  end  liberal  at  the  same 
"line,  in  this  double  view  of  Lutberl 

,.  Ho  letter  from  you  to-day;  but  perhaps  there  will  come  one  in 
"le  evening.  You  cannot  bo  accused  of  remissness  In  writing,  at 
n  rates,  whatever  your  other  faults  may  be.  Oh,  nol  you  need 
Ot  go  to  Tbornhill.'  It  was  a  selQsh  request  on  my  part.  I 
nuld  not  go  myself  for  a  thousand  guineas.  But  send  the  five 
mod  for  poor  old  Mary  before  you  leave  the  country:  her  money 
tils  entirely  done  at  the  end  of  this  month.  I  computed  it  quite 
ninitely,  when  Mrs.  Russell  wrote  that  she  hod  still  thirty  shil- 


■  flee smint, however t   IhopedeTOuUyUwulhttUme.   Ati,as\ 
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lings.    Slie  will  not  be  loag.to  provide  for,  poor  old  Bonll    I  1 
eeot  the  books  for  Lockhurt, 

I  am  busy  njlli  a  little  work  Just  now  that  makes  me  M 
Tou  remember  the  new  curtaios  that  came  from  Templand.    Wbu  I 
she  made  tliem,  Blie  wrote  to  mo.  'they  looked  bo  beuulifut  tlnashe  I 
could  not  Bud  in  her  heart  Co  bang  them  up  till  I  should  be  comiDj  i 
agaio', '  aod  the  first  sight  I  wits  to  hAve  of  them  was  here!— and  it 
was  here,  not  there,  that  they  were  lo  be  huog  up.    It  needed  a 
tiea!  of  Echeming  and  allcring  to  make  them  fit  our  high  room:  and 
picking  out  her  sewing  hits  been  such  sorrowful  work  for  me:  iliU 
I  could  not  let  aoyhodj  meddJe  with  them  except  myself;  and  in 
keep  them  lying  there  was  just  as  sorrowful.    Oh,  dear,  dearl 

I  hope  you  are  quite  free  of  your  cold;  the  weather  is  quite  cool 
again.    God  bless  you. 

Your  affect ionaW 

Jake  Cabltlb. 

"Garnler'i  was  from  Baden;  a  revolutionary  eiile,  fllied  with 
mulinoua  coofuaiun  of  the  usual  kiud,  and  wtlh  its  usual  ooose-, 
quence«;  a  black-eyed,  tall.  Etalwart'lookiug  mass  of  a.  man;  (m»\ 
all  cut  witli  scars  (of  duels  in  his  sludenl  time),  but  expreasive  still 
of  frankoess,  honesty,  ingenuity,  aud  good  humour;  dirty  fgrmoot 
part,  yet  as  it  were  licrolcally  so;  few  men  bad  more  experienM 
of  poverty  and  squalor  here,  or  took  it  more  proudly.  Ue  had 
some  real  scholnmhip,  agood  deal  of  loose  infonnatiun;  occaatoO' 
ally  wrote,  and  biul  he  been  of  moderate  humour  could  alwayt  , 
have  written,  with  somethiug  of  real  laleut.  Cole,  the  now  gretA 
Cole,  of  'the  Bromplon  boilers.'  occasionally  met  him  (in  the 
Butler  Committee,  for  instance),  and  tried  lo  help  him,  ns  did  L 
Together  we  got  him  finally  into  some  small  clerkship  under  Cole, 
Cole  Bclecting  the  feasible  appoiotnient,  I  recommending  to  Lord 
Stanley,  who,  us  'whipper-in,  bad  the  nomination  and  always  be- 
lieved what  I  tcsiifled  to  him.  '  You  called  ms  a  rhinoemHi '  (not 
to  be  driven  like  a  lame  oi].  said  Qarnier  lo  me  on  this  occouOK, 
pretending,  aud  only  pi-cicnding,  to  1>o  angry  at  me.  loayeftror 
two  be  dung  oH  this  liarne.'is  too,  and  took  lo  the  desert  again. 
Poor  soul!  no  was  at  last  visibly  now  and  ihen  rather  mad.  In 
1S48  we  heard  he  bad  rushed  into  Ocrman  whirlpool,  and,  fightiog 
lo  Badeo,  had  perished.  Joba  Mill,  in  1S34,  had  been  UU  jntro- 
ducer  here. 

'Qludder' was  one  Plaltnauer  (still  living  hereiihoiiis  and  an  eft- 
teeioed  tutor  iu  noble  families),  whom  Cavaignac  liad  (on  repeated 
pressure]  lately  introduced  here,  and  who  has  hung  about  ob,  Io«^  , 
mgly,  and  much  pitied  by  her.  ever  since.  I  never  could  much 
take  tobim,  bad  called  bim  '  Ghidder'  (aword  of  my  fullier's)  fron 
the  sod  aoand  he  made  in  nviiciiluiiog  (ob  if  through  sluah),  tiT  gii 

'  See  pace  IS,  note. 
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mi  Rood  ot  bin,  nor  now  can  wheu  he  has  groi^-n  eo  eed  lo  m«. 

Oo  lue  whole,  cue  rupidly  euougli  perceived  tliat  Ihe  foreien  «idle 

element  was  not  Ihe  rpcommendable  oue,  and,  escepl  for  Eer  pic- 

tnreequecBsilieiic.&i:.  jnlercst  In  It,  Tionld  have  been  vciv  brief  with 

^lliere.     Asiudeed  I  esMnlially  vab;  norshe  herself  very  teiti cm. 

S*"  t  with  OaTaigDuc  1  never  liad  any  iDtimscy,  any  pleasant  or 
convemliou,  among  llieec-  people' — eicepi  for  Mozziiii.  and 
any  renl  respect — nnd  from  the  first  dialogue,  Miozini'a  opin- 
were  to  me  incredible,  and  (at  once  trBgipHllv  and  comicallv) 
ipracticahle  in  this  world.  81ie,  too.  even  of  Mazzlni.  gmdnally 
me  to  Uiat  view,  though  lo  Ihe  last  Ebe  had  always  an  affecliiia 
Maztini,  and  for  ttie  cliivalrom  nnd  crandty  huinoroui  Cuvaig- 
(and  (or  the  memoty  of  him  ofterwatiis)  stiO  more— T.  C. 


LETTER  58. 
T.  CaTlyle,  Esq.,  at  ScoW/rig.  EceUfecJian. 

ClielHra:  Sundiv  niehc  Aiik-  B7.  1M3, 

pDeareat, — Another  evening,  in  thought  eel  xpnrl  for  you.  hiis 
B  eaten  np  alive  by  '  rebellious  consonanta.'  I  limi  lold  Helen 
to  go  after  dinner  and  taite  herself  a  long  walk,  assuring  her  no- 
body could  possibly  arrive,  for  the  beet  of  reasons,  lliat '  thnre  was 
not  a  liaman  being  left  in  London.'  And  just  when  I  had  fetched 
\\p  fiiy  own  tea,  and  was  proceeding  to  'en]o-oy  ft''  quite  in  old- 
maid  style,  there  arrived  Darley.'  the  sight  of  whom  gave  me  n 
iionible  foretaste  ot  fidgets  and  nameless  woe,  wliich  was  duly  ful. 
Qlled  to  me  in  good  time.  However,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  got 
lUllo  good  for  having  a  mouthful  of  human  (or  rather,  to  speak 
JOTOtely,  inhumiin)  speech  with  someone:  and  in  Hint  case  one's 
tb^ing  ■  the  welfare  of  others.' &C.&C.     For  myself  Individ ua!iy, 

a  if  1  had  spent  the  eveoing  under  a  harrow. 
I  hAfdlf  know  where  a  letter  now  shall  find  you.     But  perhnps 
Biorrow  will  direct  me   iiefore  sending  this   nwny.     It   is   very 

rpid   ot   the   Fergiiseg— a  fact  almost  as  absurd  ns  spcnking  to 

Elt7Jihetb  of  sending  us  polotoes  lust  year,  and  never  sending  them. 
Hul  if  you  want  to  see  the  battie-pronnd  at  Dunhnr.  I  am  sure  ynn 
need  not  miss  it  for  lack  ot  somewhere  to  go.  The  poor  Donnld- 
ions — nay,  everybody  in  Haddington — would  lie  so  glnd  lo  have 

'  Tbe  ccod  W.  Oraliam.  ut  Bumgiru-li.  a  true  and  kiod,  and  VEry  eoipfaotla. 
friend  ot  mine,  bad  tliuughtle»Ir  brancpdoHce  (first  time  sliesaw  him),  at  a 
breakfut  wllh  us  dj-npepIlcB.  lion  be  '  cnjo-ojed '  this  uid  tbai. 

'  ■Darley' (Qenrg^i.  frnm  Duhlln.msihemaiidan.coQBidemblB  aotuallyand 
•la.  poet,  an  aminble,  niodHt,  vemolout.  and  IntelUgeDt  man;  ranch  loved 
baa,  thongb  he  stammored  diradtulty. 
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you.  The  DonaliUooB,  you  know,  formerly  imiwd  yon  "  for  > 
monlh  or  two '  ihia  spriog.  I  amuot  detect  tbe  associallOD.  but  It 
comes  in  my  bend  at  Uiia  moment,  and  I  may  as  well  tell  you,  llrtl 
(liu  Revd.  Cniidlisli  is  in  great  rapturcB  over  '  Past  and  Prcaenl;'  in 
Rol>eTl8uii  told  me  tlie  lust  lime  I  saw  tiim.  Oaroicr  also  told  me 
ttiat  tlic  book  liad  a  success  of  aa  unusual  and  very  de^nible  tnod; 
il  was  not  so  niucli  that  people  spoke  about  it,  as  that  they 
spoke  out  of  it;  io  tliese  mysterious  conventions  of  his,  your 
phrases,  be  said,  were  become  a  part  of  the  general  dialect.  Tbe 
booksellers  would  not  have  Q am ier'a  translation :  that  was  the  nX' 
son  of  its  being  given  up ;  not  Hint  bo  wbb  too  mad  for  it.  It  was  / 
who  told  you  about  the  Lord  Dudley  Stuart  affair;  OHToiergavenM 
his  own  version  of  it  that  uighl.  and  il  seemed  quite  of  a  piece  wlUi 
his  usunl  conduct — good  Intenliona,  always  unfortunate;  a  rlgbl 
thing  wronply  set  about. 

Well,  the  Italian  'Movement'  has  begun;  and  also,  I  suppow. 
ended.     Mozzlni  has  been  in  a  state  of  violent  exdlemeut  all  these 
weeks,  really  forcibly  reminding  one  of  Frank  Dickson's  goose  tiilli 
the  addle  egg.    Nothing  hindered  liim  from  going  oS  to  head  thi 
movement,  except  that,  uneipecledly  enough,  ilic  movement  iUM 
not  invite  him ;  nay,  took  pains  to  '  keep  him  in  a  cortitin  igaoa^ 
ance,'  and  his  favourite  conspirator  abroad.    Tlie  movement  wean 
into  Sicily  '  to  act  there  alone.'  plainly  indicating  Uiat  it  meditatiM 
Bome  arrangement  of  Italy  such  as  Ibey  two  would  not  approv^V 
'BOmeihing— what  shall  1  say!— constitutional.'    He  came  one  d^' 
and  lold  me  quite  seriously  that  a  week  more  would  determine  hio 
whulher  to  go  singly  and  try  to  enter  the  country  in  secret,  or  to 
persuade  a  frigate  now  here,  which  he  deemed  persuadable,  to  r*' 
volt  openly  and  take  him  there  by  force.     '  And  with  one  frig»te,' 
aaid  I,  'you  mean  to  overtliron  the  Austrian  Empire,  amidst  ll 
general  pence  of  Europe!'    'Why  noti  the  beginning  only  I 
wanted.'    I  could  not  help  telling  him  that  "a  Harrow  r.    ~ 
schoolboy  who  uttered  such  nonsense,  and  proceeded  to  give  Ita 
practical  shape,  would  be  wbipt  and  e.vpelled  the  commumtyaafl 
mischievous  blockhead.'     He  was  made  verj-  angry,  of  caur 
it  was  iniposailile  to  see  anybody  behaving  so  like  '  a  mad,'  w 
tuUing  bim  one's  mind.     He  a  conspirator  chief  I     1   atiould  r 
ao  iuflniiety  belter  one  myself.    What,  tor  instance,  coo  t 
out  of  the  r^of  conspirator  than  histellingmeall  his  sccre 
tiiius,  even  to  the  names  of  places  where  conspiracy  is  breaking  01 
and  the  names  of  people  who  are  organising  il!    Me,  who  do  n 
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ev«o  ever  uk  liiro  aqutstion  on  such  matters;  who  on  Ihc  cootrar; 
evade  Ihem  as  much  as  postiblel  A  man  hasa  right  to  put  hU  own 
life  and  softly  at  INe  mercy  of  whom  he  will,  but  no  amount  of  con- 
fidence ill  a  frienil  can  Justify  him  for  making  such  dangerous  dia* 
cloBUrea  coaccniing  others.  What  would  there  have  been  very 
tuDOaturaJ,  for  example,  id  my  sending  a  few  words  to  the  Anslrisn 
Gorcrument,  warning  Uiem  of  Ihc  projected  outbreaks,  merely  for 
the  purpose  of  having  tlieu  prevented,  so  as  to  save  Mazzini's  bend 
and  the  hands  of  the  greater  number,  at  the  aacrificc  of  a  few  T  If 
I  had  not  believed  thot  il  would  be,  like  the  ■  Savoy's  EipediUon,' 
stopped  by  some  proTidential  toll-bar,  I  believe  I  should  have  felt 
It  my  duty  as  Hazziui'a  friend  to  do  this  Ihiog.  Bologna  was  the 
place  where  they  were  first  to  raise  their  fooIscap'Standard.  The 
'  Examiner '  mentions  carelesaly  some  young  men  having  collected 
lu  the  streets,  and  '  raised  seditious  cries,  and  even  fired  some  shots 
at  the  police;'  cannon  were  planted.  &c.,  'Austrisns  ready  to 
uiurch  ' — not  n  doubt  of  it;  and  seditious  cries  will  make  a  poor  bat' 
tie  against  cannon.  Mazxini  is  confident,  however,  tliat  the  thing 
will  not  stop  here;  and,  if  it  goes  on.  is  resolute  also  in  getting  Into 
ih«  thick  of  it.  *  What  do  you  say  of  my  head?  what  are  rcmiltsT 
are  there  not  things  more  important  than  one's  headT'  'Certainly. 
but  I  should  say  tliat  tlie  man  who  has  not  sense  euough  to  keep 
liii  head  on  his  shoulders  till  something  is  to  be  gained  by  parting 
with  il.  lias  not  sense  enough  to  manage,  or  dream  of  managing,  any 
Important  matter  whatever.'  Our  dialogues  become  "warm,"  but 
you  *ec  bow  much  1  have  written  about  tUia,  which  you  will  think 
tit  words  too  macy  for. 
Uood-night ;  1  must  go  and  sleep. 

Uondar. 
Dearest. — Thanks  for  your  letter,  and,  oh,  a  tbousand  Uianks  for 
'It  this  you  have  done  for  mel  I  am  glad  that  you  linve  seen  these 
(''Jor  [«ople.'  that  they  have  bad  the  gladoeaa  of  seeing  you.  Poor 
1  li  Mary !  it  will  be  something  to  talk  and  think  over  for  a  year  to 
'^tw.  Your  letter  has  made  me  cry,  to  be  sure,  but  has  made  me 
■  erj  contented  ncvorthiiles*.  I  am  very  grateful  to  you.  Did  Mrs, 
'  (vusvll  say  anyllung  atioul  not  having  answered  my  letter?  1  sent 
^  llllle  shawl,  on  my  last  birthday,  to  Margaret,  to  Mrs.  B.'s  care, 
<^rni  a  pound  of  tea  {that  is  money  for  il)  to  old  Mary,  in  a  letter  to 
^J  r^-  Russell,  and,  as  I  have  never  heard  a  word  from  Thomhill 

to  which  C^rlj-le  bi 
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Blnce,  I  li&Te  somfiUmeB  feared  the  things  hod  been  taken  b;  tli> 
Vt,j;  it  ia  very  stupid  in  people  oat  to  give  one  lUe  salis[«ctloD  of 
Wriiiogon  these  liiUe  occaaioos. 

I  un  afraid  you  will  tliiak  LcodoD  dreadfully  solitary-  nben  joa 
return  from  the  couiiiry.  Actually  there  nerer  vaa  bo  qniot  I 
house  except  Craigeoputtock  as  this  lias  been  for  tbe  last  fonnlglit. 
Darwla  finally  ie  ofE  tbie  moruing  to  Shrewsbury  for  Ibno  wceki. 
He  ga^e  me  a  drive  to  Parson's  Greeu  yesterday;  'woadered  U 
Carlyle  would  give  aduiiratioD  eoough  for  all  iny  Deodlework.  Sec, 
&c..  feared  coti  but  he  would  have  a  vague  senae  of  comfan  fnuii 
il,'  aiid  uttered  tnany  other  sarcastic  Ihiogs,  by  way  of  going  ufl  ii 
good  Durwin  style.  Just  whea  I  Geemed  Uk  be  got  pretty  wall 
through  luy  sewing.  I  have  rushed  wildly  into  a  new  tiiess  of  iL  I 
have  realised  an  ideal,  have  Bciu:i11y  acquired  a  small  sofat  wUdi 
needs  to  be  covered,  of  course.  I  Ihink  I  Bee  your  quest  Inning  loot 
at  this  piece  of  news:  '  A  snfa?  Just  now,  above  all,  wlien  Ikfit 
had  been  so  much  else  done  and  to  pay  fori  Tlus  little  womu  ii 
falling  away  from  tacr  iiltUerio  thrifty  character,  and  become  dowa- 
right  extravagant.'  Never  fearl  tliis  little  woraao  knows  what  sba 
is  about:  tlie  sofa  coats  you  simply  ootlilng  at  all!  Neither  liave  I 
BiUlly  paid  four  or  five  pounds  nway  (or  il  out  of  my  own  private 
purse.  It  L*  a  sofa  which  I  have  known  about  for  tbe  Inst  year 
and  half.  Tbe  maa  who  had  it  asked  il.  lOi.  for  it;  was  willing 
to  sell  it  without  mattress  or  cushions  for  21.  10(.  I  had  a  span 
mattress  which  I  could  make  to  fit  it.  and  also  pillows  lying  by  o( 
no  use.  But  still.  3^.  10*.  wbi  more  than  I  cared  lo  lay  out  of  my 
own  money  on  the  article,  so  I  did  a  stroke  of  trade  vitb  him. 
The  old  green  curtains  of  downsl^rs  were  become  filthy:  and, 
what  was  better,  superfluous.  No  use  could  be  made  of  them, 
unless  Brat  dyed  at  the  rate  of  7ri.  per  yard;  it  was  good  to  bo  rid 
of  tbem,  that  tfacy  might  not  fill  the  house  with  mollis,  as  those 
sort  of  woollen  things  lying  hy  always  do^  so  I  sold  them  to  the 
broker  for  thirty  shiltingx;  I  do  honestly  think  more  Ihau  their 
value:  but  I  higgled  a  full  hour  with  him,  and  Uie  sofa  had  luin  oi> 
his  hands.  So  you  perceive  there  remained  only  one  pound  ur 
pay;  and  that  I  paid  with  Kitty  Eirkpalrick'e  sovereign,  wbirb  %- 
had  laid  aside  not  to  lie  approprialcd  to  my  own  abeolti 
vidua!  use.  Bo  there  ia  a  sofa  created  in  a  manner  by  tbe  i 
wish  to  have  it. 


Affectionnlely  your  o 
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I  d(d  go  to  DuDboT  battle-field,  remember  Tividl;  ra?'  lurrey 
tbvn,  my  wild  windy  walk  from  Hnddinglon  llilllier  and  liack; 
brigbt  BiiDtiiiy.  but  gr&dually  tlie  wioiliest  1  was  ever  out  In;  liend 
wiDil  (wtsl).  on  my  relurn,  would  actually  holrl  my  hat  Bgaiiist  my 
bre&sl  for  minutes  logetli'^r.  It  waa  dnya  bernre  I  got  tbe  mad 
out  of  my  b&ir  Bgain.  8hw  East  Lolbian.  all  become  a  trcelfisa 
'Com  Manchester" — a  Utile  moie  money  in  its  pocket — and  ol 


piety,  to  God  or  man,  or  ni oilier- eartb.  how  much  left?  Al  Linton 
m  the  forenoon.  I  noticed  lying  on  tbt  greou,  many  of  them  wiiU 
Bibln.  gome  150  liecent  Highlanders;  last  remnant  of  Ibe  old 
'Highland  reapora"  here;  and  round  tbem.  in  every  qaaiter,  all 
tucb  B  heitl  of  miserable,  weak,  reeileaa  'wild  Irieli,'  their  con- 
querors and  luccettsors  here,  as  filled  me  with  a  kind  of  rage  and 
■orrow  at  once;  nil  In  raggt-d  grey  friexc.  3,000  or  4,U0O  of  tbum, 
aimless.  reallesB.  hungry,  tcnselew,  more  like  apes  than  men; 
nramiing  aboui.  leaping  into  bran-fieUlfi,  ttiruip-flelde.  and  out 
■gaio,  uKing  yoti  '  the  loitne,  tir,' — I  almost  wondered  the  Sabba- 
lariau  country  did  not  rise  on  them.  Qing  the  whole  tot  into  the 
Frilb,  SabbatariaD  country  never  dreamt  of  such  u  thing,  and  I 
couid  not  do  it  myself;  1  merely  told  them  '  tbe  toime,  sir. 

Tbe  L'IccllcDt  old  Miues  Donaldson,  how  kind,  how  good,  and 
Htd:  I  nerer  saw  one  of  tbem  again.  Vacanl,  Bad.  was  Hadding- 
ton to  me;  sternly  sad  Ibe  gra*e  which  has  now  become  hers  as 
Weill    I  have  seen  it  twice  since. 


Brother  '  John '  is  on  the  way  to  Italy— never  one  of  the  quietest 
of  men  in  lliii  houeel— '  Time  and  Space,"  Ac.,  is  a  story  of  Mrs. 
Austin's,  about  two  melapbysica]  spouses  (I  guile  forget  whom)  on 
Uieir  wedding-day :  'Come,  my  dear  one.  and  let  us  have,' Ac. 

T.  CarlyU,  Big.,  at  ScoU/irig. 

Chels«a;  Thuradar,  Aug.  SI,  IMS. 

DMKBt. — The  enclosed  note  from  John  arrived  last  night,  along 

™ith  youn  announcing  his  departure  for  Liverpool.     1  wish  be  had 

'  "f  n  com.ing  aJler  you,  or  even  with  you.     I  had  set  my  heart  on 

''iir  bBOMlling  the   clean  bouse  yourself,  and  that  there  would 

'^i-ve  been  a  few  dnya  in  peace  to  inspect  its  curiosities  and  niceties 

'furore  be  came  plunging  In  to  send  ail  the  books  aSoat,  and  litter 

'I'r  floors  with  first  and  second  and  third  and  fourtli  scrawls  of  wr- 

r-^AA  letters.     Bui.   like   Mademoiselle   L'Gspinasse,  son  laUnl  al 

''vfrc  bnijofiTi  futrt  de  propetf    If  be  cared  about  seeing  oneself,  it 

'*'>uld  bo  quite  different;  but  if  the  bouse  would  go  on  like  those 

'inmiing  palaces  one  reads  of  in  tbe  fairy  taies,  where  clothes  arc 

'ound  hanging  ready  at  the  fire  to  be  put  on  by  the  wearied  tnvel- 
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ler.  nnd  a  labte  comei  up  tlirough  the  floor  oil  spread  to  appc 
Ijta  hunger,  orieseH  uig-bt  be  a  thousand  miles  off,  or,  like 
I'ucliautcd  Princess  of  these  establish  iiieDls,  might  be  Tunn 
uttoul  in  the  abape  of  a  'Utile  mouse,'  wiUiouI  hts  contentm 
being  disturbed,  or  indeed  tLnytbing  but  increased,  b;  ttie  bta 
Howsomdeverl — Oaly,  when  you  come.  I  sball  insist  on  going  i 
some  room  with  you.  and  lockiug  the  door,  till  we  hnre  had  a  qi 
iwnifortable  talk  abr>ut  'Time  and  Space,'  untormeDlcd  by 
bUti'er.  Meanwhile,  '  the  duty  nearest  hand '  is  to  gel  oa  Uie  at 
carpet  that  he  may  run  up  and  down  more  aofUy. 

LETTER  58. 

Prom  the  Dunbar  ejtpcdition  I  seem  to  have  gone  again  to  Bei 
hrigfor  afew  final  dava;  thence  homewards,  round  by  Edlnbui] 
by  Kirkcaldy,  and  at  length  by  Linlalhen,  for  the  sate  of  a  D 
dee  Bteumer.  in  which  I  still  remember  to  have  come  hence.  Tl 
enough  sllll  thiit  day  of  m^  embarkalion  at  Dundee;  between  D< 
bar  and  that,  almost  nothing  of  diatlnct.  "  The  good  Stirling!' 
Busao  Hunter,  of  St.  Andrews,  and  her  husbaQd.  a  worthy  engine 
now  resident  at  Dundei^ — pieasaut  house  on  the  sea-ahofe,  whei 
must  have  called,  but  found  tbcni  gone  out.  The  good  Suuo 
remember  hearing  afterward?)  had,  mim  her  windows,  wiHi  a  pr 
pect'glass,  singled  rac  out  on  tlie  chaotic  deck  of  the  slouner  u 
to  leave;  and  kept  me  Blcadily  in  view  for  about  an  hour.  In  t| 
of  the  crowds  and  confusions,  tiU  we  actually  steamed  aw 
Which  seemed  curious!  An  hour  or  two  before,  in  driviog  tblt 
from  Liniatheo,  I  dislinclly  recognised,  on  the  pathway,  J< 
Jeffrey  {'Frank'  or  Lord  Jeffrey's  brollier),  quiet.  nmiatHe  m 
with  his  face  (whicli  iviis  towards  me.  hot  intent  on  Ibe  const 
tional  walk  only)  growu  strangely  red  since  I  hod  seen  liim; 
guest  of  these  Stirlines  1  could  well  guess,  and  indeed  not  far  fi 
their  bouse.    He  died  soon  after;  my  lost  sight  of  him  thb, 

T.  CarlnU,  Eiq..  at  T.  EnUne't,  E»q..  linlalhen,  Dunda*. 
Cliebea:  Sept.  U  (T),  IS 
Dearest.— I  could  almost  have  cried,  lost  night,  nhen  the  lett 
had  seut  oS  on  Thursday  came  back  U>  me  from  Scoi^brig;  tiio 
I  knew,  after  receiving  yours  from  Dumfries,  that  it  would 
reach  you  there,  I  mode  sure  of  their  sending  it  ou  to  Edinbui 
and  that  so  there  would  be  something  for  you 
But  for  this  fond  illusion  I  should  not  have  let  a  slight 
combined  with  ft  great  washing  of  blankela,  hinder  me  frotu  di 
your  bidding  in  Uiat  small  matter.  When  you  are  so  unfailing 
writing  to  me— and  such  kind,  good  letters— it 
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V  I  wiUoUy  disBppointed  you.  You  will  nol  have  beeo  anxioua 
uiyhow  I  liope,  for  tli&t  would  be  a  worse  eltect  of  mj  silence  Iban 
lo  bave  made  you  angry  wiili  me. 

XiX  IH  guiug  OD  here  as  well  m  could  be  eipecleil:  not  so  com- 
fonably  iadeed  as  when  I  was  alone,  but  I  slmll  'be  good,'  you  may 
depend  upon  li,  'till  you  come.'  Jobu  arrived  in  due  course,  in  a 
sort  of  eubliroely  self  complacent  bIbI«,  enlarging  much  on  his  gen- 
enl  usefulness  nhererer  be  had  been  I  Since  then  1  have  hod  his 
conipany  at  all  meals,  and  he  reads  in  the  gamo  riiom  wiUi  me.  Ui 
the  eveuiugs.  a  great  many  books  simultaneously,  which  ho  rum- 
ranges  out  one  after  another  from  nil  tlio  different  places  whcra  1 
bad  arrangeil  tliem  in  the  higliesl  order.  The  re;t  of  bis  time 
is  spent  as  you  can  Qgure;  going  out  nod  iu,  up  aad  down. 
backwards  and  forwarda;  imoltlug,  and  playing  with  the  cat  iu 
the  garden;  writing  notes  in  liia  own  room  aud  your  room  alter- 
nately: and  pottering  about  Brouipton,  looking  al  Robertson's 
lixigings  and  Onmbnrdella's  lodgings  over  and  over  ngnln,  with 
bow  much  of  a  pnictlcAl  view  no  mortal  can  ttill.  For  ]us[ 
when  1  thought  be  was  deciding  for  Gam bardcl la's,  he  eanio  in 
and  told  me  that  be  thought  be  would  have  nn  offer  from 
Lady  Clare's  brother  to  go  to  Italy,  and  expressed  astonishment 
on  my  saying  that  1  had  understood  he  did  not  want  to  go  back 
to  Italy.  '  Why  not?  He  could  not  afford  to  set  up  as  doC' 
tor  tien,  and  keep  up  a  large  house  that  would  be  suitable 
fnt  ihc  pun^ose.'  That  is  always  a  subject  of  diacussion  which 
liriug*  Ibc  image  of  my  own  noble  father  before  me;  making 
>  rantrast.  under  wblcl)  I  cannot  argue  without  losing  all  lem- 
|vt.  So  I  quitted  it  as  fast  as  possible,  and  he  has  not  told  me 
>njlhlng  more  of  his  views.  I  filiould  really  be  sorry  for  him, 
^cllcring  'lllce  a  fly  among  treacle '  as  he  is,  if  it  were  not  for  his 

>elf^;oneeil.  which  seems  to  be  always  saying  to  one,  ' you,  be 

"Tne  for  yourself!'' 

I  have  nothing  to  tell  you  of  the  uews  sort,  and  of  the  Inner- 
<voniau  sort;  I  feel  as  if  I  bad  now  only  to  await  your  coming  in 
^'once.  The  note  from  Cole  came  this  morning.  Nickisou's  was 
^Itnned  from  Scotsbrig  along  with  my  letter  lost  night.  Do  not 
'orget  ihai  we  have  a  cousin  in  Fife.'    The  lldog  being  a  novelty 

'  A  coacrJtM.  qulmlng  man,  to  poor  Rue,  an  induttriotis  sinitiletoa.  nursing 

W»  babx  «  U""  mamant,  on  the  »ti  -      -. 

i'-"*,'    'Dunn  je,  be  wu  far  jeneV I ' 
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might  easily  slip  your  memory,  and  if  you  go  back  to  Sdinbur;!! 
do  try  lo  see  poor  Betly,'  who  would  bo  maJe  happy  for  a  yew  1^ 
the  siglit  of  Boy  of  ub.  Her  address  is  IB  Easl  Adam  Slretl;  nij 
aunts',  in  cose  you  should  have  any  leisure  for  them,  ia  80  Clmnn 
Street.    And  Biun  Ailkeu?' 

I  do  not  see  bow  you  ore  to  get  home  by  Saturday's  slotmer,  afier 
all.  If  you  go  to  Dtmdec,  you  might  spend  a  day  Tery  picnswiili 
with  those  good  Slerliaga,  besides  there  Ining  'SL  Th(nna<''tii 
see.  Do  not  liurry  youi-self  an  hour  on  fflyaccount;  all  willgoff-l 
till  you  come.  llememt>er  me  kiudly  to  evorybody  ihni  caret  !> 
me  1  if  you  have  lime,  look  iuou  Helen's  sister,*  andaayl  haTcbn-i 
very  well  aalisBed  with  her  this  loug  while. 

Poor  Macrcady  called  to  take  leave  of  me  and  to  leave  triUi  ni<' 
bis  'grateful  regards 'for  you.  Ilis  Utile  wife,  who  nccompaaicJ 
liim,  looked  Uie  very  picture  of  woe.  I  could  not  lielp  thinbiof,  i< 
he  met  Ihe  fate  of  Power.'  Aod  when  I  bade  tiim  farewell  Iturui'l 
([uite  sick  myselE  in  ayinpathy  with  the  little  woman.  Oarnier  nw 
back  Inal  iiigbt  uticomtnonly  sano,  with  aTcry  bod  coal,  bulclo''. 
Iiad  been  working  very  hard,  and  drinking,  I  should  say,  not  at  uH 

Ood  bless  you,  di'ari  thank  you  a  thousand  times  for  ill  lliii 
you  told  me  in  your  last  two  lellers;  they  were  very  sad  but  rcn 
precious  to  me. 

Tour  uOectionate 

J*jn:C 
LETTER  39. 
To  John  Fbrtler,  Etq.,  68  JUneotn't  Inn  FUldt. 

Chcliea:  Friday  morning,  Sept.  IM) 

Oh,  my  good  Brother, — For  two  things  accept  my  '  unmiiigaw'' 
ihanksl  First  for  liuTbg  done  the  King  of  Pruasia  bo  famou^l 
that  the  innocent  heart  of  old  Krazioski  leapt  for  joy; — secooilly  f' 
a  more  'questionable'  kindness,  viz. ,  haviog  done  for  StmHo'^' 
Hang  the  '  Legitimate  Drammar! '  or  in  my  husband's  '* 

cal  dialect,  'the  devil  flyaway  with  It!'    I  have  told  liim(Stei 

■'Batty  '  is  the  old  urraot  (It  Haddington, 
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dl  •long  tfa»t  It  wu  poor  shiff.  and  had  belter  not  see  the  light,  or 

at  least  hate  the  light  sec  it.     But,  nol  It  was  a  great  ftOfl  glorious 

ptece  of  work  Id  Iu  BUthor's  opialon:  sad  I,  and  alt  who  fail  to 

■cognise  it  for  such,  were  bliaded  by  envy  or  sorae  other  of  Uie 

II  pasaioDS.     I  woa  so  glad  you  did  not  praise  it.  uad  so  undo  all 

e  sahiUkry  induence  wUich  my  abuse  of  It  mii^bt  uliimatclj  exert 

[  Kj  bnsband  is  likely  to  turn  up  here  in  alKiut  a  week.    Bis 
tdow  (his  brotlier)  la  cast  before  him, — arrived  last  olght. 


LETTER  60. 

i  sent  out  'Put  and  Present'  I  iLink  in  the  early  pert  of 

■  summer,  and  then  gone  on  a  lenetheopd  tour  of  exiieeled 

{OTraTioB '  iuto  Wales  (tu  my  poor  frieod  Redwood  nt  Llanoough, 

whridRe.  there),   iheoce   to   Cannariheu   (three   duys)  to    the 

■rhop  of  St.  David's   here,  days  mostly  wet;  llicnce  by  Malvern 

T  LiTerpool;  met  ray  brollicr,  and  wiili  dim  to  North  Wales  {top 

i  Snowdon  cloaked  in  thick  mlat  on  oiir  nrriTsl  there)— at  Betb- 

Mtn  and  Tiemndoc  deluges  of  raio,  Ac.  &c. — Wk  to  Uverpool, 

jal  tlieoct^  to  Auaaudale  for  three  weeks;  after  all  which  home  to 

Jpelsea,  as  noticed  in   this   letter;   all   tlie   subsequent  details  of 


lI  youn^  Udy  olherside  ibe  wall;  the  general  dreary  and 
,U>tic  slate  of  inward  mau  while  struggtiiig  to  get  'C'romwell' 
kried.  all  this  mid  the  bright  cvcr-chcering  presence  Iu  it.  lilerully 
leODlycheeringelemeiit  there  was,  comes  bnck  into  my  heart  wiiD 
^nartiful  irrsfitndc  at  this  moment. 

I  'The  Hudles '  wen'  two  grown  daughters  of  a  Mr.  Hiidle  whom 

"cwllcct  bearing  of  about  1618  as  a  resiless.  somewhat  reckless, 

1  supreme  schoolmaMer  at  Duudee.    He  bod   thrown  up  his 

bctlon  there  in  aboat  1890,  and  marched  off  to  London  as  a  tlter- 

>  edveninrer.     Here  for  above  twenty  years  he  did  mnnago  to 

{isist  and  float  about  in  the  'mother  of  dead  dogs,'  lind  even  con- 

jUrftlile  Bucceis  of  a  kind;  wrote  a  great  many  miscellaneous  voU 

neo  mostly  about  natural  hlslory,  I  think,  which  were  said  to  dis- 

by  diligence   and  merit,  and  to  liave  brought  him   considerable 

nns.    But  by  this  time  the  poor  fellow  had  broken  down,  had  died 

d  left  a  family,  mosily  diiughtera.  with  a  foolish  widow,  aod  next 

Eno  pmviaion  whatever  for  them.     The  case  wns  ahuodaotly  pite- 

but  it  was  not  by  encouragement  from  roe,  to  whoni  it  seemed 

n  Uie  first  hopeless.  Ihal  my  dear  one  entered  into  It  with  sucb 

it  and  delemiinntion.     Her  plims  were,  I  believe,  the  wisest  that 

ralA  be  formed,  and  the  trouble  she  took  w:m  very  great.    I  re- 

^mber  Ihew  Mudies— flary,  staring,  and  conceited,  sr  olid -looking 

bh,  tlifnking  themselves  handsome,  tiein^:  brought  to  live  with  us 
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tor  them;  but  n 
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the  leesl  avAil,     Tlic  wretched  stalking  blockheade  stalked  UU-  \ 

tuWy.  ill  spile  of  all  thftt  could  be  done  or  said,  Bteadilj  downnsnM  I 
toward  perdiiiun,  uud  sank  uttogetliet  out  ot  view.  There  was  aoJ 
want  of  pity  in  this  housi'.  I  oever  knew  a  heart  more  open  to  thf  1 
KuffetiogH  ot  others,  and  to  the  lust  she  penisted  in  uCienipEsatlitda  t 
operations  for  behoof  of  such;  but  had  to  admit  that  except  in  o\ 
or  two  smoil  instances  abe  had  done  no  good  to  the  ttoIonaaiM 'I 
objects  she  attempted  to  uid.~T.  C. ,  March  1873. 

Mri.  AUken.  Dtimfjv4. 

OaMbcrlW. 

My  dear  Jane.^Carlyle  returned  from  his  travels  very  bllioiu, 
and  continues  very  bilioua  up  to  this  hour.  The  amount  of  lale 
that  lie  does  bring  home  to  me,  in  these  caws,  is  Boroethiog  '  air- 
fully  grand  t ' '  Even  through  that  deteriorating  medium  he  could 
not  but  be  atruck  with  a  '  certain  admiration '  at  the  immenii^  o( 
needlework  1  lind  accomplished  in  his  absence,  in  the  shape  o( 
cbalr-covera,  sufn-CDTere,  window  curiaina,  Sx.,  &ii.,  and  all  llM 
other  manifest  iinprovemenie  into  which  I  had  put  my  whole  geniu 
and  industry,  and  so  httle  money  aa  was  hardly  tn  be  conccindl 
For  Iliree  days  bis  satisfaction  over  the  rehabilitated  hoiiae  lasted 
on  the  fourtli.  the  young  lady  next  door  took  a  fit  of  practising  a 
hernccui'sed  pianoforte,  wliich  bo  had  quite  forgotten  seeming)] 
and  he  Btnrted  up  disenchanted  in  \\\s  new  library,  and  informe 
heaven,  and  earth  in  a  peremptory  manner  that  '  there  he  coul 
neither  think  nor  live,'  that  the  carpenter  must  be  brought 
and  'slepslalicn  to  make  him  a  quiet  place  somewhere — perfaa| 
b««t  of  all  on  the  roof  of  the  house.'  Then  followed  int«rmuiab 
cousnltationa  with  the  said  carpenter,  yielding,  for  some  daya.  on] 
plans  (wild  ones)  ard  esliraaies.  The  roof  on  the  house  could  t 
made  oil  that  a  living  author  of  irritable  nerves  could  desire:  allei 
as  a  tomb,  lighted  from  above;  but  It  would  cost  us  13W.  I  Impo 
aible.  seeing  that  we  may  be  turned  out  of  the  house  any  yearl  G 
one  had  to  reduce  onL''s  schemes  to  the  altering  of  rooms  UiatB 
ready  were.  By  taking  down  a  partition  and  instituting  »  flt«-plB< 
where  no  fire-plnce  cnuld  have  been  fancied  capable  of  eziating,  1 
is  expected  that  some  bearable  approximation  to  that  Ideal  room  ' 
the  clouds  will  be  realUed.  But  my  aatooishment  and  despair  i 
finding  myselE  afMr  three  months  of  what  iliey  call  here  '  regal 

■  Ifewapapcr  plirue. 

'  Uterallr  and  srithmetFcallj' tru#.  tbou  noble  darllnel  richer  to  ma  th 
•U  Uw  ducheNSB  ot  tbe  creation : 
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mesa,'  just  when  I  had  got  eTory  Irece  of  tlie  work-people  cleared 
away,  and  had  said  to  myaclf.  'Soul,  take  Ihiue  eaae,  or  at  all 
ereuts  thy  swiog,  Tor  ILou  bosl  carpels  nailed  down  aud  furuiiure 
mbbed  for  man;  days!'  just  when  I  was  beginning  to  lead  the 
dreaming,  reading,  dawdling  eiiistence  whicli  best  suits  me,  and 
Blone  suits  me  in  cold  weather,  to  find  myself  in  tbc  tliick  of  a  now 
'mess:'  the  carpets,  wlilcb  1  had  nailed  down  so  well  with  my 
own  hands,  tumbled  up  agnin,  dirt,  Hme,  wbitewaab,  oil,  paint, 
hard  St  work  aa  before,  and  a  prospect  of  new  clettnings,  new  sew- 
ings, new  aimugementg  stretching  away  into  eternilj  tor  anything 
I  seel  'Well,'  as  my  Helen  s&ye  (the  strangest  mixture  of  phlloso- 
jSmt  and  perfect  idiot  thai  I  bare  met  with  in  my  life),  'when  one's 
doing  this,  one's  doiog  nothing  else  anyhow!'  Aod  as  one  ought 
to  be  always  doing  something,  this  suggestion  of  hers  has  some  con- 
(Dlation  in  it. 

John  has  got  a  very  pleasant  lodging,  in  the  solitude  of  which  it 
is  lo  be  hoped  be  may  discover  '  what  ho  wunlcd  and  what  he 

Pits.' '  There  is  an  old  man  who  goea  about  singing  here,  and 
jmpanying  himself  on  the  worst  of  ildiilcs.  who  lias  a  song 
lit  Adam  that  John  shnuld  lend  all  bis  curs  to;  it  tells  at>out  all 
comforls  in  Paradise,  and  then  adds  that  he  neverlbeless  was  at 
■' 

But  yoa  could  form  no  notion  of  the  impressiveoees  of  this  song 
unless  you  could  bear  the  peculiar  Jerk  in  ILe  liddlc  in  Iho  middle 
of  the  but  Sine,  and  the  old  man's  dislribulion  of  emphasis  on  the 
diJI«r«nl  words  of  it. 

Zechariah  Werner's  plajrs. 

IT  COTonl  Oarden.  one  sunny  doy.  with  a  coBsiderablB 

oundlhb  artist  Industrloualy  fliJdIJiiKuidH<iielng«liat 

frel  ■  HlBtory  of  Mbd  '  (lo  ParadiaB  u  yell,    Ai- 

H  DM  *eiT  old.  but  vantvd  Ibe  front  t^elti;  «aa  rather  dirty,  had  a 

of  three  weelu,  Ac,,  mod  tar  the  rest  a  iDDk  of  creal  atsldulty  aodear- 

hisTOcalion;  iDBtettng  on  tongt  and  Bhorti.  irltb clear  emphaaU. 

ad  roice.    These  were  the  words  I  heard  (occcatuateii  as  here):^ 

'  'EtAdam  evidently)  'ad  'ouiidaiuid  'oHesfor  "unUng, 

■E  'ad  all  ibing*  vu  pleasant  In  life: 
The  aU-wbe  ^«at  CrefilSr  [irlllt  a  drep  tcrape  of  thtfiddlet 

H«w  Chat 'S  wanted  a  wife.' 
.'  bovi  Kraiigs  at  this  mon 


'  He  bad  all  that  was  pleasaot  In 
But  the  all-n-lae,  great  Crealo 
6«w  that  be  wanted  a  wife  1 ' ' 
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Here  is  come  n  aon  of  Mrs.  Straclx^y's,  to  be  talked  to:  wcni 
eoougb,  buL  there  is  uo  help  for  it.      1  do  not  thiok  you  sbnll  Iibts 
euch  T«ftgoQ  lo  reproncli  mc  ngain,  now  thikt  Ibe  ice  Is  btukeu. 
Kind  reganis  lo  your  husbnnd.    God  keep  you  alJ, 

Affectionately  yours. 

Jahb  Cakltlb. 

Mrs.  Carlyle  tills  out  ilie  picture  of  the  ' domestic  earLbquske'  ia 

a  leller  to  Jfra.  Slirliog. 

'  Up  weut  all  tliu  carpets  which  my  ova  haada  had  nailed  down^ 
la  rushed  the  troop  of  Inc.'LrnBle  demons,  hricklayera,  joiners,  whtLOr 
noahers,  Ac,  tchoae  noise  and  dirt  and  dawdling  had  so  latdj 
driven  me  to  tlcspuir.  Down  went  a  partition  in  ons  room,  uf 
went  a  new  chimney  in  aoolher.  Helen,  instead  of  exerting  hereetf 
to  stave  Ibe  toireiit  of  confusion,  seemed  to  be  struck  (no  wondet)' 
with  temporary  idiuicy:  oud  my  husband  himself,  at  sight  of  thf 
uproar  he  hod  raised,  was  all  hut  wringing  his  hoods  and  (earinf 
bis  hair,  like  the  Gcnnun  wizard  sertunt  who  has  leonit  magi9> 
eaough  to  make  tlie  broomstick  curry  water  for  him,  but  bad  no^i 
the  counter  spell  to  slop  it.  Myself  could  bave  sat  down  and  cried^ 
BO  Ilttio  strengUi  or  spirit  I  had  left  to  front  ilie  pressure  of  my  rifr' 
cumHtances.  But  crying  makes  no  way;  so  1  went  al>out  Bweeplol 
and  dusting  aa  an  example  to  Helen ;  and  held  my  peace  as  an  ei 
ample  to  my  husband,  who  verily,  as  lluzzini  says  of  him,  'lor^ 
silence  soniewlint  platonically.'  It  was  got  through  in  the  eniV 
this  uL-w  hubbub;  but,  wlicn  my  busbaud  proceeded  to  occupy  h 
new  study,  be  found  that  devil  a  bit  he  could  write  in  it  any  H 
than  beside  the  piano;  'it  was  all  so  sttangrtohiml'  Tlie  fact  IC 
the  thing  he  has  got  to  write — his  long  projected  life  of  Cromwdn 
— is  no  joke,  and  no  sort  of  room  can  make  it  easy,  and  be  has  bepit 

e  shifting  about  in  the  saddest  way  from  one  ro 
other,  like  a  sort  of  domestic  wandering  Jew!  Ho  has  now  a  fail 
chance,  however,  of  getting  a  settlement  effected  in  tbi 
librarj';  tlie  young  lady  next  door  having  promised  to  abstain  n 
ligiously  from  playing  till  two  o'clock,  when  the  worst  of  his  day) 
work  is  over.  Generoua  young  lady  I  But  it  must  be  confessed| 
Ibo  seductive  letter  be  wrote  to  her  the  other  day  was  enough  tt 
have  gained  the  heart  of  n  atone, 

AlOB,  one  can  make  fun  of  all  this  on  paper;  but  in  practice  it  fa 
anything  but  fun,  1  can  assure  you.    There  is  uo  help  for  It,  bow^ 
a  man  caimot  bold  his  genius  as  a  sinecure. 
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Chetoea;  Tuewlajf  ntght,  Nor.  S8,  IBO. 

■Dncle  dear!— How  are  you7    I  kiss  jou  from  enr  to  ear,  and  1 
you  very  considerably;  '  hoping  to  And  you  the  gftmc' 

spirit  moves  me  to  write  to  you  jusi  ut  this  unlikeiiest 

lent  [for  my  spirit  is  a  conlrodictory  spirit),  wlieo  Ilic  influeDZa 

roe  with  scarce  faculty  enough  to  spell  words  of  more  Ihaa 

^llalile.     I  caught  the  horrid  thing  a  week  ago,  by  destiny, 

iigh  no  iDitiscrellon  of  my  own,  which  is  a  consolation  of  a  cer- 

it  does  form  a  most    '  aggravitling '  ingredient  in 

suffering  to  be  held  responsible  for  il;  to  be  told  '  (his  comes 

ir  going  to  such  a  place,  or  doing  such  a  thing;  if  you  had 

my  advice '  Ac.  &il.  !    But  this  time  I  had  been  going  no- 

,  doing  nothing  in  the  least  degree  questionable;  the  ulmost 

lark  I  had  engaged  in  for  months  being  to  descend  at  Orange's 

(Babbie  koows  the  place)  in  the  course  of  my  lost  drive  with  old 

Slerliog.  and  there  refresh  exhausted  nature  with  a  hot  jelly,  and 

one  modest  sponge  cake,    li  would  have  twcn  no  barm,  I  think, 

had  Lhe  influcnia  taken,  instead  of  temperate  me,  a  personage  who 

sat  on  the  next  cliair  to  us  at  the  said  Orange's,  and  before  whose 

bottomless  nppclile  all  the   surrounding   plntefula   of  cakes  dis- 

)peared  like  reckl    His  companion,  who  was  treating  him,  finally 

Itched  up  a  large  pound-cake,  cut  it  into  Junks,  and  handed  him 

after  another  on  the  point  of  a  knifu.  till  that  also  had  gone  ad 

The  dog,  for  it  was  with  a  dog  that  I  hud  the  honour  of 

riling  that  day,  appeared  to  consume  pound-cake  as  my  Pen 

grandfatlier  professed  to  cat  cheese,  '  purely  for  diversion  I ' 

Ij  the  way,  it  must  have  been  a  curious  sight  for  the  starved 

vrbo  liang  about  the  doora  of  such  places,  to  see  a  dog 

make  nwny  with  ae  much  cnke  in  five  minutes  as  would  have  kept 

them  in  bread  for  a  week,  or  wccksl    Bud  enougli  for  them  to  %ix 

human  beings,  neither  bonnier  perhaps,  nor  wiser,  nor,  except  for 

<^  clothes  on   their  backs,  in  any  way  belter  thnn  themselves, 

— "'ng  hoi  Jelly,  and  such  like  delicacies,  wliile  they  mual  go  with- 

the  nrccasaries  of  life.    But  a  dogi  really  that  was  stretching 

injustice  to  somethiog  very  like  impiety,  it  strikes  me. 

should  like  (o  know  the  name  of  '  tlie  gentleman  as  belonged 

to  that  dog.'    He  seemed,  by  his  equipment  and  tiearing,  a  persoD 
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boldiog  aome  rank  in  the  world,  besides  Ihe  gecerical  rank  of  Tool; 
fuid  should  one  flad  bim  some  olher  day  mainloining  ia  Parliameat 
that  '  al!  goes  well,'  it  would  throw  some  light  oa  the  worth  of  his 
opinioQ  to  know  tliut  his  dog  may  have  as  much  poiud-caki 
OrBDge'3  as  it  liliea  to  cat! 

That  however  was  the  last  social  fact  which  1  witneaaed,  having] 
beeo  siDce  laid  up  at  homo,  and  part  of  Ihe  time  lu  bed.    I  do  n 
know  why  the  Bolitude  of  a  bedroom  should  be  bo  much  more  bo 
tary  than  the  solitude  of  other  places,  but  so  I  flud  it.    Wbeu  my 
husband  Is  at  work,  I  hardly  ever  see  his  face  from  breakfast  till 
dinner;  and  when  it  rains,  as  oflen  eveu  when  it  does  not  rain,  no 
living  soul  comes  near  me,  to  speak  one  cheerful  word;  jei, 
long  as  I  am  in,  what  the  French  call,  my  '  room  of  reception.' 
never  occurs  to  me  to  feci  lonely.    But,  send  me  to  nty  bedroooii 
for  n  day.  to  that  great  red  bed  in  wUicb  I  have  transacted  so  mauy 
headaches,  GO  many  influenzaal  and  I  feel  as  If  I  were  already  bait 
buried!    Oh,  so  lonelyl  as  in  some  intermediate  stage  betwixt  the 
living  world  and  the  dead  I 

I  Bometlmcs  think  that,  were  I  to  remain  there  long.  I  should 
arrive  in  theendstprnphcgyiDg,  likemygreat  great  ancestors 
tude  baa  such  a  power  of  blending  past,  present,  and  future,  farand 
near,  all  into  one  confused  jumblcmont.  in  which  I  wander  about 
like  a  disembodied  spirit,  that  has  put  uH  the  beggarly  conditions 
of  time  and  space:  and  that  1  take  to  be  a  first  development  of  thd 
spirit  of  prophecy  in  one. 

The  letters  of  Babbiu  used  to  be  no  small  comfort  to  me  when  I 
was  ailing;  but  Babbie,  since  she  went  to  Scotland,  has  had  olher 
ritinge  to  do,  it  would  seem,  than  writing  lo  me.  Babbie's  beanti 
ful  constancy  in  writing  has,  like  many  olher  beautiful  things  of 
Ihia  earth,  succumbed  lo  the  force  of  circumstances.  Ab.  fee( 
what  young  lady  can  withstand  the  force  of  circumstances? 

Circumstances  are  the  young  lady's  destiny;  it  is  only  when  shttl 
has  lived  long  enough  lo  have  tried  conclusions  with  the  real  dealing ' 
that  she  learns  to  know  the  dilferenoe,  and  [earns  to  Eubmil  herael( 
pciceably  to  the  one,  and  lo  say  to  the  other,  that  humbug  force  of 
circumstances,  '  But  I  willl  >  le  veux.  moi!'  Oh,  il  is  the  grand 
happiness  of  existence  when  one  can  break  through  one's  clrcum- 
alanees  by  a  strong  will,  ns  SamBon  burst  the  cords  of  Ibe  Philis- 
tines! Isn't  it,  uncle?  You  should  know,  if  any  man  does!  you 
who  are — permit  me,  I  mean  it  entirely  in  a  complimentary  seni^— 
so  very,  very  wilful.     But  as  for  my  sweet  Babbie,  her  volition  I* 
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not  y«t  Ad«qn!tte  to  brenking  the  pack'tbreodB  of  the  Lilliputians, 
nercr  to  fpcnk  of  cords  of  the  Pbilietinefl, 

And  meBonhile,  what  chd  one  do  for  her,  but  just  nknt  poor 
Edward  Irving  counselled  certain  elders  to  do,  who  once  waited 
upon  bim  at  Annan  to  complain  of  the  backslidlngs  ot  their  minis- 
t«r,  and  ask  bis  (Edward's)  advice  under  ihe  aume.  Edward. 
having  listened  to  their  catalogue  of  enormiiies.  knit  his  brows, 
tnedituted  some  moments,  and  Iheu  answered  succinctly,  '  Mj 
good  friends,  you  Iiad  beat  pnij  for  him  to  ihc  Lord! ' 

My  American  wns  immensely  pleased  with  your  reception  of  him. 
Thai  is  Ihe  only  Ameriean  whom  I  have  found  it  possible  to  be 
ciTil  lo  tbis  great  long  while. 

Oil,  such  a  precious  specimen  of  Uie  regular  Tnnkee  I  liaYo  seen 
alDcel  Coming  in  from  a  drive  one  rorenoon,  I  was  informed  by 
Helen,  with  a  certain  ngitntton,  Ibat  there  was  a  ttrangc  gcntte- 
nau  iu  the  library;  '  he  said  he  had  cnnie  a  long  way.  and  would 
yrail  tor  Ihe  master  coming  borne  to  dinner;  and  I  have  been,'  said 
klie,  •  in  a  perfect  fidget  all  Ibia  while,  for  I  remembered  after  be 
vreain  that  you  bad  left  your  watch  on  Ilielablel' 

I  proceeilcd  to  the  libraty  to  inspect  this  unauthorised  settler 
>1lh  my  own  eyes;  a  tall,  k-nn,  red  her  ring- looking  man  rose  from 
Carlyle's  writing-table,  which  be  w.is  siliiug  writing  at,  with  Car- 
lyle's  manuscripts  and  private  letters  nil  lying  about;  and  running 
his  eyeo  over  me.  from  bead  to  fool,  said.  '  Oh.  you  are  Mrs.  Car- 
lyle,  are  you? '  An  incliantion  of  the  head,  iulcuded  to  be  hauteur 
llMlf,  was  all  the  answer  ho  got.  '  Do  you  keep  your  health 
pretty  well,  Jdia.  CariyleT '  said  Ihe  wretch,  nolhing  daunted,  that 
being  always  your  regular  Ynukee's  second  word.  Another  incli- 
nation of  the  head,  even  slighter  tbnn  the  first.  '  t  have  come  a 
great  way  out  of  my  road,'  said  he,  '  to  congratulate  Hr,  Carlyle  on 
hb  increusing  reputation,  and,  as  I  did  not  wish  to  have  my  walk 
for  nothing,  I  am  walling  till  he  cornea  in ;  but  in  case  he  should 
not  come  in  time  for  me,  I  am  just  writing  him  a  letter,  here,  at 
his  DWD  table,  as  you  see,  Mrs,  Carlyle! '  Uaving  reseated  hlmsclC 
without  invitation  of  mine,  I  turned  on  my  heel  and  quilted  Ibc 
rnom,  det«rinined  not  to  sit  down  in  it  wbilo  the  Yankee  stayed. 

But  about  half  au  hour  after  came  Darwin  and  Mr.  Wedgwood ; 
and,  as  there  was  no  Are  in  the  room  below,  they  bad  lo  be  shown 
tip  to  Uie  library,  where,  on  ciy  return,  I  found  the  Yankee 
still  seated  in  Carlyle's  chair,  very  actively  doing,  as  it  were,  the 
boooura  of  the  bouse  to  iif^m.     And  there  he  sat  upwards  of  an- 
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other  hour,  not  ooe  of  us  addressing  a  word  to  him,  but  be  not  tlie 
leas  thniBtiag  in  his  nord  into  all  thnt  was  m 

Flodiug  that  I  would  absolutely  malie  do  answer  to  bis  remarks, 
he  poured  In  upon  me  a  broitdside  of  positire  questiona. 

•Does  Mr.  Carlyle  enjoy  good  healtli,  Mrs.  Carlylet'  ' 
'Ob,  he  doeau'tl  What  docs  he  complniu  of,  Mrs.  Carlylot' 
everyihingi'  'Perhapa  Ue  studies  too  hard; — does  he  Study  loo 
hard,  Mra.  CarljIeJ  '  '  Who  knows? '  '  How  many  hoars  a  day 
does  lie  study,  Mrs.  Carljie? '  '  My  husiiand  does  not  work  by  Uia 
ciock.'  And  so  on— his  impertiucut  questions  receiving  the  inmt 
churlish  answers,  but  which  secnicd  to  patter  oil  tlie  rbinoceros- 
hide  of  bim  as  thoiigli  ihey  bad  been  sugar-piums.  At  leugiti  h« 
declared  that  Mr.  Cartyle  was  really  very  iongof  comiug;  to  which 
I  replied,  that  it  would  be  still  longer  before  he 

Whereupon,  having  inConoed  tiimaelf  as  to  all  Iho  possible  and 
probable  omnibuses,  he  looli  himself  awuj,  leaving  ray  two  gentle- 
men ready  to  expire  of  laughter,  and  me  to  fall  upon  Ilelen  at  tha 
tirst  conTcuieat  moment  for  not  deFeudlng  better  '  the  woodeo 
guardian  of  our  privacy.'  But  really  these  Yankees  form  a  con- 
uderahle  Item  in  the  ennuis  of  our  mortal  life.  I  counted  lately 
fouripen  of  Ibem  in  one  fortnigiil,  of  whom  Dr.  KusscI  was 
only  one  that  jou  did  not  feel  templed  to  take  the  poker  to. 

If  Mr.  Carlylo's  '  increasing  ropuiaiion '  bore  no  other  fniita  but 
congntlulatory  Yankees  and  the  like,  I  should  vote  for  its  prt>c«e<l- 
ing  to  diminish  with  ail  possible  despatch. 

Qive  my  love  Id  the  children.  A  hearty  kiss  lo  Maggie  for  her 
long  letter;  for  wlilcb  1  was  also  cliarged  by  Mrs.  Wedgwood  to 
make  her  grateful  acknowiedgments.  The  governess  was  plainly 
not  at  all  advanced  enough  for  Mrs.  Wedgwood's  children;  bu* 
Haggle's  letter  was  a  grntlQcation 

And  now,  dear  uncle,  if  I  have 
myself,  which  is  not  at  present  bard 
of  my  cold  is  over,  I  suppose,  I  an 

I  wish  I  knew  how  you  exactly 
ralised  Babbie  is  doing:  for.  although  she  has  left  my  Insl  letter 
answered  for  nearly  three  weeks,  I  cannot  help  still  retainiag 
tenderoess  for  her.    God  bless  you  all. 

Ever  your  affectionate 

JasB  W.  Oarltlk. 


wearied  you,  I  have  wearied 
o  do,  for  although  the  worsi 

IS  weak  as  a  sparrow. 

■e,  and  what  Unit  little  demo- 


Carlyle  la  over  head  and  e 
(oi  the  time  bebig. 


a  Cromwell— is  lost  to  humanity 


i 
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LETTER  88. 
To  itri.  AUken.  Duii\frie*. 

aCh«nieRo«:  Qood  Fridaj.  Uarch-Aprtl.  ISM  [t]. 

My  dear  J»ne,— II  U  l«le  to  tliUDk  you  for  ibe  prelly  iillle  mnia, 
later  thnn  even  an  unututil  smoutit  of  bcndBches  could  bftve  ex- 
cused, bad  not  Mr.  C.  in  ibe  meanwhile  conveyed  my  ■  faiourablu 
■enUmenta.'  He  baa  probably  told  you  also  the  fact  of  my  abeeace 
for  two  wwha.  I  relumed  from  Addiscombe '  last  Balurday,  verj- 
Jillle  set  «p  eitber  in  mind  or  body  by  my  fortoigbt  of  digniflcd 
idleness.  Tbe  coldaeea  of  Ibe  n'eather  prevented  my  going  mucli 
into  Xhe  open  air.  and  wilbin  doors  tbe  atmoapbere  at  Addiscombe 
U  much  more  cbilly  than  at  Cbeyuc  Row;  but  it  is  morally  good 
lor  one,  now  and  Iben.  to  fling  oneself  into  clrcumstancea  in  which 
one  miiBl  exert  oneself,  and  consume  one's  own  smuke.  even  under 
tbe  preaaiire  of  physical  ailment.  The  mote  I  see  wealthy  eatab- 
iments,  however,  the  less  1  wish  lo  preside  over  one  o!  my  own. 
superior  splendour  is  overlmlanced  by  the  inferior  comfort, 
the  only  iudispuiable  advantage  of  a  large  fortune — the  power 
helping  oiber  people  with  it — ali  these  rich  people,  however  good 
id  generous  their  hearts  may  have  been  In  the  beginning,  stem 
som^ow  enchanted  into  never  availing  themselves  of. 

I  found  Carlyle  in  a  bad  way,  complaiuing  of  sore  Uiroat  and 
universal  misery,  and  in  Iliis  slate  nothing  I  could  say  hindered 
him  from  walking  out  in  tbe  rain,  and  his  throat  became  so  much 
during  the  night  ihnt  I  was  afraid  he  wiib  going  to  be  as  ill 
vbeo  poor  Becker  attended  him  at  Comely  Bank.    He  bad 
%  gentleman  to  dinner  on  Sunday,  and  two  more  to  lea- 
id  John  Hunter  of  Edinburgh,  and  two  more  came  'on 
Tolontary  principle,'  and  all  these  men  1  bad  to  receive  nnd 
,  on  my  own  basis:  and  to  show  me.  I  suppose,  that  ibey 
too  much  mortified  in  6nding  only  me,  tbe  unfortunate 
iturea  all  stayed  till  eleven  at  nighi.    Then  I  put  o  mustard 
lan's  throat,  and  put  bim  lo  bed  with  apprehensions 
igh;  but,  to  my  astonishment,  lie  went  almost  immediately  to 
•lerp.  and  slept  <iuitc  peaceably  all  night,  and  next  morning  the 
throat  was  miraculously  mended.     We  kept  bim  in  bed  to  break 
fast,  almost  by  main  forre  however,  and  John  told  bim  lo  live  on 
complete  his  cure;  but  he  told  John  in  very  decided  An- 


^^^ 
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nandBle  tiiAt  '  lie  had  a  great  nolion  he  would  follow  the  dltectioa 
of  Nnlure  ia  tbe  matter  ot  eating  nnd  getting  up.  aud  if  Nuiun 
told  litm  to  dine  on  a  chop  it  would  bo  a  clever  fellow  that  sbould 
persuade  him  not  to  do  it." — [Itftnatiuler  U/it.] 

LETTER  ea 

Tliis  summer  she  ventured  on  u  vlall  la  LiverpoDl.  and  friends  in 
that  ueigiiliouriiud.  1  was  iinuiovnbly  imprlaoaed  iu  Cromwell  id- 
Iricacies,  The  '  Wedgwood '  must  ha»e  been  not  UeualelgU  (wli« 
was  ramiliaT  here),  but  an  elder  broiLer  of  bij:  amiabie,  poUts 
people  nil. 

' Maiicaii iCat.' — Rtiu.'  tin  Pape eu  aitet  inauvai*  ilat.'  certified 
the  French  officer  oi  some  pnet  in  the  Alps,  as  Plo  VU.  (T)  n 
passing  tlirougli  bis  hands  on  way  to  FontaintbUau.    (Aitec<l«ie 
Cavalguac's  to  us.) 

'  Came  to  pass,'  &c. — A  poor  Italian  pniuler,  protege  of  Haz^ni'^ 
liviug  iu  some  back  street  of  Chelsea,  had  by  ill  luck  set  bis  ctuflO' 
nejr  on  fire;  but,  by  superhuman  efforts,  to  escape  llie  penalty,  got 
It  quenched  in  lime.  SlIU,  in  time,  as  he  hoped;  'when,  nlS 
Uiuzini,  reporting  in  HaKzini  English,  'iberecamo  to  pass  asweep' 
who  smelt  the  soot  of  him;  aud  extorted  from  him  stUl  a  guinea  of 
hush  money — Ibe  greedy  knuvo. 

'  HI  na  Rudc '  had  become  proverbial  here,  on  the  following  sfr- 
count.  Emeritus,  very  ntideiit  Annundnle  cattle  denier,  to  Iop«ma& 
of  an  occideatal  cattle-drove  on  the  highway  (oa  reported  by  liiio- 
self  to  William  Qraliuni  and  me):  '"B^utiful  cattle,"  c'ai  (quoth 
I);  "  whnt  might  cattle  o'  that  kind  lie  ye  a  head!''  "I  can  d'ys 
nailher  ilk  na'  (nor)  guldl" '  (by  blabbicg  in  your  market.) 


T.  Carole,  Etg.,  CheUea. 


aaiaj,  June  l^  ISH. 

im  at  sending  you 


Dearest, — It  was  impossible  for  me  even  to 
any  word  iust  night,  for  in  fact  I  was  here  Iu 
other  words,  quite  beside  myself.  1  had  set  off  on  tlie  journey 
with  my  imagination  in  far  too  lively  a  state;  and  accordingly, 
before  I  had  gone  far,  'there  came  to  pnsa'  in  ma  'something-^ 
what  shall  I  say? — strange,  upon  ray  honour,'  and  by  tbe  time  ws 
had  got  to  Rugby  I  was  in  all  the  agonies  of  sea- sickness,  withoi 
tbe  seal  It  was  a  great  aggravation  being  cooped  up  in  that  sma 
carriage,  so  ill,  with  a  man  I  knew  so  slightly  as  Mr.  Wcdgwoodi 
He  beliaved  very  well ;  '  abstained  from  no  attentions,'  and  at  tl 
same  time  made  no  fuss,  but  still  1  should  have  preferred  beic 
beside  an  entire  stranger.  At  Birmingham  he  pressed  me  to  liai 
some  coffee;  but  'horrible  was  the  idea  to  me,'  both  of  tfaU,  «nd  i 
the  modest  repast  wlucb  I  had  In  my  own  bag.    I  took  Intlwul 
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liotlle  of  godft-WBler,  in  liop«s  it  wouM  bring  llie  convulsions  of  my 
slomacli  lo  n  crisis;  liut  it  did  me  'ncltlter  ill  nor  guiiu;'  and  lliu 
hope  I  had  been  cbensLing,  of  Iwing  tut  lie  for  lialf  an  liour  on  niy 
back  in  the  kdies  '  waiting  room,  also  went  tbc  way  of  most  of  our 
human  hopes.  iLe  place  being  go  crowded  and  the  imella  from  Uju 
diniag-room  bo  pungent  that  I  was  glad  to  return  to  the  carringe. 

Mr.  Wt.'dgwood  kept  insisting  to  the  lost  moment  that  I  ought  ii> 
stop  at  Birmingbam.  but  1  Wnev  better  than  tliat.  Just  aa  the  li'ajii 
wftA  siarting.  the  clerk  of  the  station  (at  least  Mr.  Wedgwood  took 
him  for  such)  jumped  up  to  tlie  window,  touched  by  compasaiou 
tor  my  gbnstly  appearance,  and  said  to  mc  encouragingly:  '  I  have 
told  the  guard  lo  attend  to  you,  ma'am,  and  tnke  you  out  at  any 
station  where  you  may  wish  to  be  leflT  When  Mr.  Wedgwood 
went  away  I  had  got  over  the  worst  of  it,  and  could  laugh  at  hla 
proposal  to  ask  *  one  of  some  Quakers  whom  he  had  seen  in  a  front 
carriage  to  lake  bis  place  in  case  of  my  faiDiIng  ult  by  myEclf.' 
Wbat  adTsntage  could  ibere  be  in  providing  me  witli  a  Quaker,  in 
preference  lo  all  others? 

The  rest  of  Uie  journey  was  got  over  without  any  more  fainting!, 
and  I  found  Helen  and  Maggie  at  tlie  siaiion.  But,  worn  out  with 
so  much  sickness,  and  liHTing  takeu  uolhiug  from  breakfast  lime 
but  the  soda-water,  you  may  fancy  I  was  in  no  slate  lo  resist  the 
horror  I  hod  been  feeling  all  Uic  way  at  the  notion  of  entering  thia 
Louse  again';  and  when  the  rest  come  all  aljoul  nie  in  the  passage, 
inslcad  of  being  able  to  feel  glad  to  see  Ihem,  something  twisted  It- 
self about  my  throat  and  across  my  breast  as  if  I  were  going  to  be 
strangled,  and  I  could  get  no  brealb  vlthout  screaming.  In  fact,  I 
fiitppose  I  bad  been  in  what  iliey  call  hysiericii,  Im  Ibc  first  time, 
■ad  1  hope  the  iast,  in  my  life;  for  it  Is  a  very  ugly  thing,  I  can 
leli  you — must  bo  Just  tlie  next  thing  to  belog  hanged,  liut  ll  is 
ill  over  now;  and  my  uncU-  was  so  very  good  lo  mc,  be  who  so 
hates  all  Ibal  sort  of  Ibing.  Uiat  you  would  have  felt,  as  1  do  iliis 
:>g,  quite  grateful  to  bim.  The  girls,  of  course,  were  equally 
but  Uielr  pulieuce  was  more  natural.  I  have  got  Alick's 
be  having  gone  out  to  Kluep,  and  it  is  all  made  as  nice  oa  pos- 
for  me;  and.  though  I  did  not  get  much  sleep  lost  night.  I 
dkreay  I  shall  gel  on  well  enough  in  thai  department  when  I  am 
ence  quieted. 

Haggle  brought  me  Ihe  prettiest  llitle  breakfast  to  my  bedroom: 
itle  plate  o(  strawberries  and  all  sorts  of  dainties,  that  looked 

I  BrlBclnc  back  remembraacu  oC  her  mother. 


im 
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qniU  tike  Temi^laad.  It  waa  right  to  oome;  thnagb  ywieiJ«y  OM 
woald  have  said,  I  bad  really  nin  away  from  joo.  and  waa  ipa(4- 
ing  money  Tory  distractedly  for  the  purposa  of  gMling  myadt  UiN 
mented.  Kow  that  I  am  up  I  feel  really  as  weil  as  bcfon  I  kft 
London,  *o  do  Dot  be  anyways  anxioua  about  me. 

Toot  own 

J.C 

LETTEBM. 

To  T.  OaTtyU,  Etg.,  CitUta. 

Umpool:  JoMtf.tSU. 

Tbaoks,  dearest,  for  your  note  and  the  newppapcr,  which  wm  it 
b«st  part  ot  my  breakfaal  thU  morning— not  that  I  bad  'loel  m 
happityte.''  I  ilept  mucU  better  la^i  oiKiii.  in  spite  of  eoclu  el 
eTETy  Tftricty  of  power,  a  dog.  aad  •  )!oniidenU>le  nimbletncnl  oC 
carta.  But  tlie  evil  of  these  things  b  not  doiibled  nud 
nie  by  the  refli^clian  that  you  wtv  being  kept  awake  by  then;  mbA 
what  ifldividunl  evil  tbere  waa  in  them  could  not  ^t  the  bettFr  if 
my  elceeAlre  wparincas.  1  feel  ns  if  tho  oat-of-door  sniinda  dunilA 
not  lay  bold  of  my  imaginalion  for  all  Ihe  lime  I  am  likely  to  li 
exposed  toibem;  and  within  doani  all  is  quiet  eooagh,  and  ibejrb 
me  go  to  bed  whenever  I  like. 

They  ore  ail  OS  kind  ^d  coosiderate  as  poai^ble — even  my  nnch 
whu  did  Dot  ttse  to  make  any  practical  admiaidoD  (hat  tfaere  wi 
cuch  a  tiling  as  irritable  nerves  In  the  world.     I  sgppn$e  bb  ow 
tUnuas  has  laugbi  him  sympalhy  in  this  mailer.    I  Qnd  htm  Itiokin 
fully  btiur  tbaa  I  expecie<l,  aad  he  does  not  seem  to  me  worae  ali 
walking  tbsa  when  1  bbw  him  last;  bis  sp^eeh  te  ihc  woret  tUi 
ao  thick  tliat  1  have  great  dlfflciiliy  in  catching  what  ho  says  wilfc 
out  making  him  repent :  but  this  seems  ns  much  the  reenlt  of 
hwa  of  his  teeth,  wh1(?b  he  has  not  euppll'<d.  as  of  anything  i 
They  complain  much  of  his  temper;  but  I  luve  not  aeen 


I  A  patient  In  tha  Tork  Asrl^nt  (countiT'  attorney,  I  tu  told>.  ■  small,  dv 
•lied,  aldertr  num.  lat  dlnlnjt  anwnc  Mlu**.  being  perfecUr  twmlOB.  al  I 
(ortrnor's  tiible  (bera.  He  alepratrf  titlrif ;  hat  Every  mlDiiM  or  Iwolnet 
•oUbty  Bung  dawn  bii  Icnlte  and  fork.  Blretcbed  out  hla  palnu.  and  twtaU 
hl«  poor  counteauice  Into  utier  voe.nvc  a  tow  paihelic  bovl: '  I'tv  la-Ml 
faaj^Carte! '  The  wirtchedwl  acamfrov  of  bDmanllT  f  almost  evaf  H 
WknlUUt  tnnidWa  '  Inmeaiumbte  o(  mlaen''  In  Uiatparticnl^'loM'l  JH 
BUuUbaauUUBBlBlB;  mr  Onl  vlait  W  Kacland— aot  [arUicr  soMh  (ln«  T4 
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«  of  lU-lemper  in  bim  since  I  came,  except  for  a  momeDt 

aj  during  diuner,  v/ben  he  said  acme  verj  elinrp  wotiIb  to 

mie,  who  provoked  tlieni  la  llie  first  instaDpc.  and  reHcnled  Itjem 

e  second,  in  a  vaj  tbat  quite  aslonlslied  me,  who  had  never 

D  her  otherwise  than  Imperiorbfthly  good-OBlured.    I  am  afrnld 

mj  Babbie  has  been  deleriorsliDg  in  Ibese  latter  times;  she  loolie 

most  painfully  indolent  aod  young  Indyisb.     I  have  got  into  do  free 

communicalioD  with  ber  yet;  alone  wiih  me,  she  is  the  same  gentle, 

■t  Babhie  as  ever,  but  impeaetrnble.    I  eball  find  out  wbat  it  at 

t  bottom  of  all  tbis  by-nnd-by.    Helen  is  grown  more  like  my 

OlDl  Jencnic  in  all  respecM :  a  higher  praise  one  cannot  give  Ijer. 

e  that  pleases  me  least  of  ail  is  A.lick;  hLi  Toryism  is  per- 

•CUy  insupportable  nod  seems  to  bo  awakening  reaction  even  in 

y  UDcle.     Bven  the  Letter- business '  Alick  defends,  because  it  is 

e  Minister's  plensure.    Not  so  myunclc,  forwhom  your  letter  lind 

1  tbe  thing  in  its  right  liglit;  and  wbo  honestly  confesses,  with 

D  devotioo  to  the  powers  thst  be.  lliul  '  where  such  Ihitigs  are  do- 

g  Ibere  must  come  a  breakdown. ' 

f  I  have  not  written  to  Mrs.  Psulel  yet,     A  letter  from  Gcrnldine, 

18  lying  for  me  here,  informed  me  that  slie  (Mrs.  Pmilel) 

d  l>een  salivated  through  mistake ;  her  doctor,  in  meaning  to  give 

IT  ipecHCaanba  four  times  a  day.  had  been  giTing  Iter  niercnrj-  to 

!iat  extent.     Wlicreupon  Oeraldine  oliserres.  '  if  she  were  on  ngly 

woman  one  would  not  mind  it  bo  much.' 

I  hope  you  will  not  And  the  silence  too  delictnus;  ibero  is  a 
CDodenlioD  to  be  observed  in  all  things.  I  wish  you  lo  be  neither 
^it«  miserable  or  quite  eonlent  in  my  absence:  at  nil  eTents.  as 
U  are  finding  the  silence  a  tjeneflt  I  shall  lake  precious 
i  care  to  keep  away,  as  I  like  to  have  my  human  speech  duly 
qiredatei]. 
f  Give  ray  bind  remembrances  to  Helen.'  and  you  may  tell  her.  as 
Billing  she  will  fnlly  appreciate  the  distress  of,  that  on  the  way 
« I  got  myself  all  covered  over  with  oil-paint,  He.iven  knows 
how:  and  it  has  taken  nearly  a  quart  of  turpentine  to  clean  me 
(my  clothes,  I  mean). 
The  little  Scotchwoman  I  sent  here  welcomed  me  os  if  I  were 
1  purpose  til  sec  ber;  she  gives  great  Balisf;iction,  and  is 
alo  a  perfect  beauty. 


«,  for  beboot  ot 
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Do  not,  I  beg  of  you,  work  too  hard. 

How  provoking  aboat  the  fly !  * 

Bleisyou. 


J.C. 


LETTER  65. 

To  Thomas  Carlyle,  &q.,  Chducu 

Uvarpool:  July  1,  ISM. 

Dearest, — I  was  in  considerable  perplexity  how  I  should  manage 
on  Sunday;  for  you  cannot  displease  my  uncle  more  than  by  de- 
clining to  go  to  church.  As  early  as  Saturday  morning  he  was  ques- 
tioning me  as  to  which  church  I  meant  to  go.  By  way  of  compro- 
mise, I  murmured  something  about  James  Martineau. 

Providence,  however,  kindly  took  the  matter  into  its  own  hand, 
and  arranged  it  so  that  I  stayed  at  home  and  yet  gave  no  offence. 
For  when  the  Sunday  morning  came,  I  was  sufficiently  ill  of  head- 
ache to  convince  all  l>eholders  that  I  really  could  not  get  up;  and 
if  I  could  not  get  up,  it  followed  that  I  could  not  go  to  church.  I 
rose  before  dinner,  in  time  to  address  your  newspaper,  and  to-day 
I  am  quite  well  again— that  is  to  say,  as  well  as  one  can  be,  living, 
as  I  feel  to  be  doing  just  now,  in  a  sort  of  exhausted  receiver.  The 
manner  of  being  in  this  house  is  really — *  what  shall  I  say?  strange 
upon  my  honour. '  The  preparation  and  deliberation,  and  unweary- 
ing earnestness  with  which  they  all  dress  themselves  three  times  a 
day,  is  a  continual  miracle  for  me,  combined  as  it  is  with  total 
want  of  earnestness  about  everything  else  in  heaven  or  earth.  I 
declare  I  am  heartily  sorry  for  these  girls,  so  good  naturally,  so 
gentle,  and  even  intelligent;  and  in  this  absurd  way  'sailing  down 
the  stream  of  time  into  the  ocean  of  eternity,  for  Christ's  sake. 
Amen.'  *  As  for  Babbie,  she  is  sunk  into  the  merest  young  lady  of 
them  all.  Her  indolence  is  absolutely  transcendental,  and  I  cannot 
flatter  myself  that  it  is  the  reaction  of  any  secret  grief;  the  only 
confession  which,  with  all  my  surprising  *  quality,  I  have  been  able 
to  draw  from  her  is  that  '  one  ought  really  to  have  a  little  excite- 
ment in  one's  life,  and  there  is  none  to  be  got  here.'  How  grateful 
I  ought  to  be  to  you,  dear,  for  having  rescued  me  out  of  the  young- 

>  Had  driyen  home  from  the  station,  I  suppose,  without  mef—tor  want  of  a 
word  or  hint  in  time. 

*  Mythical  f?race,  before  meals,  of  an  embarFaosed  and  bashful  man:  *  Ob, 
Lord,  we*re  a*  sailing,'  Ac 

*  Chinese  personage,  In  the  Two  fVtir  CouHnt,  who  tees  almosi  tnio  mitt* 


■  JABE  WEL8H  CABLVLE. 

InAy  sphere!    It  is  a  Iblng  that  I  cannot  contemplate  wiUi  the 
proper  toleraiioD. 

I  woDder  how  you  are  lo-day;  and  if  joa  made  out  your  tIsU 
jesterdny?  I  am  sure  yim  ore  working  too  bard  wHlioiU  ihe  icier- 
ruplione  of  your  Necessary  £vil.'  Do  bid  Helen,  with  my  kind 
regards,  get  you  a  good  large  fowl  and  boil  it  in  four  quarters. 

^h  BUradifrom  Liverpool  UtUn. 

^^  Jvly  2. — Indeed,  dear,  you  took  to  tie  almost  unbappy  enough 
^"Blreadyt  I  do  not  want  you  lo  sutler  pliyeicaDy,  only  morally,  you 
understand,  and  to  bear  of  your  having  to  take  coffee  at  night  and 
nil  thai  gives  me  no  wicked  aalis faction,  but  makes  me  quite  un- 
happy. It  is  curious  liowmucli  more  uncomfortable  I  feel  without 
you.  wheu  il  is  1  u'bo  am  going  away  from  you,  and  not,  as  it  used 
to  be.  you  gone  away  from  me.  I  nni  always  wondering  since  I 
camo  liere  bow  I  cuu,  even  in  my  angriest  mood,  talk  about  leaving 
joa  forgiiod  and  all;  for  to  be  sure,  if  I  were  lo  leave  you  to-day 
II  thai  principle,  I  should  need  absolutely  to  go  back  to-morrow  to 
e  Iiow  you  were  Inking  it. 
^'Jvijf  6. — Hy  unclu  would  not  I>e  so  bod  with  his  Toryism  if  it 
e  not  for  Alick  egging  bim  on.  His  feelings  as  an  iionest  man 
KiwBya  Btruggliug  iigaiusi  ills  prejudices;  but  the  very  misglv- 
4  abotii  Ihe  iufnlilbiliiy  of  his  piirty  mnke  him  only  au 
itv^  partisan,  and  nothing  can  be  more  provoking  than  the 
'logs  he  occasionally  saj's.  For  iostunce,  he  told  me  yesterday 
'  Sir  James  Graham  had  snid  he  only  o|Hincd  one  of  Haxzinl's 

;  if  SIszziui  said  he  opened  more  be  was  a  d d  lying  rascal, 

svorybody  knows  whether  to  believe  the  word  of  a  genllemaa 
like  Bir  James  or  of  a  beggarly  refugee  turned  out  of  his  owu 

country  for  misconduct.     D these  people!    If  ihey  got  leave 

to  Dod  a  shelter  here,  what  right  had  iliey  to  insult  the  Queen 

P by  insulting  Ler  allies!'     Fancy  me  swallowing  all  that  without 
IfBswerl    To  be  Eure.  the  only  alter  native  was  to  hold  my  pence 
dtogetber.  or  produce  a  collision  that  must  have  ended  in  my  call- 
ing a  coacti. 
Jvly  11.  BeafffHh  Houu^—Hlii.  Paulet  makes  an  excellent  hosteas 


■SMfortli  HouM  la  time  miles  or  so  domi  river  from  Lirerpocd,  BooOo- 
nrili  s  lure  Idnd  at  big  maoslou  (once  Glnilstone  Beolor'ti),  in  theie  ^ean 
raaled  by  the  Paulela.  anenslve  merdwut  people.  Fsulet  iru  b  good,  clsTer- 
Wi  Qenoeae;  Mrs.  Paulet,  on  earl;  trieiid  of  Geraldioe  Jenabury,  a  nnncs. 


IM 
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(momlly  speaking).  Her  mtnane  Is  certainly  susceplible  til  Iroprore- 
roent.  especially  iD  ttie  article  of  cooliing;  but  one  would  profor 
living  on  BDy  sort  of  victuals  uo(  poisaned  in  siicb  pleasant  com- 
pany  lo  having  prepamtiotis  of  tliese  and  stupidity  tlierewith. 

AMn,  D..  whom  you  saw  core,  came  the  olglit  before  last  to 
stay  while  I  stayed.  She  seems  a  sensible  gcnllewoman  enou^— ■ 
Unitarian  without  the  linclrines.'  But  I  couUI  not  comprehend  it 
first  why  slie  had  b«en  brougbl,  till  at  last  Mrs.  Pnulet  gave  me  lo 
unikrstaud  Ihat  sha  was  there  to  use  up  Hiss  N.'  '  Not,'  slie  nid, 
'  that  Diy  sister  is  an  tllilx'ral  person,  lliough  Elie  l>vlicves  In  Christ,, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  She  is  quite  easy  to  live  with;  but  itwIU 
be  plcaaaiiteT  for  hersL-lf  as  xrell  as  (or  us  thai  she  slioulil  have  soto*- 
boily  to  talli  with  of  lier  onn  sort — a  Calliollu  or  UniLarinn,  gho, 
doesn't  mind  which.'  After  this  luiiiaiiou  1  can  hardly  look  with. 
gravity  on  these  two  shaking  Iheir  heads  into  one  auolLer'a  faces  and 
buin-bumming  away  on  rcligiiius  topics,  as  they  flatter  Ihemsclvns. 

You  ask  where  I  shull  be  on  my  birthday.  My  dear,  in  wbat 
view  do  you  ask?  To  aead  me  soiuethingT  Now  I  positively  for' 
bid  you  lo  scud  me  anytlilng  but  a  loiter  with  your  iilesclng.  It  ii 
a  positive  worry  for  you,  the  buying  of  things,  And  what  is  tlie 
chief  pleasuFB  of  a  birthday  present?  Simply  that  it  is  eridenoe  €& 
one's  l)irtUday  Laving  beoti  reiuembered;  and  now  1  kunw.  wilbout. 
any  bothering  present,  tlint  you  have  l)cen  lliliikiu<:  of  ii,  my  poor 
Qooi),'  for  ever  so  long  before!  So  write  ine  n  longer  latter  than, 
usual,  and  leave  presents  to  those  wliose  alTeclion  stauda  mire  la 
ueod  of  vulgar  dcmonstratluu  thiiii  yours  does. 

Ju^l  15,  8enfnrth.—OU,  my  iluilii'g.  I  want  lo  give  you  an  «m-' 
phatic  kiss  rather  than  to  writ*-!  But  you  are  at  Chelsea  and  I  at- 
Beaforth,  so  the  thiug  is  clearly  ijnpossllile  for  tlie  moment.  Bat  I 
will  keep  it  (or  you  till  I  come,  for  it  is  tint  with  words  that  1  cm 
Uiank  you  adeciuately  for  that  kindest  of  hirllidny  li^tlcra  and  IM- 
small  enclosure— touching  little  kcyl  I  cried  over  it  and  laut 
over  it,  and  could  not  aulBciently  admire  Uie  ^mceful  idra — an  Mm 
which  might  come  under  the  category  of  what  Cavaijtnno  naed  to 
call  'idie*  de  femiiif.'  supposed  lo  be  nnullainnble  by  tile  coareor 
sex!  And  1  have  put  the  little  key  to  my  chain  and  shall  wear  it 
there  till  I  return. 


JANE  WELSH  CARLTLE, 


LETTER  66. 
John  FbnUr,  Esq.,  58  Lincoln's  Inn  Ftddi. 

ChelBw;  Weduesday,  July  16U. 
L  My  dear  Mr.  Poreter, — I  understand  from  my  litisb.ind  tlint.  io 
romonitc  generogity  of  your  onn  benrt,  jou  offered  liiin  some 
books  for  me,  to  cany  home,  ■  Ah] '  Had  you  made  the  proposal 
Io  bim  witli  a  loaded  pi»lol  at  liia  breoat.  lie  miglit  perhaps  have 
acceded  ;  bat  merely  in  [lie  way  of  social  politeness,  and  for 
virtue's  own  reward,  the  desperate  ihbq  tliat  should  liavo  stopped 
liim  OD  the  elreois  with  Uie  offer  of  a  large  paper  tnink  would  liave 
bad  just  the  same  chance  of  being  liatcned  to.  lie  told  you,  and 
had  the  effrontery  lo  repeat  Uie  same  eicuse  to  myself,  that  I 
seemed  lo  have  more  books  about  me  than  1  could  read.  Women, 
lliey  say.  vrlll  always  glTC  a  varnUb  of  duty  to  their  iucllnstjona, 
I  wonder  whelber  men  are  any  better  in  always  giving  to  their  dis- 
iDclitintions  a  Tarnisli  of  justice?  What  be  there  told  you  was  irue 
DO  doubt;  but  one  of  those  inBidious  one-elded  truths  which  in  the 
practical  application  is  equivalent  to  a  positive  falsehood.  I  bavo 
more  books  tn  tbo  house  at  this  moment  than  I  cbd  rend:  but  whnt 
did  that  signify  sinre  I  bave  at  the  same  time  none  that  1  can  readT 
I  bave  read  Milford.  partially  read  EShle;  Mrs.  Trollope  is  Impos- 
sible, and  several  others  tluit  I  have  impossible,  lu  fact  I  am  very  ill 
^—SB:  and  if  you  will  still  send  mo  some  books  by  llic  parcels  de- 
^nrary.  tbey  will  be  a  godsend.  When  1  go  to  the  London  library. 
^HkildeH  it  being  very  difficult  for  me  to  get  so  far,  ibat  old  while 
^P^l  bothers  me  so  with  bis  assiduous  cotiverKiliou — which,  God 
^^tnowB,  one  does  not  go  there  for — thai  I  quite  lose  nil  faculty  of 
r.hoice,  and  end  iri  bringing  away  any  Irasb  be  puts  into  my  bands, 
generally  snmethiiig  wlilcli  lie  considers  adapted  for  a  lady,  and,  at 
the  same  time,  not  likely  to  be  inquired  for  by  his  other  ladies.     So 

fmay  fancy.    Have  patience  wiib  the  trouble  I  Rive  you. 
Always  affection  a  lely  yours. 
Jane  Casltu. 

LETTER  67. 

This  waa  my  first  vIbK  to  the  Gmnfre — alas,  aliis,  bow  Iragic-Iook- 
ing  now!  I  perfeiMly  remember  the  bustle  there  about  tbe  belated 
postman,  and  my  letter  home — which  I  si  leugii  wrote  in  pencil. 
I  Btkjred  about  a  week.    Proof-sheets  of  Election  to  Uie  Long  Par- 


188  LETTERS  AND  liEUORIALS  OP 

liamtini;  vieit  to  Wiocbeater.  &c,— 'Flemina'  is  as  yet  the  incoD- 
sokble  nt Inched  of  tlic  lale  CtiarleeBuUer;  altern-ards  the  ^asiplne 
Fribble  well  ktinwo  in  'fasliIoDablc' society.  'Plnitoauer'Bliebiii 
just  ri'sciied  from  u  mad-bouse,  tiod  was  (nltb  beixiic  and  succesEful 
cbarily)  quite  tamiug  bere  ioto  bis  uorauil  eliile:  our  perfccllj' 
peaceable  gucat  for  about  a  forlnlglitt  UianiiBfied,  launcbed  «£Ua, 
with  outfit,  &c.,  after  my  relurii.— T.  C. 

?b  7'homa>  Carlyle,  The  Orange. 

CbBaMa:S«pt.10m.lHI.   * 

Dearest,— Tour  note  is  as  lively  a  little  image  of  diMomfort  »f 
one  could  wiali  to  liave  Ijefore  coffee.  Now,  bowever,  you  ba»»' 
eaten  and  slept,  and  seen  tbe  Lady  Hruriet;  and  '  all,'  I  hope,  '  wiB" 
be  well.'  as  Plattniiiier  snys. 

For  me,  I  am  worried  to  the  lost  degree:  the  paJnlCT,  preparaloty' 
to  tlie  paperer,  instead  of  tenderiui:  iiimself  liere  at  six  in  1 
ing,  baa  kept  me  cxpeciing  him  till  now— just  wbea  I  am  going  up" 
to  town  to  'see  afier  my  affairs.'  Teslerdoy  we.'!  very  we«ry.| 
Maz£<ni  came,  Iben  Darwin,  then  Mr.  Fleming,  bringing  me  Mai 
T.iui'8  bual,  which  is  a  horror  of  horrors  (oh.  nol  ynu  certainly  si 
not  ait  to  thnt  man).  They  were  all  mortally  stupid,  cspeually  Mr.l 
Fleiiiing,  of  whom  one  might  have  carried  the  simile  of  the  VacV 
in  Thunder  to  thai  stiil  more  offensive  one  of  'Jenkin'i  ben.' 
PlnHnnuercame  home  in  tlic  midst,  in  a  slnte  of  violent  talhaltve^ 
iiess — the  whole  thing  ioolted  like  Bedlam.  At  last  tbey  all  weiiF 
nwny :  and  we  ate  our  boiled  mutton  in  silence,  aomi-vrbat  sullen. 

In  ibe  evening  1  went  to  take  a  walk  with  him.  and  met  UllW 

B a  few  steps  from  the  door,  who  accompanied  us  in  (he  walk^ 

and  came  in  lo  tea  and  sat  there  gabbing  till  ten  o'clock.  Piatt) 
nauer  was  seized  with  such  a  detestation  of  him  that  be  could  nof 
stay  in  the  room  for  len  minutes  together.  He  told  m 
been  'strongly  tempted  to  seize  a  poker  and  dash  bis  Im^DsoutL 
and  so  put  nn  end  to  hia  eternal  dack  in  that  way.  since  nothing 
else  could  slop  it.'  1  suggested  to  him  somewhat  stCTnly  that  K 
did  not  become  one  visitor  in  a  house  to  dash  out  tbe  brains  (A 
another — a  statement  which  he  at  once  perceived  and  admitted  tiM 
justice  of. 

And  now  good-bye.  Mr.  Good;  for  1  have  dt  grande*  ehorn*  A 
fnire;  and  notliiug  since  yesterday  to  write  about  that  ouinot  ba 
put  into  three  words — Qod  bless  you.  < 

Tour  affectionate 

J,  a 


JANE  IVELSH  CARLYLE. 


LETTER  88. 


I  

Chelnat  TuMday,  Sept.  II.  18M. 

Dearest, — I  bave  atwolutelj  oo  composuro  of  soul  for  iTiitiag 
just  uow.  The  ffict  ia,  I  Lave  imduriaken  far  more  tliia  Uiue  tban 
bumnn  discreiioD  would  have  dreamt  of  putting  into  one  neeh; 
kuoving  your  borroT  of  sweeps  uud  CQ^pe^beate^s  and  'all  that 
son  ot  Ihing.'  I  would,  io  my  rirmautic  self-devotioD,  sweep  all  tLc 
cliimnej's  uid  lift  all  tlie  cnrp^^  before  you  came;  and  had  you 
arrived  lliis  day,  as  you  flrsl  propoaod,  you  would  Iiave  found  me 
Btill  in  a  regular  mess,  ibreatcuing  to  tbickcn  into  'immortal 
gtnaab.'  But  by  ThurBdny  1  bopc  to  have  '  got  eyeryilting  salisfac- 
torily  arranged,'  ue  poor  Plutlaaucr  ia  always  saying. 

And  there  have  been  »o  many  other  things  lo  take  me  up,  besides 
Uie  BweepH,  &c.  Almoat  every  evening  eomebody  has  been  here. 
The  evening  of  the  Bullers'  departure  Jenkia's  Hen '  came,  pale  aa 
a  caudte.  with  a  red  circle  round  each  eye  which  ytaa  very  toucUiug; 
— he  turd  evidently  been  crying  himself  quite  sick  and  sore.  Lady 
Lewis'  had  Invited  him  lo  dine  with  her;  but,  'he  could  not  go 
there,  he  could  not  eat  any  dinner,  he  wdb  afraid  lo  go  home  to  bis 
own  silent  bouse— be  Ibougbt  1  could  understand  his  feelings,  and 
si>  had  come  lo  pass  the  evening  with  me.'  What  a  gift  of  under- 
standing people's  feelings  I  am  suppwsed  to  have — jiioi/  Oh,  my 
dear,  the  cat  produced  two  kittens  in  your  bed  ibis  morning,  and 
we  have  drowned  them— and  now  she  also  tiiinks  I  can  understand 
ber  feelings,  and  is  coming  about  my  feet  mewing  in  a  way  that 
quilo  vrriugs  my  heart.  Poor  thing!  I  never  saw  ber  lake  on  so 
badly  before. 

Well!  hut  on  Saturday  night  Helen  liod  just  gone  to  seek  sugar 
for  the  lea  whou  a  rap  came,  which  I  preferred  answering  myself 
to  aUowing  Plaitnauor  to  answer  it,  and— oh.  Heavens!— what 
ebunld  I  eee  in  the  dark  opening?  A  little  human  pheaomenoD,  in 
slriple  cornered  hall  Bishop  •  •  *  again!  I  screamed,  a  good, 
genuine,  horrifled  screaml  Whereupon  he  slept  in— and,  aa  the 
devil  would  have  it— on  my  bad  toel  and  iben  I  uttered  a  aeries  of 
screams  which  made  PlBttnauer  savage  with  liira  for  the  rest  of  the 

■  nemlne.    To  'die  tlie  death  ot  JeoklD's  ben  '  oipressed.  In  Aiuiaudale, 
Ibe  HLkdinuni  of  piuIUanJmltr. 
•  The  lam  C.  Bullara  auol, 
L-8 
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erenbg.    He  had  come  up  to  seek  Umself  a  anw  sssiBtant.  the  old 
one  being  promoted,     Thera  Is  no  end  to  his  calls  to  Londoa! 
lie  was  pluialy  mortally  afraid  of  PUUDHuer,  wbo  as  good  tw  told 
him  he  was  ■  one  of  Ihe  wind-baga,*  and  will  not  trouble  us  ~ 

tbiuk  while  be  is  heie. 

Testerday  afteraooo  came  Henry  Taylor,  but  ool;  for  b  ft 
minulca;  he  bad  been  unexpectedly  'turned  adrift  oa  DurahoraL 
nod  could  ouly  wail  lilt  a  'Wandswotlb  Bteamer  should  come  up. 
I  was  very  kind  to  him,  and  he  looked  as  if  ho  could  have  kused 
me  (or  being  glad  to  see  bim — Oh,  bow  odd!  I  put  ou  mjr  bonaet, 
and  went  with  him  to  the  boat;  and  he  complimealed  me  ob  going 
oat  without  gloves  or  shawL  I  was  the  first  woman  he  had  ever 
found  in  tliis  world  who  couM  go  out  of  her  house  without  at  least 
a  quarter  of  an  hour's  preparationl  They  hare  taken  a  houaeat 
Morllftke,  near  Richmond. 

But  there  is  no  possibility  of  telling  you  all  the  things  I  luve  to 
tell  at  this  writing.  They  will  keep  till  you  come.  Only  let  ma 
not  forget  to  aay  there  is  an  American  letter  come  for  John,  wUIck 
I  send  on  by  lliis  day's  post. 

Your  letter,  written  apparently  on  Saturday,  was  not  read  by 
till  yesterday  afternoon ;   the  postman  came  so  loog  after  tn«l< 
when  I  had  betn  under  the  imperallTe  necessity  to  go  oul    01 
my  love  to  Mi.  Baring. 

Ever  your  distiaoled 

OOODT. 

LETTER  69. 

7b  Mr:  BaaM,  ThomhiU. 

Not.  S,  IHCI 
My  dearest  Mrs.  Russell,— I  suspect  that  my  Hanof-Qeniu 
Husband  bos  forgotten  old  Mary  as  completely  as  if  ahe  bad  ii< 
been  born,  Oliver  Cromwell  having,  as  the  servants 
pultook  used  U>  say,  '  taken  the  whole  gang  to  bimsel'.'  The  wilE 
of  Sir  Fowell  Buxton  lias  been  many  limes  heard  to  wish  tlmt  ifafl 
Blikcks  (her  husbnod's  fixed  idea)  were  all  at  the  bottom  of  the  B 
Sea;  and  I  am  nfmid  I  have  often  been  unduliful  en< 
months,  to  wiph  the  memory  of  Cromwell  at  the  bottom  of  I 
thing  where  I  might  hear  less  about  il.  It  is  at  ibe  bottom  of  Rul^ 
bish  eoongb,  I  am  sure,  to  Judge  from  the  tremendous  ronasckii^ 
of  old  folios  and  illegible  maDuscripts  which  Carlyle  ia  etQl  g 


But 

old  J 
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on  with:  butslill  lie  mnnages  to  bring  it  up.  In  seasoo  and  out  of 
tcBSaa,  lill  I  begin  lo  be  weury  of  him  (the  Proteclor),  gre»l  man 
Ihoiigli  be  was.  Bui  aa  everytliing  comes  to  nn  euU  with  patieuw, 
Le  will  probabi;  got  liimulf  writlen  at  laat,  aud  priuled,  add  pub- 
lished; and  Uiea  my  busbaad  will  return  to  a  consciouaoesa  uf  hh 
daily  life.  »nd  I  shall  have  peace  from  the  tarmoUa  of  the  Commou- 
weaitb.  For,  if  Carlyle  thioks  of  nolbing  elee  but  lib  Book  whilst 
lie  is  writing  it,  one  has  always  this  consolation,  thai  he  is  the  flrat 
lo  forget  it  when  it  la  ivritten. 

Meanwhile,  to  return  U>  old  Mary,  I  aend  an  order  for  three 
forereigns  from  my  own  '  pin  money"  (which  is  ample  enough)  lo 
beep  her  poor  old  soul  and  body  together  a  little  longer.  And  I 
shall  not  tell  Carlyle  that  I  have  done  so,  as  1  know  it  would  vex 
him  that  he  should  have  needed  to  be  '  put  in  mind:' — bo  that,  it  lie 
pds  another  supply  shortly,  you  will  understand  the  mystery  of 
la  double  sending. 

S  wonder  how  you  are  all  at  Thornhill.  It  aecms  so  long  since  1 
e  beard  a  word  of  news  from  that  place,  which  I  lliluk  of  more 
D  any  other  in  the  wiifld;  I  shall  hear  from  you  one  of  these 
I,  and  understand  that '  the  smallest  coutribuliuna  will  be  grale- 
y  recMved.' 

(  bad  a  letter  from  Liverpool  a  week  ago,  and  all  was  gumS  uu 
tal  there — my  uncle  bttier  than  he  had  been  some  Utile  while  he- 
Jennnie  and  Haggle  arc  at  Aucbtertool  with  Waller,  leading 
7  good-for-nothing  life  tbere  according  lo  their  owu  account 
-ODgaged  in  perpetual  lea-drlidcings  with  '  people  whom  they 
B  Uke  no  pleasure  in,'  and  '  making  themselves  amends  in  sii- 
_  it  bomewilb  their  feet  on  the  fender,  talking  over  the  absurd!- 
|B  of  Uie  aaid  people'  Whereupon  I  have  written  Jeannie  a  very 
~  ing  letter,  which,  it  is  lo  be  feared,  will  aharo  the  common  faie 
jtU  good  advice  in  this  world — make  her  ougry  at  me,  without 
liing  a  stop  either  lo  tbe  tea-dnokiugs  with  people,  'one  can  take 
Do  pleoeure  in.'  or  tlic  idle  practice  ol  ailting  with  her  feet  on  the) 
tender,  and  still  worse  practice  of  laughing  at  one's  neighbors'  ah- 
nirdities  rather  tban  one's  own. 
We  bave  dreadfully  cold  weather  here,  but  1  have  no  infiuenza 

in  the  whole  well  enough  for  all  practlcAl  purposes. 
IVith  kindeaC  regards  to  your  father  aud  husband, 
Ever,  dear  Mrs.  Russell, 

Affectionately  yours, 

JankO. 
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From  Jfri.  Oar^le'a  SoU  Book.* 

April  13,  1815. — To-da]''.  oddly  enougli,  while  I  was  engaged 
re-reading  Carl yle'fl  ■  Philosopbyot  Clotliea.' Count  d'Oreay  walka 
111.     I  bad  not  seen  him  for  four  or  five  years.     Last,  time  Ue 
gay  in  Ida  colours  as  a  bunimiDg-bird — blue  satin  cravat,  bio 
velvet  waistcoat,  cream-coloured  coat,  lined  with  velvet  of  the 
hue,  trouBcts  also  of  a  bright  colour,  I  forget  what;  wlilte  Freud 
gloves,  two  glorious  breastpins  attached  by  a  ehoia,  and  lengfl 
enough  of  gold  watch-guard  to  bave  baD>^d  himself  in.    To-dq^ 
in  compliment  lo  his  five  more  years,  be  was  all  in  black 
brown — a  block  satin  cravat,  a  brown  velvet  waistcoat,  a  brow) 
coat,  some  shades  darker  than  ilio  waialcont.  lined  with  velvet  d 
its  own  shade,  and  almost  black  trousers,  one  breast-pin,  a  lary 
pear-shaped  pearl  set  into  a  little  cup  of  diamonds,  and  only 
fold  of  gold  chain  round  his  neck,  tucked  logelher  right   an 
centre  of  his  spacious  breast  with  one  munificent  turquoise.    Wdl 
thai  man  understood  his  trade;  If  it  be  but  that  of  dandy, 
can  deny  that  be  is  a  perfect  master  of  it,  that  be  dresses  himseH 
with  consummate  slsilll    A  Irangler  would  have  made  no  dUoiM 
ance  lor  five  more  years  at  his  time  of  life;  but  he  had  the  fiM 
sense  to  perceive  how  mucli  better  his  dress  of  to-day  sets  off 
slightly  enlarged  figure  and  sliglitly   worn  corapieiion,  than  I 
humming-bird  colours  of  five  years  back  would  have  done.    Pi 
D'Oraayl  be  was  born  lo  have  l)ccn  something  better  than  even  i 
king  of  dandies.     He  did  not  sny  nearly  so  many  clever  things  tiii| 
time  as  on  tho  last  occasion.     His  wit,  I  suppose,  is  of  the  sort  tbid 
belongs  more  lo  animal  spirits  than  to  real  genius,  and  his 
spirits  seem  to  have  fallen  many  degrees,     The  only  thing  tbat  fd 
from  him  today  worth  remembering  was  his  account  of  a  tnasl 
had  seen  of  Charles  Fox,  'all  punched  and  flattened  &9  if  be 
slept  in  a  book,' 

Lord  JeSrey  came,  unexpected,  while  the  Count  wva  b 
What  a  difference!  the  prince  o(  critics  and  the  prince  of 
How  washed  out  the  beautiful  dandiacal  face  looked  betide 
little  clever  old  man'sl  The  large  blue  dandiacal  eyes,  you  w 
have  said,  had  never  contemplated  anything  more  interestiog 
the  reflection  of  the  handsome  personage  they  pertained  M  bi  ■ 
looking-glass;  while  the  dark  penetrating  ones  of  tlie  other 

mrrlve,    UoA  of  tJ 


seeing  a 
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Q  taking  note  of  most  ibingn  in  God's 
good  way  inlo  millstones. 

Jcflrcy  told  as  a  very  charncleristic  trait  ot  Lord  Broughnm.  He 
(Brougbam)  was  eayiug  thai  aome  Indlridual  Ibey  w«rc  talking  of 
would  aercr  get  into  Bristocratic  society :  drat.  be<m]gti  hia  manners 
were  bnd,  aod  secondly,  said  Brougliam,  because  there  is  sucb  a 
WADt  of  trutb  (t)  in  him.  In  nrlslocrailc  society  iliore  is  sucli  a 
quick  tacl  for  detecting  everything  uDveracious  [hat  no  man  who 
ia  not  tniecon  ever  get  on  in  il!  'Indeedl' said  Jeffrey.  'lam  de- 
lighted to  hear  you  give  eucb  a  character  of  the  upper  classes;  I 
thought  tliey  had  been  more  tolerant.'  *  Oli,'  said  Brongham,  '  1 
assure  you  it  is  tlie  fact :  any  man  who  is  deficient  in  veracity  im- 
medialety  gets  tabooed  in  the  arlstocrallc  circles.' 

The  (orce  of  impudence  could  no  further  go. 

April. — After  I  had  been  in  London  a  short  time  my  husband 
advised  me — irooically,  of  course — to  put  an  advcrliEemeni  in  the 
window  '  House  of  refuge  for  stray  dogs  and  cats."  The  number  of 
dogs  And  cats  in  distressed  circumslances  who  imposed  themselves 
on  my  country  simplicity  was  in  fact  prodigious.  Now  it  strikes 
me  I  might  pui  in  the  window  more  appropriately,  '  General  aduit 
office  for  all  the  miseries  of  the  universe. '  Why  docs  every  miser- 
able man  and  woman  of  my  acquoiutnace  come  to  me  with  his  and 
her  woes,  as  Lf  I  had  no  woes  of  my  own,  nothing  in  the  world  to 
do  hut  to  console  otl^ers?  Aeh  Ootl!  my  head  is  getting  to  be  a  per- 
fect chaos  of  other  people's  disasters  and  despairs.  Here  has  been 
that  ill-fated  C.  J,— Next — but  to  begin  at  ihc  beginning — return- 
ing from  the  savings  bank  I  observed  in  the  King's  Road  a  child  of 
'  the  Iowerordcrs,'about  two  years  old,  in  the  act,  it  seemed,  of  dis' 
tolTing  all  away  into  tears.  A  crowd  of  tatterdemalioa  boys  had 
gathered  alnut  it:  hul  the  genteel  of  both  sexes  were  passing  by  on 
the  other  «ide.  Of  course  I  stopped  and  inquired,  and  learnt  from  the 
boya  that  the  child  was  lost.  Tiiere  was  no  time  for  consideration  if  I 
ive  the  creature  from  going  all  into  water,  so  I  took  its 
e  baud,  and  bade  it  give  over  crying  and  I  would  help  it  to  find 
^  nothor.    It  dung  to  me  quite  trustfully  and  dried  itself  up,  and 

Idled  along  by  my  side.    Tlie  cortigt  of  hoys  dropped  off  by  de- 

I,  and  then  I  fell  to  questioning  my  foundling,  hut  with  the 

It  retulL    Of  lla  name  it  knew  not  a  q-llable,  nor  of  the 

It  where  it  lived.    Two  words.  '  Dp  here,' '  up  liere,'  seemed  to 

i .  COUtitut«  its  whole  vpcabuiary.     In  pursuance  of  this  directioo,  I 

led  it  into  Manor  streeti  hut  in  the  midst  it  stood  still  with  a  mazed 

look,  and  proved  that  it  had  yet  another  mouosyllahte  by  scream- 
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ing  '  No,  no.'    Here  we  were  joined  by  a  Ind  nf  fourteen  smatung 
a  aliorl  pipe,  and  carrying  a  baby  a  degree  smaller  Uion  mioo.     He 
erideully  Buspecled  1  waa  stealing  Ibe  child,  and  fell  it  his  duly 
not  to  lose  aiglit  oF  me  and  it,     May,  lie  look  its  olltcr  liaod  Hilh-   , 
out  asking,  '  by  your  leave,'  and  1,  suspecting  his  intent,  Iliouj 
not  very  flattering  to  me,  did  not  protest.    By-aiid-by  bo  bailed  4 
bi^er  lad,  and   witb  cockney  silence  deposited  liia   own  babyii 
Uiu  arms  ol  tbe  otlier.  put  Im  slioi't  pipe  into  Uis  pockot  (a  n 
wliicb  I  was  really  tbankfiil  (or)  and  so  remained  free  I' 
liiinself  to  my  baby  nitb  heart  anil  band.     By  Uiia  time  rny  ballfil 
vias  wearied,  and  so  was  I,  so  I  begged  the  lioy.  since  tie  would  u 
company  me.  lo  carry  it  lo  my  bouse,  as  lliere  was  dearly  D^l 
chance  of  our  discovering  its  borne     In  the  boy's  arms  my  bat^fl 
grew  Fi  little  more  expansive.     '  Have  you  a  fiiUier? '  the  boy  askefl 
it.    Answer,  an  inarticulate    sound.     'Is   yuur    father  liTlngf' 
asiked  the  boy  more  loudly.    Tbo  child  smiled  sweetly,  and  said, 
BO  Lbal  we  could  understand  i  '  1  have  a  pretty  brother,  and  they 
put  him  in  a  pretty  coffln.'    Ab,  mc!    At  the  iKiitom  of  my  own 
street  I  met  two  policemen,  whom  I  asked  bow  I  should  proceed 
to  ^et  the  cbild  restored  to  its  family.     '  Senil  it  to  the  police  stn- 
lion.'    That  I  would  not.     '  Then  send  your  address  to  the  police 
station.'    That  I  would.    So  I  gave  the  boy  sixpence  and  aeat  bim 
when  be  had  set  down  the  child  at  my  own  door,  to  Ihe  s 
house  witU  a  alip  of  paper— 

'  Stray  child  at  Mrs.  Carlyle's, 

'  No.  5  Cheyne  Itow,'' 

The  boy  went  off  with  an  evident  change  in  his  feeling 
me,  through  the  fact,  T  suppofie.  of  my  having  spoken  to  the 
Ileemao,  and  partly  {icrhups  on  account  of  my  respectable-looktsj 
house,  and  the  sixpence,  Helen  was  at  work  in  the  bedrooms.  M 
I  WAS  obliged  to  keep  my  child  in  the  room  with  me.  tliat  It  miglit 
not  fill  Ujc  house  with  wail,  to  the  astonishment  and  wrath  of  my 
husband  at  his  writing,  aa  it  would  have  been  sure  lo  do  i(  left  ail 
■lone  in  the  kitchen. 

And  now  eeeo  la  cambinadone.    On  the  table  waa  a  note,  which 
had  been  left,  Helen  said,  by  a  young  lady,  who  looked  s 

tressed  at  finding  me  out  thnt  she.  Helen,  had  Invited  her  Ui  _, 

In  and  wait  for  me.  but  alie  preferred  waiting  at  some  shop  In  thsl 
neighbourhood.     I  opened  the  note  with  a  presentiment  tliat  soi 
body's  '  finer  sensibilities  of  tlie  hcj»rt  *  were  about  to  gel  me 
new  trouble,  and  so  it  was.     This  lady,  whom  T  had  seei    ~ 
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m;  life.  tc1[  it  due  lo  liereelf  to  miLke  Bome  iliBoloGureB  to  me: 
in  addition  to  c«rlaiii  nwkward  disclosures  already  made  to  me  on 
her  subject,  '  and  to  throw  herself  on  inj  mercy  tor  adTice  under  a 
new  misrorlune.'     Aod  the  childl    I  eould  not  refuse  to  see  anyiine 
irbe  bad  come  so  great  a  way,  and  with  sucb  prodigious  faith,  to 
■  throw  heracif  on  my  mercy,"  but  how  to  keep  the  child  quiet  dur 
lug  her  '  disclosures?'    I  saw  only  ooe  cbaoce.  to  give  it  as  mueli 
butler  and  bread  aod  hard  Initcult  as  would  sufScc  lo    keep  it 
munohine  for  an  hour  or  two^  aod  this  wa«  forthwith  brought,  and 
with  lliat  consideraUon  for  la  detailt,  which  Cavaignac  uted  to  call 
■ny  nilini;  passion,  a  table-cloth  was  spread  on  my  new  carpet,  ia 
Ibe  midai  of  which  the  child  was  placed,  that  whatever  mess  it 
ite   should   be    without    pcrmaoeot  consequences.     Hy 
IS  were  hardly  completed  when  the  lady  arrired — how 
cfaanged  since  our  farmer  iniervlewl    I  had  never  before  found 
myself  in  the  presence  of  a  T»oman  in  my  own  sphere  of  life  in 
SDCb  a  aituaiioa.     I  bare  a  strong  prejudice  against  women  'in 
nioh  n  slliiaiion  '  iQ  the  abstract.    It  indicates  such  stupidity.    Bui 
poor  woman  in  the  concrete,  covered  with  crimson  and  tears. 
It  to  iny  heart  like  a  koire.     Stranger  as  she  was  to  me.  I  could 
otlierwiae '  bu  treceive  her  into  my  open  arms,  not  Bgurn- 
ilf  but  literally;  and  then  this  reception,  '  bo  different  from  what 
bad  dared  to  hope.' produced  a  sort  of  hysteric  on  her  part, 
she  laid  her  poor  face  on  my  lap,  and  covered  my  hands  with 
Oh.  mercyl    Whal  a  false  position  for  one  womnn  to  be  in 
kwsrds  another!     [t  was  a  despemic  interview.     The  only  comfort 
that  the  child  gave  us  no  trouble,  but  muocbed  away  uocon- 
of  the  tragic  arene.  never  Btlrriog  from  its  enchimted  tahte- 
doth.     A  greaier  contrast  conld  not  be  than  betwiM  these  my 
protigSu  for  Uie  time  being— that  two. year-old  duddy  child, 
]lag  iis  recent  sorrows  in    breiid  and  bnlter.  Ignorant    tliat 
were  such  things  in  the  worlrl :  and   that  elegantly  dressed 
lady  living  and  having  ber  being  in  senlimenl.  forgetful  ap- 
tly that  llie  world  contnined  naything  else.     At  lii.it  she  went 
,  consoled  a  little  by  my  kindness  perhaps:  bui  as  for  my  ad- 
though  I  gave  her  the  host,  she  will  not  of  course  follow  a 
liable  of  it. 

When  Carlyl<!  came  to  dinner,  be  luoked  rather  aghast  at  my 
Only  think.'  said  I.  lo  enlist  his  sympathies  on  ilfl  behalf, 
bat  a  state  of  distraction  the  poor  mother  must  be  in  all  ihia 
let' 
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'  The  poor  inollier, '  repealed  he  sromfully;  '  Uow  do  jod  kDow 
that  liie  poor  niolher  did  not  put  it  down  there  in  the  Ciog's  Boad 
fur  some  euch  aimpletoii  as  you  10  pick  it  up,  aud  saddle  joureelf 
wili  ittorlifet' 

Tbis  was  gidug  me  a  new  idea,  I  began  to  look  at  Uio  cliild 
Willi  a  mixed  feeling  of  terror  and  interest:  to  look  nl  it  critically 
A8  a  possible  possesston,  while  little  ideas  of  an  educational  sort 
Aitted  through  my  brain.  This  state  of  uncertaintj  was  cut  abon, 
however,  by  a  young  woDiaa  knocking  at  Ihe  door,  and,  «ritll 
many  proteatutions  of  gratitude,  applyiog  for  Ibc  crunliiTV,  al 
fiTe  hours  after  I  hnd  found  it.  The  young  woman  was  nnl  Um 
molber.  but  a  grown  up  aiBter.  The  poor  mother  was  ■  at  home  in 
Gt9.'  They  feared  the  clill<i  bad  staggered  down  into  the  Tliamea. 
It  evinced  no  'flac  feelings'  at  sight  of  its  sister;  in  fact,  it  looked 
wltb  extreme  iudiSerence  on  her  and  indicated  an  incUnattoQ  to 
remain  where  it  was.  But  so  soon  Be  she  took  it  into  her  Brms,  U 
began  to  tell  her  '  'tis  travel's  history '  with  renewed  tears,  and  went 
off  into  a  new  explosion. 
'April  27. — Last  night  we  had  a  novelty  in  the  way  of  sodetj,  a 

sort  of  Irish  rigg.    Hr.  L came  in  before  tea  witli  a  tail  con- 

sUllug  of  three  etrnnger  Irishmen — real  hot  and  hot  live  Irishmen. 
Bucb  as  I  have  ucver  before  sat  M  meat  with  or  met '  in  flow  of  » 
newly  imported,  with  the  brogue  '  ratlier  exquiaiic.'  and  rt 
'  more  exquisite  still.'  They  came  to  adore  Carlyle.  and  also  K- 
moDBlrate  with  bitn,  almost  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  on  his  opin- 
ion, as  slated  in  his  'Chartism,'  that  'a  Qner  people  than  the  Irish 
never  lived;  only  they  have  two  faults:  they  do  lie  and  they  do 
steal.'  The  poor  fellows  got  into  a  quite  epic  strain  over  Ibis  most 
calumnious  exa^cration.  (Pity  but  my  husband  would  pay  son 
regard  to  the  sensibilities  of  'others,'  and  exaggerate  leasl) 

The  jouugest  one~Mr.  Plgot — a  handsome  youth  of  tbe  i 
maotic  cast,  pale-faced,  willi  dark  eyes  and  hair,  and  an  '"Earn 
cipation  of  the  Species '  melancholy  spread  over  him — told  my 
buaband,  after  having  looked  at  and  listened  to  bim  in  compsnt- 
live  silence  for  tlio  first  hour,  with  'How  to  observe '  writtea  ia 
every  lineament,  thnt  now  be  (Mr.  Plgot)  felt  assured  he  (my  hus- 
band) was  not  in  bis  beiirt  so  unjust  towards  Xreluodnaluawritingk< 
led  one  to  suppose,  and  so  he  would  confess,  for  the  purpose  of  le- 
tracliog  it,  the  strong  feeling  of  repulsion  with  which  be  had  ooiM\ 
to  him  that  night.  '  Wky,  in  the  name  of  goodness,  then,  dul  70U . 
come!'  I  could  not  help  asking,  thereby  producinga  ratlier  awk> 
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d  renilL  Seferat  avknarU  results  were  produced  in  tliU  '  nicht 
wi'  Paddy.'  They  were  opeaking  of  [lieScoicL  inlolerauce  toward* 
Calholics.  and  Carlyle  ag  usual  took  up  tUc  cudgels  for  intolemuce. 
'  Why.'  wld  he, '  bow  a>iildibey  do  ollieiwise!  If  one  sees  tme's 
fellow -creature  followiog  a  dumaable  error,  by  coatinuiog  Id  wbicli 
the  devU  it  sure  to  get  him  al  la£t,  aod  roaat  liim  id  eternaj  fire  aud 
briinalone,  are  you  to  let  liim  go  towards  Buch  consiuumatioD!  ot 
are  you  not  rather  lo  use  all  uieaoE  to  save  liim  ? ' 

"A  nice  prospect  for  you  lo  be  roasted  in  fire  and  brimstone,'  I 

■aid  to  Mr.  L ,  the   red-hottest  of  Calliolics.     'For  all  ot  us." 

Mid    poor    L- ,   laiigliiug    good-naturedly;  'we  nre  nil  CntLo- 

UCB.'    NeverthelesB  the  eveniug  was  got  over  without  bloodshed;  at 

least,  malice  prtptnM  bloodshed,  for  a  lUtle  blood  uu«  shed  iiivolua- 

Urily.    WMle  they  were  all  three  at  the  loudest  io  their  defence  of 

Ireland  against  the  foul  aepereioDS  Carlyle  had  cast  od  it,  oad 

'  tconif ully '  cast  on  it,  one  of  their  noses  burst  out  bleeding.     Il 

was  the  nose  of  the  gentleman  whose  name  we  never  hcnnl.     tie 

8  pocket  handkerchief  privaiely  llll  nature  was  re- 

iuusof  exciting  himgelC  afterwards.    Ths 

-,  quite  took  my  husband's  fancy,  and  mine  also 

He  is  a  writer  of  nutioual   songs,  and  came 

With  the  coaraeat  of  human  faces,  dectd- 

ns  a  man's,  he  is  one  of  ihe  people  that  1 

louldget  to  think  beautiful,  there  la  so  much  of  the  power  both  of 

leliect  and  passion  in  his  physiognomy.     As  for  young  Mr.  Pigot, 

*i!l  here,  in  the  Bi>irit  of  prophecy,  inherited  from  my  great  great 

r,  John  Welsh,  the  Covenanter,  makeasmall  prediction.     If 

:  in  his  lime  an  inaurrecilon  in  Ireland,  as  these  genllemeo 

fuBDnSdeoCly  anticipate,  Mr.  Plgol  will  rise  to  be  a  Robespierre  of 

aomc  sort ;  will  cause  many  beads  to  be  remored  from  the  shoulders 

ibey  belong  to;  and  will  '  eventually '  have  his  own  head  removed 

from  his  own  shoulders.    Nature  has  written  on  that  liaudsome 

but  fatal-looking  countenance  of  his,  quite  legibly  to  my  prophetic 

eye,  '  Qo  and  get  thy»eU  beheaded,  but  not  before  having  lent  a 

IwDd  towards  the  great  work  of  "immortal  smaah."' 

All  these  IrisUmeD  went  off  without  their  hats,  and  hnd  to  return 
Into  the  room  to  seek  them.  Two  of  them  found  theirs  after  a 
moderate  search.  The  third,  the  one  whose  nose  bled,  had  hid  hia 
under  the  sofa,  where  I  discovered  it  by  help  of  my  aforementioned 
■KODd  ught.  I  have  now  seen  what  Sir  James  Graham  would  call 
T^llne  foamy  patriotism,'  dan*  M  piu*  aimpU  erprittitm. 
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In  the  summer  of  1845  Mrs.  Carlyle  went  alone  to  Lancashire  to 
stay  with  her  uncle  at  Liverpool,  und  with  Mrs.  Paulet  at  Seaforth. 
From  thence  were  written  the  ensuing  letters.— J.  A.  F. 

To  T.  Carlyle,  OhdBea, 

First  day  in  FUts,* 
liyerpool,  July  tt,  180. 

Dearest, — It  is  all  as  well  as  could  be  expected.  I  arrived  with- 
out accident,  not  even  much  tired,  an  hour  and  half  before  I  was 
looked  for — in  fact  between  five  and  six.  Consequently  there  was 
nobody  to  meet  me,  and  I  had  some  difficulty  in  getting  myself  a 
car,  and  at  the  same  time  keeping  watch  over  my  trunk  and  dress- 
ing-box ;  the  former  indeed  was  getting  itself  coolly  borne  away  by  a 
porter  amongst  some  other  people's  luggage,  when  I  laid  my  hand 
on  it,  and  indicated:  Thus  far  shalt  thou  go  but  no  farther.  My 
uncle  I  met  tumbling  downstairs,  with  what  speed  he  might,  pre- 
pared for  being  kissed  to  death;  then  came  Maggie;  and  lastly 
Babbie,  flushed  and  embarrassed,  and  unsatisfactory-looking;  for, 
alas!  she  had  been  all  day  preserving  strawberries,  and  had  not  ex- 
pected me  so  soon,  and  was  not  dressed:  to  be  an  unwise  virgin, 
taken  with  one's  lamp  untrimmed,  means  here  to  be  caught  in  d5^ 

shabille.    A 1  have  not  seen  yet — tant  mievx,  for  I  don't  like 

him  *the  least  in  the  world.*  Johnnie  has  sunk  away  into  'an  tm- 
intelligible  whinner.'* 

On  the  whole,  there  is  little  '  food  for  the  young  soul,  Mr.  Carlyle!  * 
But  she  (as  Mazzini  insists  on  calling  the  soul,  and  I  think  with 
reason;  making  the  soul  into  an  it  being — what  shall  I  say  ?— a 
desecration,  upon  my  honour)—*  she '  can  do  without  visible  food, 
like  my  leech,  for  all  the  while  'she*  is  to  abide  in  the  place.  And 
' one  has  always  one's  natural  affections  left.'  And  then  to 'give 
pleasure  to  others! '  The  compensation  that  lies  in  that  under  all 
circumstances!    Ah  ! 

I  am  established  in  Mary's  little  room  (off  my  uncle's)  which  they 
have  made  as  tidy  as  possible  for  me.  There  is  a  tradition  of  'a 
little  wee  wifie  that  lived  in  a  shoe; '  but  I  am  still  more  curiously 
lodged,  for  this  room  is  for  all  the  world  like  a  boot,  the  bed  occu- 
pying the  heel  of  it,  a  little  bed  like  acoflin. 

>  Attaa  Schmelze's  Journey  to  Fl&tZy  by  Jean  Paul. 
*  Some  foors  speech  to  me,  I  forget  whose. 
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In  to  new  &  predicaraeat,  of  couree,  I  could  not,  sleep;  the  beat  1 
made  o(  itwBB  a  doze  from  lime  to  time  of  a  fen  miotites'  duration, 
from  nlticli  1  started  up  witfa  a  seoEalioa  of  horror,  like  wlial  must 
have  beea  felt  bj  the  victim  of  tlie  Iron  Shroud,  For  ihe  rest, 
there  was  &  e«t  opera,  in  nhich  ttie  prima  donna  iiad  nn  organ  Hint 
'bet  the  worl;'<  then  there  are  eome  baU-dozcu  of  stout-luDged 
cocks,  and  sdog  thatlyrically  recognises  ever;  passing  CTeot,  Per- 
haps, like  the  pigs,  I  Bball  get  used  to  il;  if  not  I  must  just  go  all 
the  sooner  to  Seaforth,  where  there  is  at  least  a  certain  quiet, 

Hy  coachful  of  men  turucd  out  admiratily,  as  silent  as  could  be 
wialied,  jel  not  deGcient  in  tbe  courtesies  of  life.  Tlie  old  gentle- 
man with  moustachioa  and  a  red  face  was  Colonel  Cleveland,  of  the 
arlUleiy.  '  much  distinguished  in  the  wars.'  There  was  another 
old  genllenukD  still  more  mi  rue  ul  una  than  Rio;''  for  he  had  one 
eye  bailed,  the  Other  parboiled,  do  leg  and  his  mind  boiled  to 
ielly.  and  yet  he  got  to  Liverpool  just  aa  well  aa  llie  rest  of 
lu.  Tlie  little  man  opposite  me,  who  was  absorlied  in  Eugene 
Sue's  female  Bluebeard,  was  a  Oermau,  and,  pleased  to  see  me 
reAdlng  his  hvnguage,  he  gave  me  his  pea-jacket  to  wrap  my  iega 
io,  lor  we  were  all  perished  with  cold.  The  English  dnndy  wiili 
the  lieaven-bluc  waistcoat  slept  the  whole  way,  exactly  in  tbe  atti- 
tude of  'James' waiting  forlbe  Sj'Iphide  to  come  and  kiss  him;  but 
be  miglit  sleep  long  enough,  1  (aucy,  before  any  '  bit  of  fasciuatlou ' 
vould  lake  the  trouble. 

And  now  jou  must  'excuse  us  the  day,'  After  such  a  night,  I 
can  ociLher  'make  wits.'' nor.  what  were  more  to  the  purpose, 
»e(i3«s.  for  your  gratification,  I  shall  go  and  walk,  and  look  at  the 
Great  Brilain  packet;  if  one  does  not  enlighten  one's  mind  In  the 
shipping  department  here.  I  see  not  how  else  one  ebolt  enlighten  it. 

Babbie  has  Just  knocked  Xo  beg  I  would  give  her  love  to  you,  and 
moet  sincere  thanks  for  Ibe  Book,*  tbe  preface  of  which  I  read 
aloud  Io  my  uncle  at  breakfast;  and  lie  pronounced  it  'Tery  satiri- 
cal '—a  true  speak. 

God  blcBS  you.  dear.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  feel  lonely,  nor  will 
you;  and  yet  1  should  not  precisely  like  if  you  missed  me  none  at 
all.  Your  distracted  Janexih. 


■  KIo.  ■  wandaring,  rmCber 
'     1.  Neo-Catholic,  &.b.    I 

ntj-BTB  jean  now. 
'*  Baltc's  phrase  Tor  Ihe  Md  operation  ori>eIoK  tlih  efFort '  i 

>  ■  Book,'  I  nippow  win  tw  lAft  o/  SdaOer,  3nd  edition. 
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LETTER  n. 

To  T.  CarlyU,  Cheltta. 


d 


I 


LlTerpool:  fyldar,  Jolf  CS,  IS 

Dearest, — You  have  inlerpreted  the  library  note  too  ironically;  It 

ia  A  potlle  bond-fide  otter  of  the  book  to  read.    I  applied  for  It  some 

ai*  months  ago  without  result;  the  copy  I  had  was  lent  to  me  by 

Darwin. 

Tout  va  hien  iei;  It  tomtnefl  manjru.  The  cat-operas  are  a  tlied 
thing;  they  too,  it  would  seem,  have  their  Thursday  night.  Lmi 
oight  it  was  Brr  Frfg*eh(Ui,  or  something  as  devilish,  and  the  pec- 
formatice  did  not  cease  till  two  in  the  morning;  when  the  coclis 
took  possession  of  the  stage,  '  lilts  or  faacination,' '  and  carried  n 
the  glory  till  breakfast  time.  Add  to  which  occasional  explosion* 
of  bad  feeling  from  Oie  dog,  and  an  incessant  braying  of  carts  from 
early  dawn,  going  to  and  from  the  quarry;  and  tlirougb  all.  the 
sensation  of  being  pent  up  in  the  foot  of  a  boot.  Tou  may  fancy 
the  dIfBcitlly  experienced  by  a  finely  organised  human  being,  like 
me,  in  getting  eveu  a  Scotch  'poor's'*  minimum  of  sleep  onder 
Buehelrcnmslancesl  Nevertheless,  and  slEliough  ihe  wind  here  i» 
constantly  in  the  east,  and  alihoiigh  the  eternal  sniell  of  roost  meat 
In  this  house  is  oppressive  to  soul  and  sense,  "it  is  but  fair  to  stale'' 
that  I  feel  less  tendency  to  '  dee  and  do  nought  ava '  '  than  when  I 
left  London.  Elizabeth  Pepoll  would  Impute  the  improvement  tc 
■the  greater  variely  of  food' — oh.  HenvensI — and  above  all  to  the 
excellent  porter.  I  who,  though  my  Bylphide'a  wings  hBV«  long 
fallen  off.  can  still  manage  by  stilts  and  other  means  to  keep  myself 
above  such  depths  of  prose  as  that  comes  to.  find  'the  solution' 
elsewhere:  namely  in  'the  great  comfort'  which  it  is  somehow  to 


i  paused  at  a  print-iliop  window  wbet^  T  1 
lo  the  otlier  In  a  JnuaCf  knonbiK  Ume, '  Tag-U'imi  I    Bit  of 
re.'    Poor  TitellonI  was.  indiMd,  elastla  u  indla-nibbM',  bat  m 
maanlnglau  too,  pcwr  aoaX.—t.  O. 

•  Ua&eEixPs.  meaDtng  paupers. 

•  Jaffrsj-,  In  Edinburgh  Btiiieio.  conttnuallr. 

•  Sandy  Blaclindder.  factor  at  Hoddam  Itong  ago),  a  beavf.  haggy.  blf 
lonff-wlnded  man.  nss  ovfirtieard  one  day,  [□  a  fuDsral  company  wlifi^ 
not  yet  risaa.  dltcouniog  largel;  la  inouolonoiu  uudarloDea  u>  same  ae 
hour  about  the  dologi.  IntfrolJOM.  ana  manifold  lusigniBcant  proceedlngs'ol 

ifl(ellow-m«n;  but  at  longtli wound  up  with ■  and  then  Le d 
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I  from  time  to  lime  llinl  i(  oneself  is  miserablv. 
otben  m  '  perbaps  more  lu  be  pitied  thnt  Ihejr  ore  not  miMrable.' 
tlcrc  Bufflrient  far  tbe  day  in  the  markeling,  Aod  ealing.  UDil  dteM- 
Inji  Uier^ott  And  n  new  BBtlo  dress  can  diffuse  perfect  beautiludd 
thmugbau  luunortalaoult  Tlie  circuUticg  library  sfttisSes  all  tUeir 
iotcUecloal  wants,  nnd  Birtation  oil  the  wauls  of  Uieir  liearts;  it  ia 
v*ry  GOOieoleDt  to  be  thua  easily  satiaSed.  Oue  looks  plump, 
dlgeaU  wiihotit  effort,  niid  sleeps  in  spite  of  all  the  cats  and  cocka 
Id  tbe  worid.  Bui  somehow  '  1  as  one  solitary  individual ' '  would 
iMher  rsnniB  io  Hell— the  Hell  I  make  for  myself  with  my  rcstleaa 
d^plpn^— than  accept  Ihls  drowsy  placidity.  Yes,  I  begin  to  (eel 
agmin  ihal  I  am  not  la  demtire  iletfemma,  wbich  has  been  oftener 
Uian  anylhbg  clue  my  reading  of  myself  in  these  tbe  latter  tinics; 
a  natural  enough  reai^tiuu  agtinst  the  ciorbitanl  self-conceit  wliicb 
pal  tne  at  foortoni  on  aoltlDg  up  for  u  woman  of  genius.  Now  I 
siMiild  b«  only  too  pleased  to  feel  niywlf  a  '  woman  without  tlte 
granN;'a  woman,  not  a 'chimera,' '  a  miserable  fatuity.'  But  liiU 
b  fully  worse  than  n  deicrlptloa  of  scenery — dcscripiiuti  of  one's 
owD  tuaiilat  Baht  who  llkos  one  well  enough  to  find  iliat  other 
DwnalnrcT 

Well,  I  did  the  Great  Britain.  It  ii  three  hundred  and  twenty 
feet  long  and  fifty  feci  broad,  and  all  of  iron,  and  has  sii  saUs,  and 
OB*  pay*  a  thilliug  lo  sec  it.  und  It  was  not '  s  good  joy.'  All  these 
prodi^u  eSotls  for  facilitntlng  locomotion  seem  lo  mo  a  highly 
ipiMlloiiable  liivcatineni  of  liumau  faculty ;  people  need  ralber  lo  bu 
ttogbl  to  sit  still.  Yesterday  I  weul  wilh  the  girls  and  Mr.  Llddle 
(Um  man  who  U  so  like  a  doll;  lo  a  flower-show  in  Ibe  Botanical 
Q*rdMia,  The  flowers  were  well  enough,  bul  few  of  them— the 
company  shockiDgly  bud;  reully  Uiase  Liverpool  Isdlei  look,  two- 
UUrda  of  Ifaem,  improper;  Itie  damocratic  tendency  of  the  age  la 
itr*«  Itai  not  penRlralcd  hither.  1  araure  you;  not  a  woman  that 
Urlea  might  not  staud  in  udmlralloo  before,  and  exclaim  '  Uow 
eipetwlmt'* 

Ta-day  we  aw  going  '  across  the  water '  with  my  uncle ;  I  make 
«  point  of  accepting  every  lark  proposed  to  me,  however  uDlavltlng. 
I  am  here  for  what  Helen  calls  'allue  ciiangc.'aud  the  more  move' 
awit  tba  bettor.  If  I  do  not  gel  good  of  the  movt'mcnt,  1  shall  at 
l«at  get  ipDod  of  Uie  tilting  still  after  It,  Mf  uncle  Is  veiy  Und 
ti»  me.    AUck  i«  rather  improved,  Bpeaka  not  at  all  on  poUllca  In 


•  Balen'*  ptuaae  la  Qie  IHmVinalQsai. 
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my  UeoriDg.    Johnnie  I  have  found  a  use  for.    I  play  one  gnme  tf 
cbeea  witL  him  every  night,     'He  beats  ue  a'  for  a  deepThougbl,'i 
Kiud  regards  to  Helen,  and  complimeDLs  [o  the  leech. 
Do  not  woik  loo  hard. 

Ever  your  aSectioaal« 

Jakb  W.  C- 
'NoU  bena.'    I've  got  no  bocco.' 

EZTBACTS  OF  FUBTHKB  LbTTEBS  EltOU  LtTERPOOI.. 
To  T.  CaHyU,  OfitUea. 

July  27,  lS45.^They  iire  all  gone  to  church  and  I  am  here  alonSi 
eDjoying  virtue's  (Roman  virtue's)  own  reward.  My  uncle  at  tlM 
last  minute  ctrnie  to  me  in  the  room  where  I  had  fortified  mysell 
(morally),  and  asked  with  a  certain  euthuBlasiu,  '  Are  you  not  going 
to  church?'  -No.  I  have  no  thought  of  it.'  'And  why  nott'j 
(crescendo).  '  Because  your  minister  is  a  ranting  Jackass,  that  cracki 
the  drum  of  one's  ears.*  '  Who  told  yon  ilintT '  (stamping  like  my, 
grand  father.)  'I  do  not  choose  to  compromise  anyiine  by  naming 
my  authority.'  '  And  what  has  that  to  do  with  going  lo  a  place  « 
WorsliipT'  'Nothing  whatever:  but  it  has  a  greot  deal  to  dovi 
slaying  away  from  a  place  that  is  not  of  worship,'  He  looked  a 
me  over  his  spectacles  for  an  inataut  as  if  doubtful  whether  to  e< 
me  rev  or  laugh ;  and  '  eventually,  thanks  Qod,'  ■  he  cho<«  the  Int 
ter  part.  The  girls,  who  came  in  fear  and  trembling  to  pick  up  m] 
fragments,  were  astonished  to  And  that  I  had  carried  the  day.  Wi 
get  on  famously,  my  uncle  and  I,  and  by  dint  of  defiance,  tcmperei 
with  kisses.  I  can  manage  him  better  than  anyone  else  does, 

July  80.— My  uncle  has  enjoyed  my  vtelt  very  much.  I  wrote 
him  beforehand  on  the  subject  of  his  'detestable  politics,'  and  i 
have  had  no  Sares  up  this  time.    The  only  one  I  have  wltnessi 

was  last  night  at  cards.    He  and  A were  playing  at  iearti  on 

little  table  in  a  comer,  very  silently  and  amicably  to  all  appearance 
the  rest  of  UH  were  sewing  or  reading.  Suddenly  the  little  (Abli 
flew  into  the  air  on  the  point  of  my  uncle's  foot,  and  a  shower 


'  Admiring  remark  of  an  Auaandmle  motber  i 
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cBrda  fell  all  over  the  floorl    ■  D Uteae  elernal  cardi! '  B^d  he 

fiercely,  ae  we  all  slnrel  up  at  liim  ia  asioniabment.  '  Hong  them  I 
Curse  Ihcm  to  holll '  Tliej  all  looked  frigblened;  for  me,  the  Bud- 
(lenoe^s  of  the  iMn^  threw  rue  Into  a  fll  of  laiigbtfr,  in  which  my 
aocle  himself  was  llie  flrnt  to  join.  This  morning  at  breitkfAst 
mmethin^  was  wtid  about  cards  to  be  Ukeo  lo  Scotland,  'But,' 
said  I,  'I  thought  they  bad  been  all  Beat  last  nigbt  to  bell.'  'Pooh  I' 
■aid  my  uncle  quite  gravely.  '  that  was  only  one  pack.' 

I  am  nol  wise  in  writing  on  with  'mj  brains '  (as  Rio  would  say) 
tormenting  me  in  this  way.    But  what  lo  do?    One's  Good,  if  aol 
H  fceliog  BO  lonely  na  might  be  wished,  is  in  fact  lonely  enough,  and 
^Bbe's  self  without  one's  own  red  l>ed  to  retire  into,     Caunot  I  shy 
^■Bmy  'boot 'and  be  qiiiett    No,  1  get  beside  myself  pent  up  there: 
Bwtcrly  I  have  been  bolting  out  of  it  through  the  men's  room, 
wlKther  Ihey  were  clothed  or  no,  like  a  bottle  of  ginger  beer  burst- 
ing Uie  ciirk!     '  Uncle,  I  beg  your  pardon  but  I  must  get  outl' 
'Wee),  weel,'  bidlog  himself  behind  the  citrtain,  'there  is  no  help 
K  tor  it.' 
p  God  bless  you,  dear.    I  am  In  the  Devil's  own  humour  to  day  l( 
'  a  care  to  know  it — but  ever  yours,  not  without  affection. 

Wjiily  31. — Yesterday  in  the  CTcning  come  Dr.  James  C ,  and 

roiiog  K ,  all  in  black,  this  last  being  Just  returned  from  the 

nenil  of  bis  only  sister,  a  promising  girl  o(  siiteen,  the  poor 
ioUier's  chief    comfort  of  lute  years.    I    recollected   the   time 

"ten  Mrs.  N ,  then  Agnea  L .  consulted  me  whether  she 

ODglil  to  marry  J,  N .     Where  vFere  all  these  young  N "s 

tb«n — tlie  lad  who  sale  there  looking  bo  sndty,  the  girl  who  had 

jael  been  laid  under  the  earth!    Had  Agnea  I, lived  true  lo 

ihc  memory  of  her  first  love,  would  these  erislencea  have  been  for 
pTer  suppressed  by  lier  act?  If  her  act  could  have  suppressed 
tbpiii.  what  pretension  have  they  to  call  themselves  immortal, 
eternal?  Wbat  comfort  is  there  in  thioking  of  the  young  girl  ]u3t 
laid  in  her  gmvc?  '  My  dear,  you  really  ought  not  to  go  on  with 
tiinl  lort  of  thing— all  that  questioning  leads  to  noUiing.  Wo  know 
notbing  about  it  and  cannot  know,  and  what  better  should  we  be  if 
■we  didT"  '  All  very  true,  Mr.  Cnrlyle,  but ' — at  least  one  cannot  ac- 
cxpt  such  solution  on  the  authority  of  others,  even  of  the  wisest — 
one  must  have  worked  it  out  for  oneself.  And  the  working  of  it 
«iit  Is  a  sore  busineis,  very  sore;  especially  with  '  a  body  apt  to  fall 

^vfftitt  S,  Senforih. — Oeraldioe  (Jewabury)  came  yesterday  after- 
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noon,  looking  even  \xUet  than  when  in  London,  and  not  tritl 

R expected,  by  any  meaus.     She  liaa  brought  a  good  t 

of  cigaiilOB  with  ber.  which  la  rather  a  pity,  us  1  had  just  begun  i 
forget  there  waa  auch  a  weed  as  tobacco  in  the  civilised  n 
Slie  is  very  amudog  acd  good-humoured,  does  at]  the  '  wiu '  i 
party:  and  Mrs.  Puulet  and  1  look  to  the  Pure  Keosoa  and  F 
cal  Elndesvour.     I  fancy  you  woulti  Bnd  our  talk  amuiiiiig  if  yoV 
could  assist  at  it  in  a  cloak  of  darkness,  for  one  of  the  penaliif 
being  '  the  wisest  mao  and  profoundcBi  tliiuker  of  tiie  age'  it  \\ 
royal  one  of  never  hearing  the  plain,  '  unornanieated '  truth  8 
en ;  everyone  striving  to  be  wise  and  profound  iurild  natiird  it 
prcBCDce  of  such  a  one.  and  making  himself  as  much  &a  posaible  inU 
his  likeness.    And  tbis  is  the  reason  ibiLi  Arthur  Helps  and  » 
others  talk  very  nicely  to  me,  and  iwre  you  lo  dialraction. 
mc  they  are  not  afraid  to  stand  on  the  little  '  broad  basis'  ot  U 
own  individuality,  such  as  it  is.    With  you  tticy  Jkre  always  baiaDO>l 
ing  themselves  like  Tagliooi,  on  the  point  of  Iheir  moral  <; 
Jeoiual  great  toe. 

If  I  wore  going  '  at  my  age  and  with  my  cough '  to  tiik»  np  K 

mission,  H  would  bo  the  reverse  of  F.  W 'a.     Instead  of  h 

■  ing  up  individuals  into  the  species  1  would  draw  a  chalk  t 
ronnd  every  individuality,  and  preach  to  it  to  keep  within  tlia^ 
and  preserve  and  cultivate  its  identity  at  the  expense  of  ever  a 
much  lost  gilt  of  other  people's  ■  isms.' 

Avguit  10. — '  Moimieur  le  Preudertl/  I  begin  to  be  weary  of  tl 
treatment  I  experienee  here.''  Always  my  'bits  of  leilera'  : 
'  biia  of  letters, '  as  if  I  were  some  nice  Utile  child  writing  ii 
toil  on  ruled  paper  to  its  God-papnl  Since  Jeffrey  waa  pleased  tl 
compliment  me  on  my  'bits  of  convictions,' I  have  i 
'  rights  of  woman '  so  trifled  with.  Ue  paid  the  penally  of  his  ■ 
snrance  In  losing  from  that  time  my  valuable  corrcapon deuce; 
you  I  cannot  ao  easily  cease  to  correspond  'for  reaaoos  whidi  ]l 
maybe  interesting  not  to  slate.'  I]ut  anoman  of  my  invention  ci 
always  Bnd  legitimate  means  of  revenging  herself  on  those  wlio  i 
not  treat  ber  with  the  respect  due  to  genius,  who  put  her  oB  wittail 
pat  on  the  head  or  a  chuck  under  the  chin  when  she  nddresaca  iliei 
in  all  the  full-grown  gravity  of  five  feet  five  inches  and  lhre»^ija| 
tcrs  without  her  shoeil  So  let  us  hear  no  more  of  my  '  bila  of  U ' 
ten'  unless  you  are  pre)>ared  to  front  a  nameless  retribution. 

J.  M seems  to  be  still  Ughiiug  it  out  with 

■  fVcncA  ifcuolufiuii— ipeftber  In  Jacobin  Club.  fvpdIub 
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kbating  no  Jot  of  heart  or  hope.  If  he  were  beside  you  I  am  per- 
suaded he  would  aoaa  become  (he  aiacere»t  disciple  that  you  ever 
had;  he  seems  so  very  near  kicking  his  foot  through  the  vilioie 
Uiutariiui  concern  already.  He  was  arguiiig  wilb  GernldlDe  about 
the  'BOfteaiog  tendencies  of  our  age.'  'the  sympathy  for  kuaves 
and  crimioats.'  '  llie  impossibility  of  great  miwla  being  disjoined 
from  great  moraiily,'  'the  stupidity  of  expecting  to  be  happy 
through  doing  good.' 

Nothing  could  be  more  orlhodosl  But  what  would  have  'en- 
grushed '  him  with  you  more  [ban  anylliiog  was  in  tallying  of 
Cromwell's  doings  in  Ireland.  '  AElcr  all/  be  said.  '  people  make 
a  great  deal  more  outcry  over  massacres  than  there  is  any  occodoa 
for;  one  does  not  understand  that  exorbitant  respect  for  human 
life,  in  overlooking  or  violating  everything  that  makes  it  of  any 

Avgutt  14.— A  delicate  attention  I  This  muming  the  bell  for  get- 
ting up  did  uot  ring  I  lay  awake  till  near  niiie  expecting  it,  and 
then  I  thought  I  might  as  well  dress.  When  I  cnme  down  every- 
body had  tinished  breakfast.  '  But  the  bell  did  not  ring.'  said  I, 
quite  allocked.  '  Ob,  no,  modaro.'  said  Hr.  Pauloi ;  '  tliey  told  ma 
you  were  so  witly  at  dinner  yesterday  that  you  had  better  be  let 
tlnmber  this  morning  as  long  as  possible,  in  case  of  your  feeling  a 
Ihtlc  eshaustedl '  And  so  actually  the  bell  had  not  been  rung  in 
OODsidcnition  of  my  incessant  wit. 

I  bad  a  long  and  really  excellent  letter  from  Helen  yesterday, 
containing  a  Uitte  box  of  salve  for  my  bunions.  Biie  bad  '  tried  it 
on  herself  ftrst '  and  found  it  quite  satisfactory.  Tell  her  that  her 
letter  waa  quite  a  ireat  for  me,  so  copious  and  sensible,  and  not 
vKhonl  wits  event  She  tells  me  that  'the  child'  (the  leech)  'gets 
tlways  more  lively,'  and  she  is  becoming  'rather  fond  of  it.' 
She  vuggeats  also,  very  sensibly,  that  I  should  bid  you  give  her 
timdy  notice  when  you  leave.  '  as,  she  would  like  to  have  all  your 
tliinga  nice  for  you.  and  you  might  never  tliink  of  telling  ber  lill 
tiMTerydayt' 

I  bare  your  letter.  Bometimes  the  postman  prefers  taking  them 
to  Dulfl  Street,  and  I  have  to  wait  all  day  In  uncertainty,  and  then 
X  am  '  vaixed.'  No  address  seems  able  to  secure  us  against  this 
rvt^trttempi.  I  wish  I  were  tiiere,  dear  Good,  to  6rJM*r  you  A  la 
/'rant'  I  could  not  reconcile  myself  to  following  my  pleasures,  or 
^X  least  my  eases,  here  while  you  are  so  hard  worked  and  solitary. 
If  it  were  not  that  my  health  is  really  improving,  and  I  look  for- 
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noon,  looklBf«T  rf^,j**«l8ton  lady  for  you  throng 


dgailtos  -         ^  ^'^^K^  ■"*'•  "•"'  ■"''''  eating,  and  aleep- 

— •  •!—  »*'J^»^>*^„j[^  and  hariog  my  feet  rubbed,  and 

.jI^  .J    .  _    I  ]iaye  ically  no  time  for  v  riling 


could  ^^^  i^'-  *'''^''  l*  using  him  up  famously.    He  ii 

ImIw  f^!^  ''rifD'  "^  "^  '"'  '"*' '  "^^  without  glimmeringi  of 


9  home,  I  play  o 


^u'JJi/.'^paper  and  everybody's  is  done;  so  you  n 
'*^-  Y.wo,n 

ASORABU  WiFK. 
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ver  know  wliethcr  a  letter  is  wclcomer  when  il 
^after  bavin);  ticen  impntienlly  waited  for,  or  like  yesterday's, 
tepromiscuously,' wlion  Iwits  Btiiading'on  the  broud  basia' 
jnalcaaeA  are  tbcy  who  do  nut  hoi>e,  for  they  shall  not  be  dig- 
^^lOiBtedr  laaavirc  you  I  am  the  ooly  peraon  obliged  by  your 
friiiingi  it  makes  a  very  palpuble  diScrcncc  in  my  amlabilily 
tbrooghout  the  day  wlipibcr  I  have  a  letter  to  begin  it  with. 

jMt  night  we  went,  according  to  programme,  lo  Mrs.  A '•, 

and  'it  ia  but  fair  to  sLitc'  that  ibc  drive  there  aud  back  in  the 
noonlight  was  the  bust  of  it.  The  party  did  me  no  ill,  liowereri 
It  was  not  a  Uullai'ian  crii^h  like  the  hist,  but  adapted  to  the  size  of 
[he  room:  scU'ct,  moreover,  and  with  llio  crownin);  grace  of  an 
open  window.     There  wns  an  old  gentlemnn  who  did  the  imposn- 

ble  to  inspire  me  with  n  certain  respect-,  Y they  called  him, 

and  his  glory  consiats  in  owning  the  Prince's  Park,  and  throwing 
it  open  to  '  poors." '  Oh,  what  a  dreadful  liiUe  old  man  I  He  plied 
me  with  qucsiiona,  and  suggcations  atioot  you,  till  I  was  within  a 
tfiHe  of  putting  '  mj-  linswr  in  the  pipy  «'  'im.''  '  How  did  Mr. 
Carlyle  treat  Oliver Croniw<-il':i crimes?'  "His  what! 'said  I.  'The 
atrocities  he  exerciivd  on  (he  Irish.'    '  Oh.  you  mean  massacnng* 

'  Not*-,  p,  isn. 

■  Oi^-lnE  lioliy  un.ippfuiBl>le.    '  Put  yaur  anger  In  M  plpla  ot '  (litU*  wfad- 

plp«).  aBiii  some  Iliglilauil  body. 
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{alrisOQ  or  two?  All  that  la  trcaletl  Tsr;  briefly.'  'But  Ur,  Cu- 
Ijle  mint  (eel  a  jusl  liorror  of  Uiat"  '  HorrorT  Ob,  none  at  all,  I 
usure  jrou!  He  regards  it  as  the  ouly  meuns  under  tlie  circuni' 
■tances  to  save  lilooiiabed.'  Tbe  little  old  gentkniBn  bounced  back 
in  Ub  chair,  and  t^pread  out  bis  Iwo  bande,  like  a  duck  about  to 
Bwitn,  wbile  there  burst  from  bU  lips  a  groan  Ibat  made  eret70De 

look  at  u£.     What  had  1  said  to  tbeir  llr.  Y 1    By-and-by 

my  old  gentleman  returned  to  tbe  charge.     '  Mr.  Carlylc  mual  be 

feeliog  much  delighted  about  the  Academical  Schools!'     'Ob,  nol 

be  has  lieen  so  absorbed  in  hia  ova  work  lately  that  be  has  not 

been  at  leiaute  to  be  deligliled  about  auytbing.'     'But,  madam!  a 

.  Btau  may  attend  to  bis  own  work,  and  attend  at  the  same  time  to 

L  qtMstiona  of  great  public  interest.'     '  Do  you  tbiok  bo?    I  don't.' 

*  Another  bounce  on  the  chair.    Then,  with  a  sort  of  awe,  as  of  a 

'demon  more  wicked  than  your  wife;' '  '  Do  you  not  think,  madam, 

that  more  good  might  be  done  by  taking  up  tlie  history  of  tbe 

actual  time  than  of  post  ageal     Such  a  lime  aa  this,  so  full  of  Im- 

praremeniB  in  arU  and  scieocea,  the  whole  face  of  Europe  getting 

iuelf   changDdl     Suppose  Hr.  Carlyle  slioutd  bring  out  a  yearly 

Tolume  alJout  all  thisr '    This  was  Y 's  last  flight  of  eloquence 

with  me,  for  catching  the  eyes  o(  n  lady  (your  Mias  L— —  of 
'The  Qladiator';  6xed  on  me  with  the  most  ludicrous  expresdon 
of  ayinpathy.  1  fairly  burst  out  laughing  till  the  tears  ran  down; 
and  when  1  had  recovered  myself,  tbe  old  gentleman  had  turned 

for  compensation  to  J.  M .     J.  had  reaGona  for  being  ci»il  to 

Um  nliicli    I  bad  not.  Mr.  Y being   his  landlord;    but  he 

nemed  to  b«  answering  him  in  his  sleep,  white  his  waking  tboughta 
were  Intent  on  an  empty  chair  l^etwiit  Oeraldine  and  me,  and 
sraatually  ho  made  it  his  own.    Aa  If  to  deprecate  my  eonfound- 

iog  him  with  thcne  Y 'a.  be  Immediately  began  to  speak  In 

the  most  diarcspeclful  manner  of  Mechanics  Institutes  'and  all 
that  sort  of  thing;'  and  then  we  got  on  these  eternal  Vestiges 
of  Creation,' which  be  termed,  rather  happily,  'animated  mud,' 
Oeraldine  and  Mrs.  Paulet  were  wanting  to  engage  htm  in  a  doc- 
trinal discussion,  which  they  are  cstremely  fond  of:  'Look  at 
Jaoc*  suddenly  exclaimed  Oeraldine, '  she  is  quizzing  ub  in  her  own 

mind.    You  must  know '  (to  M )  ■  we  cannot  gel  Jane  lo  care 

abit  about  doctrines,'     'I  should   think  not,'   said   M ,   with 


>  PMer  Rlnuno'm  »nDon  OD  Aiuinliu  mi 
latBoa  more  wlckecl  than  hii  wite.' 
*  Dull  book.  iiinaii-attieUtlc),  much  talked  o 


a^pbira;  '  Templed  bj  ei 
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grt.'at  vivacity:  'Mrs.  Carljle  is  tbe  most  concrete  wamftn  tbU  1 
have  seen  for  it  longwliile.'  'Ob, 'laid  Oemldlne.  'she  puU  sti 
her  wisdom  ioto  prnclice,  and  go  never  gets  imu  K,-rap«s.'    '  Yea,' 

Haid  M iaa  toac  'signiflcanl  of  much,' '  to  keep  out  of  doctrines 

is  the  odI;  way  to  koep  out  of  acrapes! '  Wm  uirt  tliat  a  ciedilable 
ipeech  in  a  Unitarian! 

Miss  h is  a  frank,  rather  agreeable,  woman,  forty  or  thecM- 

bouts,  wbo  looks  as  if  elic  liad  gone  through  a  good  ileal  of  lianl- 
ahip;  not  'a  domineering  genius'  by  sor  means,'  but  with  sense 
enough  for  all  practical  purposes,  such  as  admiring  you  to  ihe 
skies,  and  Cromirelt  too.    Tlic  rest  of  Ifae  people  were  'chioUy 

musical,  Mr.  Carlylo.'    Mrs.  A is  very  much  fallen  off  la  her 

singing  since  last  year;  I  suppose,  from  squalling  so  much  to  het 
pupils.      She  is  to  dine  here  Io*day.  and  ever  so  many  people 

besides,  to  meet  these  R 's.      DoubUeu  we  Eball  be  'borne 

through  with  nu  honourable  tbroughbearlng;' '  but  quietneis  is 
belt. 

And  now  I  must  go  and  walk,  while  the  sun  shines.  Our 
weather  here  Is  very  showery  and  cold.  I  heard  a  dialogue  the 
other  moruiug  belniit  Mr.  Paulet  and  bia  factotum,  n-hich  amusad 
me  much.  The  factotum  was  mowing  tbe  lawn.  Mr.  Paulel 
threw  up  tbe  break  fast- room  window,  and  calli'd  to  him:  '  Knolles! 
how  looks  my  whcnl?'  'Very  distressed  indeed,  sir  I '  'Are  we 
much  fallen  down  F '  '  No,  sir,  but  wc  are  black,  very  black. '  '  All 
this  rain,  I  should  have  thought,  would  have  made  us  fall  down?' 
'  Where  the  crops  are  heavy  they  are  a  good  deal  laid,  sir,  but  it 
wouldtakeavost  of  rain  tolay  us!'  'Oh,  then,  Enolles,  it  is  because 
we  arc  not  powerful  enough  that  we  are  not  fallen  down  1 '  '  Bir?' 
'It  is  because  we  are  not  rich  enough? '  '  Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  I  don't 
quite  understand? '  Mr.  Paulet  shut  the  window  and  returned  to 
bis  breakfast.    Ood  keep  you,  dear. 

Your  own 

J.  C. 
LETTER  73. 

3h  T.  Carlyte.  ChOtea. 

AUK.U,  laiL 

On  our  return  to  the  railway.  I  had  got  out  of  the  carriage,  and 

was  walking  backwards  and  forwards  when  two  gentlemen  pa 

'JaRrsj't    '  Pr>oh :  clever  enough,  buc  not  adDmineedag  bbdIuiI' 
\e  High  Suhoal,  Eillnbuish,  thirtj  rears  berwe  j 

~a  thankasIrlnK  on  &  Sacruneotat  occadon. 
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one  ot  nhom  1  Tell  to  know  quite  well,  and  after  a  little  couMdera- 
lion  I  decided  it  waa  Hr  3torej,  of  Koseneath.  Back  I  ran  and 
]aid  m;  hand  on  bia  arm.  'See,'  1  said,  'bow  much  better  m; 
iDemory  ia  than  youral '  'I  know  jour  face  quite  weU.'  said  lie. 
'  but  fOT  my  life  I  cannot  lell  who  you  are.'  '  Wtij,  I  am  Jeaoni* 
Welsh,  to  be  sure'  If  jou  bad  only  seen  the  mau  t  His  tmns- 
poTta  were  "  rather  exquiBite.'  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  any- 
body BO  outrageously  glad  to  see  me  in  all  my  life  before.  It 
was  only  after  he  bad  played  all  manner  of  antics  that  I  recol- 
lected he  had  once  been  in  love  with  me.  He  was  still  with  me 
when  Mrs.  Faulet  and  QeraldiDe  made  Iheir  appearance,  and  they 
tM>lh  perceived  in  the  drat  Inalnnce  Ihal  the  gentleman  I  introduced 
to  them  bad  once  been  my  lover;  two  women  alike  '  gleg.'  In  con- 
aideratiou  ot  which  good  taste  on  his  pnrt,  Mrs.  Paulet  on  the  spot 
invited  him  to  go  home  with  us  to  dinner;  but  that  be  could  not 
do,  was  just  sbout  Elirilng  for  London,  where  be  bad  meant  lo 
seek  me  out.  It  did  me  grent  good  lo  »ee  him,  especially  as  be 
d  to  glad,  nut  for  his  own  aake  particularly,  but  as  an  authen- 
t  piece  of  old  times, 

lol  been  ui  home  three  minntes  when  J.  M arrived 

^nrly  dinner  by  appointment.  I  told  kirn  to-day  quile  frankly 
tliat  be  bud  better  cut  Unitarianism  and  come  over  lo  us.  He 
asked  mc  who  I  meant  by  '  us.*  and  I  Baid  Carlyle.  He  sighed, 
and  shook  his  bend,  and  eaid  somelbing  about  a  man  being  bound 
to  remain  In  the  sphere  appointed  lo  him  till  he  was  fairly  drawn 
^gn  of  it  by  bis  coDscicDce. 


LETTER  74. 


Corlylewae  himself  coming  North;  his  wife  lo  return  lo  London. 
8be  had  wriilea  him  an  rnigry  letter  uboui  his  changes  of  plan. 
which  had  disturbed  her  own  arrangcmeDls, — J.  A.  F. 

To  T.  CarlgU,  Cheltta. 

AUK.SS. 

DeMest.— To  day  I  am  restored  to  my  normal  state  of  amiability 
through  the  unassisted  efforts  of  nature.  I  am  sorry  now  I  did 
not  repress  my  little  moTement  of  impatience  yesterday;  a  lover 
would  have  found  it  charming,  perhaps  more  tlaltcring  than  whole 
pages  of  'wits 'and  doUftie;  but  buttbands  are  so  obtuse.  Ttaeydo 
not  noderetand  one's  movements  of  impatieuce;  waul  always  "to 
lie  lreal«d  wiUi  the  respect  due  Lo  genius;  *  exact  common  sense  of 
Uieir  poor  wives  rather  than  '  the  finer  senelbilitles  of  the  heart;' 
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and  RO  the  maniitge  stale '— '  by  working  kto  and  earlj,  has  tatat 
to  whdt  yo  aee  '—if  not  precisely  to  immorlal  smash  as  yei,  at  les«t 
towltliln  a  hair's- breadth  of  it,    Bui  iLc  matrimoDtnlquestii 
lie  oTcr  till  I  wrll«  my  book  on  the  Rights  of  Women  and  make  an 
EBj/ptian  happy. 

LETTER  75. 
To  Oharlei  Oatian  Duffy,  E*q.,  Dublin 

S  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Sept.  II 

SLj  dear  Sir,— Thank  you  euiphalicallj  for  the  bcauUful  little 
Tolume  you  liave  sent  me,  '  all  to  myself '  (as  the  children  say).  Bo- 
sides  the  proEpectire  pleasure  of  reading  it,  it  is  no  Bmalt  immedl' 
ale  pleasure  to  me  as  a  token  of  your  rememhraDce;  for  when  OM 
has  '  sworn  an  everlnstlog  frieudaliip '  at  first  sight,  one  d«rii«4j 
very  naturally,  that  ii  Kiiouid  not  have  been  on  your  Irish  principle 
'  with  the  reciproeiiy  ikll  on  one  aide.' 

The  book  only  readied  me,  or  rather  I  only  reached  it,  last  nigtati* 
on  my  return  home  after  an  absence  of  two  months,  in  searcit  ot—i 
what  shall  I  say? — a  rcligioa?  Surcenougli,  if  I  were  agoodCath^ 
olic,  or  good  Proteslant,  or  good  anything.  I  should  not  be  vi^ied 
with  those  nervous  illnessea.  which  send  me  from  lime  to  time  out, 
into  space  to  get  myself  rehabilitated,  after  a  sort,  '  by  change  of 

When  are  you  purposing,  through  the  slrengtb  of  He&ren,  to 
break  into  open  rebellion^    I  have  sometimes  lliought  that  iu  a  civil 
war  I  should  possibly  find  my  mission  ' — moi!    But  in  these  m 
ly  talking  times,  a  poor  woman  knows  not  how  to  turn  herself, 
pecially  it,  like  myself,  she  '  huve  a  devil "  always  calling  to  1 
'HarchI   marchr  and  bursting  into   iuferual  laughter  when  it- 
quested  to  be  bo  good  as  specify  whither. 

If  you  have  nut  set  a  lime  for  taking  up  arms,  when  at  leut  al 
you  coming  again  to  '  eat  terms '(trhatever  that  may  mean)T  I  ft 
what  my  husband  would  call  'a  real,  genuine,  healthy  de^re' 
pour  out  more  tea  for  you. 

Uy  said  husband  ba«  dnisbed  liis  '  Cromwell '  two  weeks 
Iben  Joined  nte  at  a  place  near  Liverpool,  where  he  remained 


By  working  la 
Altbough  ne  I 


It  ya  we. 

'  our  bridal  bed 
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veek  in  a  bighlj  reactionar;  slai«;  aud  then  he  wcot  North,  aad  I 
SouUi,  to  meet  again  when  he  has  had  enough  of  peatbog  and  hii 
pLatoaically  beloved  'ailCDce'— perhaps  in  three  weeks  or  a  month 
hence.  Ueaowhile  I  intend  u  great  houauhold  eariliqiinke,  through 
the  lielp  ot  chimDef'tweepa,  carpel- bcaterd.  and  other  like  producia 
ut  the  fall  of  our  first  parents.  And  bo  you  have  our  history  up  to 
the  preaeul  monieat. 

Success  to  all  your  wishes,  eicept  f  or  the  destruction  ot  us  Baxons, 
aod  heliero  me 

Always  very  cordially  yours, 
^_  Jakb  W.  Caultlb. 

^C  LETTER  76. 

Aboat  the  end  ol  August  I  did  come  to  Seaforth;  wearisome 

journey;  bulky  dull  msn.  SirW.  B ,  as  I  (ouud,  and  some  Irish 

admirers tftlldtig  dull  antiquariBii  pedantries  nnil  platitudes  all  day; 
1  as  third  part^  silent,  till  al  length,  nenr  sunset,  bursliug  out  upon 
them  sad  Uieir  Neonius,  to  tlieir  terror  and  astunisliment  and  Bl- 
nioal  to  my  own.  Beautiful  reception  by  Mrs.  PHulet  and  her 
nailing  for  me  at  the  station.  Alas!  alas!  how  unspeakable  nowt 
— T.  C. 


k,From  Liverpooi  Carlyle  went  on  by  eea  lo  Annan,  leaving  Mrs 
"■-•-'- ■-- -oChel--      '    ■    " 


tolyle  lo  go  home  lo  Chelsea.— J.  A.  P. 


7b  r.  Oarlyle.  Btq..  ScodMg. 


^^V  Cbelsea;  Honday,  Sept.  IB,  IBU. 

^^B  was  sure  you  would  have  a  wretdicd  voya);e;  t!ic  very  smell  of 

^^Eu  boat  made  me  sick  for  all  Ihe  rest  of  the  evening.     We  'did 

intend'  to  have  waived  a  handkerchief  to  you  In  passing,  from  Ihe 

roof  of  the  house ;  but  the  fog  was  loo  thick  '  for  anything." 

Great  eSorls  were  made  lo  keep  mi^  longer,  but  it  is  my  principle 

■ir»yB  to  go  away  iiefore  having  eihnu«!ted  (lie  desire  to  keep  me; 
■ide«  that,  I  pique  myself  on  being  a  woman  of  my  word,  and  so 
\  Mtci  in  Cheyne  Row  once  uioro. 
The  Journey  back  waa  a  cotisiderable  of  a  bore;  Ihe  train  I  came 
liy  gtartiog  at  eleven,  and,  supposed  by  Mr.  Paulet  to  answer  lo 
that  which  leaves  here  at  ten,  did  not  land  me  al  Eusion  Station 
lUl  half  after  nine !  And  all  that  while,  eicepl  a  glass  of  porter  and 
idwich.  '  the  chief  characlerisiic  of  which  was  its  tenuity,''  I 

HtU-i  ■Goounl  of  KHue  celebrated  creatim's  '  Uterature.' 
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had  DO  fiupporl  to  nature,  (ot  I  saw  no  eeiiBO  !□  dining  at  Binning- 
bamwlioa  I  expected  lo  be  in  Loodon  at  sis.  Jolin  '  haA 
note  llie  day  before,  proposing,  aa  lie  proposed  the  senna  forMarfll 
children,  ibnt  I  ciiould  appoint  liim  to  meet  mc,  '  or  perhApa  I  hi  ~ 
better  not."  Nol  baviug  got  the  letter  before  setting  out,  1  hid,  i 
course,  no  option;  '  wbicli  wbb  proUnbly  Just  nn  well."  Arrivio 
liere  a  qusrler  after  leu,  I  found  poor  little  Helen  half  distracted  i 
mj  Inteness;  '  if  it  bad  been  llie  masiter.  sbc  would  never  ba< 
minded,  but  me.  llial  was  always  to  a  momeol!'  And  eo  she  bi 
been  taking  on  at  a  great  rate;  and  finally,  just  a  tev  minutes  b 
fore  I  arrived,  got  John  despalclied  lo  look  for  me  (!)  at  tLesiaUoOi 
in  case,  aa  he  fancied,  I  bad  preferred  coming  by  the  ciprees  train; 
and,  Ibrough  these  good  iatenlions,  'highly  unfortunate,'*  I 
kept  up  till  half  after  one;  John  not  coming  backlill  half  after  twelve^ 
and  1  too  polite  to  go  to  bed  wilhoiil  awaiting  big  coining.  Moreover 
Ibe  carriage  1  came  in  had  pilcbed  like  a  ship  in  a  storm;  go  that 
was  shaken  into  an  absolute  fever;  '  the  flames  of  fever  bad  ■eice 
on  me;'  and  what  with  all  tbia  fatigue,  and  the  excitement  of  (n 
ing  myself  at  bome,  I  could  not  sleep  '  Ibe  least  in  the  world,'  as 
bave  not  recovered  myself  to  this  hour.  All  is  quiet  about  ine  I 
quiet  can  be.  even  lo  John's  boots;  but  what  aignifies  that,  if  ob 
have,  like  Aiiuu  Cook's  soldier,  '  palpitation.' 

I  have  found  everything  here  as  wel!  or  better  than  could  Iiai 
been  expected:  the  leech  alive  and  'sohappyl'  Helen  radiant  wil 
virtue's  own  reward;  the  economical  department  in  n  v 
ward  state,  but  not  confused,  for  it  is  clear  as  day  that  not  a  sioj 
bill  has  been  paid  since  I  left.  Helen  seems  to  have  bad  U 
pounds  leu  for  the  incidcnlal  expenses,  which  1  shall  iucloee  I 
itccount  of,  to  amuse  Jamie;  and  there  is  a  national  debt  to  I 
butcher,  baker,  and  milkman,  amounting  to  about  five  pot 
So  that  the  housekeeping,  during  my  absence,  lias  been  carriod  i 
at  aomo  six  or  seven  ahilllngs  a  week  less  tban  it  I  bad  been 
home,  which  is  all  as  it  should  be,  for  I  defy  three  people  to  live 
we  do  on  less  than  thirty  shllUngs  a  week.  I  do  think  the  liU 
creature  is  very  careful;  as  for  boneat,  that  1  have  been  sure  abo 
long  ago. 


JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE, 


LETTER  77. 

lb  T.  Ca^lyk,  BeotAHg. 

ChelBea:  'niunds;,  Sept.  18, 1815, 
Kj  De&r, — I  hsve  got  quite  OYer  ilie  fatigues  of  my  journey, 
which  had  been  moBt  proTokingly  aggravaied  for  me  by  a  circum- 
aUuice  'which  it  may  be  inieresting  not  to  stale;'  the  Itut  two 
nights  I  have  alept  quite  as  well  aa  I  nas  doing  at  Seaforlh.  The 
retirement  of  Olieyne  Row  is  aa  deep  at  present  as  anyone  not  ab- 
solutely a,  Timon  of  Athens  could  desire.  ■  There  is,  in  the  first 
place '  (aa  Mr.  Paulet  would  say),  the  physical  impossibility  (hardly 
anybody  being  left  in  town),  and  then  the  weather  has  been  so 
tempestuous  thai  nobody  in  his  senses  (except  Mazzini,  who  never 
rejects  whether  it  be  raining  or  no)  would  come  out  to  make 
visile.  He  (Mazdni)  came  the  day  before  yesterday,  immediately 
on  receiving  notification  of  my  advent,  and  his  [loe-skiQ  boots 
were  oozing  out  water  in  a  manner  frightful  to  behold.  He  looked 
much  as  I  left  bim,  and  appeared  to  have  made  no  progress  of  a 
pmcticol  sort.  He  told  me  nothing  worlli  recording,  except  that 
he  had  received  the  other  day  a  declaration  of  love.  And  this  Itc 
told  me  with  the  same  eaUna  and  historical  precision  with  which 
you  might  have  said  you  had  reeeired  an  iDvitation  to  take  the 
chair  at  a  Mecbanica'  Institute  dinner.  Of  course  I  asked  'the 
particulara.'  'Why  nott'  and  I  got  them  fully,  at  the  same  time 
with  brevity,  and  without  a  smile.  Since  the  assassination  affair,' 
be  bad  received  many  invitalions  to  the  house  of  a  Jew  mercfiiiul 
of  Italian  extraction,  where  there  are  several  daughters — '  wliat 
nhall  I  say? — horribly  ugly:  that  is,  repugnant  tor  me  entirely.' 
One  of  them  is  '  nevertheless  very  strong  in  music.'  and  seeing  that 
he  admired  her  playing,  she  bad  '  in  her  bead  confounded  llie  play- 
ing with  the  player.'  The  last  of  the  only  two  times  he  had  availed 
himself  of  their  attentions,  as  they  sat  at  supper  with  Browning 
and  some  others.  '  the  youngest  ot  the  horrible  family '  propoeed  to 
him.  in  wtto  voce,  that  they  two  should  drink  '  a  goblet  of  wine  '  to- 
gether, each  to  the  person  that  each  loved  most  in  the  world.  '  I 
find  your  toast  unegoial,'  said  be,  'and  I  accept  it  with  pleasure.' 
'  But,'  said  she,  '  when  we  have  drunk,  we  will  then  IcU  each  other 


Iff.  wlio  had  accused  1)1 


lU 


LETTERS  AKD  MEHOllIAI^  OF 


lowhom?"  ■Excuse  me,' aaid  he,  'we  will,  if  you  pleaae,  drint 
williout  coadiiloDi.'  Whereupon  Ihe^  drank;  ' nod  ihen  this  giti 
— what  BhaJl  1  snyl  bold,  upou  my  honour — proposed  lo  Icll  tne  lo 
whom  she  had  drunk,  and  tmet  tu  m;  tellmg  ber  after,  "  Aa  juu 
like."  "Well,  ihen,  it  wns  to  you!"  "Really?"  said  I,  surprised. 
I  must  confess.  "Yea,"  snid  alie,  pointing  aloft;  "true  as  Qod 
exists."  "Well."  Midi,  "Iflod  U  Biningo."  "Now,  liieD."uid 
she,  "to  whom  did  you  drimkf  "AhT'said  I,  "that  is  unoihrr 
question:"  and  on  (his.  that  girl  became  gbaetlr  pate,  m  thai  h«r 
Bisier  called  out,  "NlDal  what  is  the  matlet  wiih  youT"  and  now, 
thanks  God,  abe  has  sailed  lo  Aberdeen. "  Did  you  ever  hear  any- 
thing BO  distracted?  enough  to  make  one  ask  if  R has  not  aomt 

grounds  for  bis  extraordinary  ideas  of  English  wotnea. 

The  aaid  R preaealed  himself  hero,  last  night,  ia  an  iatcTTBg 

Dum  of  rain,  and  found  me  in  my  dressing-gown  (after  the  weulngi. 
eipeeting  no  such  n%mmeU»endung,  I  looked  as  beautifully  un 
conscious  OS  I  could  of  all  tbe  amaEiug  things  I  had  been  told  cf 
him  at  Bcaforth.  He  talked  much  of  a  'dreadful  illness;'  bii 
looked  as  plump  as  a  pinciiahion,  and  had  plenty  of  what  Mr. 
Faulet  calls  '  coIoutb  in  his  face.'  Hs  seemed  lees  distnictfd  [hsn 
usual,  and  professed  to  have  discovered,  for  the  first  lime,  '  Ihc 
infinite  blesacdDess  of  work,'  and  also  lo  be  'making  mon'^y  a)  o 
great  rate — pnjing  oQ  hie  debt  by  five  or  six  poundE  a  week'  I 
remarked  Lhnt  he  must  surely  have  had  a  prodigious  nisonnl «' 
debt  to  begin  with. 

Kind  regards  to  your  mother  aud  the  rest. 

J.  C. 

LETTER  78. 
lb  T.  CarJyle,  ScoVMg. 

•tattO&j,  Sept.  n,  I W. 
'  Nolhink ' '  for  you  to-day  in  the  shape  of  inclosure,  unless  ' 
inclose  a  letter  from  Hrs.  Paulet  to  myself,  whicli  you  will  find  * 
'  entertaining'  to  the  full  as  any  of  mine.  And  liothink  li 
either,  except  all  about  the  play;'  and  upon  my  honour.  I  do  D 
feel  as  if  I  had  penny-iviincr  genius  enough,  this  cold  monting.  1 
make  much  enterlAinment  out  of  that.    Enough  to  claop  am 


■  Dumfrlea  pOHtmaBtcr  of  old!  'NotlilDli  tor  Crstgonpnttock  UhIbj,  tM*!!*-^ 

■  Printe  thastficols  got  i^  by  Dlckaus  and  Foister  for  w 
purpose,— J-  A,  T. 
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1  exclaim,  like  Helen  before  tlie  Virgin  and  Cliild.  'Oh,  how 

!'    But'liow  did  the  creatures  get  through  it!'    Too 

{Ml:  Bud  not  well  enough!    The  public  Ihentre,  Ecvnea  puinted  bj 

tnafield.  costumes  'ralhei  eiquisite,'  logithcr  willi  the  certuin 

HtDt  of  proficiency  in  the  amaleura,  overkill  all  idea  of  private 

Httricftls;  and,  considcriag  it  as  public  lbeHtric»ls,  the  acting  was 

U  insipid,'  not  otte  performer  amou);  them  that  could  be  culled 

~  uooe  that  could  be  cttlled  nbsoluielj'  bad.    Douglas  Jer' 

1  seetDcd  to  me  the  best,  the  oddity  of  hlu  appearance  greatly 

tping  him;  be  played  Stefhea  tlie  Cull.    Forsier  as  Kilcly  nod 

0   Captain  Bobadil  were   mach   on   a  par;   but   Forsier 

nerved  hia  identity,   eveu  through  his  loftiest  Qights  of  Ma-_ 

idyism;  while  poor  little  Diclieus.  all  painted  in  block  aud 

t,  sad  alTecting  the  voice  of  a  man  of  six  feet,  would  have 

t   unrecogniMble    for    the    mother    that    bore   him  I     On  the 

lole.  to  gel  up  tlie  Bmallest  interest  in  the  thing,  one  needed  to 

k  ktwaya  reminding  oneself;  'all  liieee  actors  were  once  men!  '> 

will  be  men  agaiu  to-morrow  morning.    The  greatest  wonder 

B  was  bow  Ibej  bod  contrived  to  get  together  some  eU  or 

3  liundrcd  ladieH  and  gentlonicii  (judging  from  Ihu  clothes)  at 

»  soasoD  of  the  jcai;  and  all  utterly  unknown  to  mc.  except 

e  halt-doEeo. 

Bo  long  as  I  kept  my  seat  in  the  drees  circle  I  recognised  only 
Jlrs.  Macready  (in  one  of  the  four  private  boxes),  and  iu  my  nearer 
uvigiiliourhood  BIr  Alexander  and  Lady  Gordon.     But  in  Ihc  in- 

El  l)etwixt  the  piny  and  the  farce  I  took  n  notion  to  make  my 
a  Mr».  Macready.  John,  of  course,  declared  the  thing  '  clearly 
Bsible.  no  use  trying  it;'  but  a  servant  of  the  theatre,  overhear- 
ur  debate,  politely  offered  (o  escort  mc  where  I  wished;  and 
then  John,  having  no  longer  any  difflculilee  to  surmount,  followed. 
to  have  hia  share  in  what  advantages  might  accrue  from  tlie 
change.    Passing  ihrnugb  a  kmg  dim  passage,  I  came  on  a  tall 

In  leant  to  the  wall,  with  bis  head  touching  the  ceiling  like  a 
yatld.  to  all  appearance  asleep,  or  resolutely  trying  it  under 
St  unfavourable  circumstances.  '  Alfred  Tennyson  I '  1  exclaimed 
Joyful  surprise.  '  Well  I '  said  be,  taking  the  band  1  beld  out  to 
B,  and  forgetting  to  let  it  go  again.  'I  did  not  know  you  were 
town,'  ludl.     'I  should  tike  to  know  who  you  ore,'  said  he;  'I 


these  MldtMS  wi 


afavarr  rouag  Wedgwood  at  a  Woolwich  revienr  '  Ali.  pip*,  all 
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kuow  Ihrii  I  kuiiw  you,  but  1  cannol  tell  your  iiMna.'    And  I  li 
actually  to  name  myaelE  to  him.    Then  he  woke  up  in  good  eMUO 
and  said  be  had  been  meaDlag  to  come  to  Chelsea.    '  But  Cftrlyls 
ID  Scotlaod,'  I  told  him  with  due  buraility.     'So  1  heard  tn 
Bpedding  alrendy.  but  I  asked  Bpedding,  nould  be  go  with  n 
ece  iSn.  Carljle?  aud  he  ea)d  he  would.'    1  told  liim  if  he  r 
meant  to  come,  he  Ijad  better  Dot  wait  for  backing,  under  lite  \ 
eat  circumEtanccB;  and  tlieu  pursued  my  way  to  the  ftlacrei 
box;  where  I  was  received  by  William  (whom  I  had  not  diviiM 
with  a  '  Gracious  heavens ! '  and  sponianeous  dramatic  start,  whl 
mode  me  all  but  answer, '  Gracious  heavenal"  and  start  dramatical 
'  in  my  turn,    And  then  I  was  kissed  all  round  by  his  women ;  i 

poor  Noll  Gwyn,  Mrs.  M G ,  eeemed  almost  pushed  by  I 

general  enthusiasm  on  the  distracted  idea  of  kis^iing  me  alsol  Th 
would  not  let  me  return  to  my  stupid  plac«,  but  put  in  a  third  cl 
for  me  in  front  of  their  box;  'and  the  latter  end  of  that  woi 
was  belter  than  the  beginning.'  Maeready  was  in  perfect  ecsla 
orer  Uie  'Life  of  Schiller,'  spoke  of  it  with  tears  in  hia  eyes. 
'a  sign  of  the  limes,"  1  may  mention  that  in  the  box  oppoailei 
the  Diiko  of  Devoosliire,  with  Payne  Collierl  Next  to  us  wM 
D'Orsay  and  'Milady  I ' 

Betweeu  eleven  and  twelve  il  was  oil  over — and  ilie  [ 
result!  EigliVaad-eiipence  for  a  fly,  and  a  headache  for  lweiil| 
four  hoursi  I  went  to  bed  as  wearied  as  a  little  woman  conld  ti 
aod  dreamt  that  I  was  plunging  through  a  quagmire  seeking  » 
hvrbs  which  were  to  save  the  life  of  Mrs.  Maurice;  and  that  MaurM 
was  waitmg  at  home  for  them  in  an  agony  of  impatience,  wliilt 
could  not  get  out  of  tlie  miid-walerl 

Oraik  arrived  next  evening  (Sunday),  to  make  his  complimeni 
Helen  had  gone  to  visit  numbers,'  John  was  smoking  in  t 
kitchen.  I  was  lying  on  the  sofa,  headocbey.  leaving  Craik  to  p 
himself  to  tlie  chief  expenditure  of  wind,  when  a  cab  drove  a 
Mr.  Slrschey!  No.  Alfred  Tennyson  nlone!  Actually,  liy  a  si 
pcrbuman  effort  of  volition  he  had  put  liimself  into  a  cab,  nay  • 
brought  liimself  away  from  a  dinner  party,  ami  wns  there  to  amoti  ^ 
and  talk  with  me!— by  myself— mel  But  no  such  btesBedueM  wm—^ 
in  store  for  liim.  Craik  prosed,  and  John  babbk'd  for  lua  enle^^" 
lainmeut:  and  I,  whom  be  bad  oome  to  see,  got  scarcely  any  gpeccj''* 
witli  him.    The  exertion,  however,  of  having  to  provide  him  wil--^ 


through  my  own  unassisted  ingenuity  (Helen  bein^  gone  tG 
' '  J4o  K,'  or  On  like,  denotisg  PMUdiMiant  tbwv. 
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Ae  erening)  drove  bctrj  my  beadacbe;  also  perbnps  a  Utile  femi- 
nine t»niiy  ul  having  inapired  such  a  man  Willi  the  energy  to  liike 

ft  cab  on  Ills  own  n^pnnaibility,  and  to  Ibrow  bimsclf  on  providence 
gelliDg  away  againl     He  stayed  til!  eleven,  Craik  silting  him  . 

as  lie  aat  out  Lady  B ,  and  would  all  out  the  Virgin  Mary 

lid  he  find  bcr  here. 

itb  tbcse  unfortunate  matlresacs  (a  work  of  necessilv) 
and  Dtbcr  proceases  almost  equally  indispcnaablc,  1  have  my  bands 
Tull.  and  [eel  'worried,'  wLicb  is  worse,  J  fancy  my  earthquake 
bc^ti9  to  '  come  it  rather  atrong'  for  John 'it  comfort  nnd  ease,  but 
~  cannot  help  that;  U  I  do  not  get  on  with  my  work,  «uch  as  it  is, 
1  here  tort 

J.  C. 
LETTER  79. 

7h  T.  GarlyU.  Big. ,  Scol^iig. 

Clielsee:  Tbunday  evBalng,  Sept.  SG  (!).  IBU, 

an  inclosure  that  will  '  do  thee  neither  ill  n'r  gudet '  It 
r  Along  wEtli  two  brochiiri'<i,  one  blue,  one  pea^een— the  thin- 
It  brochures  in  every  scubb  that  ever  iasucd  from  ■  the  womb  of 
|n-Bt«d  night!'  '  the  insipid  offHpriojj'  of  that  'urack  brained  en- 
^osiic '  wbo  calla  herself  JJenri  Pait»;  oao  entitled  OreatmiiUer- 
a  verae.  the  other — ofa,  Heavens! — La  fcmrae  Ubre,  tt  Vimai^ 
•\  d*  la  fentme:  Rhapaodit  d  propot  den  Saiut-Siiiiouieat,  in 
ikadpro«e. 

kbave  looked  into  it  over  my  lea.  aod  find  that  Ibe  only  eman- 
plton  tat  femm»  bee  In  her  buving  'Is  Mint  noitrage  lU  retUr 
Glad  tidings  of  great  Joy  for— Robertson  I  '  Qutrroya 
),  ti  vnit  pourxz,  eontrt  la  liommet!'  exclaimH  the  great  female 
a  enthusiasm  of  platitude.  '  MaU  p^tr  gu'il*  daij/Mnl 
qiler  win  iifi,  pnupet-leur,  avant  tovtt  gu4  tma  axa  appri* 
.     ,     .     d  tout  pauer  d'eua ! ' 

I  roae  yesterday  morning  with  an  immense  desire  for  '  change  of 
air.'  I  had  made  the  hou,»e  into  the  liveliest  repreBontalion  of 
'Hell  and  Tommy''  (I  'Tommy'),  and  it  struck  rao  that  I  should 
do  well  to  escape  from  it  for  some  hours;  so  John  and  I  Ictl  lo- 

>  BuUer**  deflnltion  to  me  of  a  Hartla  picture  (eii|;raTlnK  rather)  on  Hae- 
rMdf'a  Btalroue  ooe  gala  nielit.  Picture  mul-iuBd  u  BodUm.  all.  aod  with 
gQB'muB  llcure'  (' Tonunjr  1  notably  promlnvQt. 
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gether.  lu  the  King's  Road  he  picked  up  a  cab  to  Iske  back  lot 
ilia  luggage,  luid  1  weni  od  to  Chieace  Terrace,  where  I  diosd, 
nnd  by  sis  1  was  nt  home  agniD  U>  tea.  Mis.  Macreody  liud  n-  ii 
turned  to  Eastboume.  haviag  ouly  come  up  for  the  day  to  at'"-^' 
the  play  That  I  was  prepared  for,  as  ^be  bad  invited  ma  I 
iiloug  with  tier,  but  I  wo.'i  u<jt  prepared  to  Qnd  poor  Maureody  i 
iu  bed.  with  two  doctoTa  attcodiog  bim.     He  had  caught  a  horribl 

cold  that  night,  from  seuiug  Mra,  M Q to  her  caxr 

tliroiLgb  tbe  rain  '  in  thin  shoes; '  lied  been  obliged  to  bnakk  u 
gageracut  at  Cambridge.  Poor  Letitia'  was  very  concerned  nl 
him,  but  would  still  not  let  me  go  without  some  dinner. 
she  writes  to  me  that  he  is  better.  There  seemed  ti  good  deal  c 
Jenlouayin  Hacreadydom  ou  the  subject  of  the  amateur  a 
'  tremendous  pull  of  the  thing '  had  appeared  in  tbe  Timea — '  moc 
kind  really  than  erer  the  Timet  showed  itself  towards  WUllamt'' 
Johu,  when  he  came  at  night  to  pay  '  bis  compliments  of  digestioo, 
suggested,  with  bis  usual  ori^natity,  'it  was  probably  thai  0 
puff)  which  bad  made  Maeready  so  ill  Just  now  I'  Forster,  I 
seems,  bears  away  the  palm;  but  they  have  all  bad  their  share  C 
praise,  '  and  are  in  such  a  state  of  excitement,  poor  tbings;  i 
never  was  seen!'  'It  will  not  stop  here,'  Miss  Macreody  tliioka. 
To-day  1  liave  nut  been  out  at  all,  I  rose  at  seven,  to  recei7»- 
sweepl  And  have  been  helping  Helen  to  scrub  in  Ibe  libmry  tl 
now — seven  in  the  evening.  John*  came  rushing  in  soon  BfU 
nine  Ibis  morning:  be  bad  left  a  breast-pin  in  Uie  glaas-drawer,  M 
'supposed  il  would  not  be  lost  yetl'  Then  having  found  it,  I 
brought  it  to  me  in  the  library,  where  I  was  mounted  on  the  stepi 
covered  with  dust,  to  ask.  whether  I  thought '  the  diamonds  reoJ 
and  what  I  thought '  such  a  thing  would  cost.'  It  was  tbe  pin  1 
got  years  ago  in  Italy.  I  told  him  I  would  not  take  upon  i 
to  value  it,  but  I  could  learn  its  value  for  him.  '  Prom  whomt 
'From  Collier  tbe  Jeweller.'  '  Where  does  he  live?' (with  I mmeiM 
eagerness.)  'At  the  top  of  Sloane  Street.'  '  But  wouldn't  he  Id 
me, — it  I  asked  him!  me,  myself  I '    '  I  dare  say  he  would,'  said 


■  Hlsditer,  a  very  amiable  ^ntleworoan. 
>  '  WllUam '  was  the  good  Un.  M.'s  congtaDt  drolKnatlon  toi 
'  Jolin'a  careless,  heller^keller  waya  bud  been  Dotable  wnce  Us  bajbood 
and  which,  CaMng  bla  ease  anioDg  us,  were  frequenlly  an  object  of  natlre 
heroalotlia  rest  or  as.    The  good.  BfTeclloDati?,  hoDest,  and  Dunlr  chMMI 
■nd  tUia  Mleola  ibAl  la;  deeper  she  oIm  koew.  as  weoU  of  uadld,  ihooal 
jf  vDcoJ  nscogolClDn. 
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II  soothingly,  for  he  seemed  lo  lie  going  rapidly  out  of  hia  wils.  with 
aU-absorbing  deaire  lo  know  Ibe  vnlue  of  that  pin  I  If  1  had  not 
«een  hiin  Ihc  night  before  playing  with  Lis  purse  and  some  sover- 
eigns, 1  might  have  thought  he  was  on  the  point  of  carrying  it  lo  ft 
psimshop  to  get  himaelf  a  morse!  of  viclualsl  But  irben,  giving 
up  th«  diunoDdfl  as  glass,  be  passed  to  Iho  individual  value  uf  Uie 
torquoiae  in  the  middle,  flesh  and  blood  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
nod  I  returned  to  my  dusting  in  Bllence;  wliereupoa  be  looked  nl 
his  watch,  and  found  lie  '  was  obliged  to  go  off  to  the  British  Mu- 
seom. '  What  in  all  the  world  will  become  of  him !  Be  aeems  to 
be  more  than  ever  without  ■  flied  point,'  wiiiiout  will,  without  so 
much  as  a  good  wish!  unless  it  be  to  enjoy  a  loluntble  slmce  of  uia- 
loriAl  comfort,  without  'Amt.'  and  as  much  as  possible  without 
'Geld.'  However,  now  that  he  has  ■  concluded  with  his  landlady.' 
it  IP  DO  buBlnesaof  mine  how  he  Boundera  on.  'bating  no  jot  of 
heorl  and  hope,'  as  he  says.  My  own  life  is  rather  of  the  founder- 
ing fiort.  only  I  have  the  grace  to  have  '  abated  heart  and  hope '  iu 
it  tu  suob  an  extent  as  to  iliitik  sometimes  that,  'if  I  were  dead, 
and  &  stone  at  my  bend,'  perhaps  it  would  be  bc'  ■■— terl '  < 

Not  B  soul  has  been  here  since  Alfred  Tennyson — except  the 
•dark-fftted '  KrasiDSki,'  who  did  not  get  in.  I  know  his  rap,  and 
tigoifled  to  Helen  to  say  '  I  was  ijiuk— «r  dead ' — what  she  liked  I 
80  aba  told  him,  'the  mistress  was  bad  with  her  head  to-nigbt.' 
ffhich.  if  not  precisely  the  naked  truth,  was  a  Gambardella  'aspi- 
ntloiD  '  towards  it.  But  besides  Miss  Slacready  yesterday  I  saw 
Belps.  who  seems  to  me  'dwindling  away  into  an  unintelligible 
whinner,'  I  met  him  iu  the  King's  Road,  juet  as  John  called  his 
cab.  Kiid  he  walked  imck  part  of  the  way  with  n)e,  decidedly  too 
solemn  for  his  size! 

I  get  DO  letters  in  these  days  except  from  you.  Geraldine  has 
tren  fallen  dumb;  still  out  of  sorts  I  fancy,  or  absorbed  in  bcr 
•oDO-eyed  Egyptian;'    perhaps  scheming  a  new  'worki'      I  care 

^■■y  Utile  which.    Kind  regards  wherever  they  arc  due. 


PTorlom  Did  pauper,  entering  a  school-room  (to  dome  and  UtUe  cbUdreD); 
I'm  a  poor  belplMS  entur; 
If  I  vaa  d««d,  and  &  nona  at  mj  head. 
I  think  It  would  Iw  bey-liir  Ibelter)  I ' 


lie;  uttotly  poor;  died  In  Edlnhureh 


LETTERS  AND  MEMORlAl*  OP 


I 


2b  T.  QarlyU.  SeetOrig. 

WcdaeidBy,  Oct,  UtS  (Mone  eTenlDS.  i 
Wellt  now  I  am  subsided  again;  set  iii  foe  b.  quiet  evening. 
loisurs  to  write,  and  with  plenty  to  write  About.  I  know  not  b< 
it  U;  I  seem  to  myself  to  b«  leading  a  moat  solitary,  and  rirtuoi 
and  eTcntleBS  life  here,  at  tbls  dend  season  of  tJie  year;  and  i 
when  I  sit  down  to  write,  I  bavc  bo  many  things  to  toll  always  (1 
I  am  puzzled  wbere  to  begin.  Decidedly,  I  was  meant  to  fat 
Ijeen  a  siiballera  of  the  Daily  Pre«s— not  '  a  pecny-!ady, ' '  but- 
penny-Q-liner;  for  It  is  not  only  a  faculty  with  me,  but  a  necesd 
of  my  nature  to  make  H  great  deal  out  of  nothing. 

To  begiu  with  soroelUng  I  have  been  treasuring  up  for  a  w« 
(ffir  I  would  not  holloa  lilt  we  were  out  of  the  wood) ;  I  hare  | 
daan  the  dog .' '  '  The  dogi  wasn't  he  put  down  at  Christmas,  wl 
a  hare?'  It  seemed  so;  and  'we  wished  we  might  get  it!'  Buli 
my  return  I  found  hira  in  the  old  place,  at  the  back  of  the  wi 
barking  'like — like — anything! '  '  Helent '  1  said,  with  the  call 
ness  of  a  g^reat  despair,  '  is  not  thai  the  same  dog?  '  *  'Deed 
ill '  said  she,  '  and  tlie  whole  two  months  yon  have  been  away. 
tongue  bits  never  lalnl  it  has  driven  even  me  almost  diBtmct«d I' 
said  no  more,  bttt  I  had  my  own  thought*  on  the  subject.  Polsa 
a  pistol  ballet?  the  Metropolitan  PoliceV  Some  way  or  other  ll 
dog — or  I — must  termlnatet  Meanwhile  I  went  on  cleaning  «i 
what  heart  I  cotild.  '  Hy  Dearl  WiU  you  hasten  lo  the  cataM 
pheT'  I  am  hastening,  slowly— /e«(ina  Utile,  Bless  your  bea 
'  there's  nothing  pushing' — 'the  rowing'  are  a'  in  the  loft'  for  tl 
night!  Well!  it  was  the  evening  after  John's  depsrlare.  I  ti 
been  too  busy  all  day  to  listen;  the  candles  were  lit.  and  I  hnd  i 
myself  with  my  feet  on  the  fender  to  enjoy  the  happiuess  of  I 
ing  let  alone,  and  to bid  myself  ■  consider.'    ■  Bow-wow-w<n 


1  In  Scotluid  the  ' 
'  bttaflvoIeDt '  peraooa;  i 
not  nltb  much  aucCBBB. 
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ro«red  the  dog.  'and  d&abtd  the  cup  of  fame  from  my  brow!' 
'Bow-wow-wow  '  again,  and  again,  tiil  the  whole  universe  Momud 
turned  into  one  great  dog-kennel  I  I  hid  my  face  in  my  hands  ami 
groaned  inwardly.  '  Oh,  destiny  occursedl  what  iise  of  icrubbing 
and  Horting?  All  this  availcth  me  nothing,  so  long  aa  Ibo  dog  sil- 
teth  at  the  washerman's  gate  I '  I  could  have  burst  into  tears,  but  I 
did  noti  'I  was  a  republican — before  the  Rerolution;  and  I 
□ever  wanted  energy! '    I  ran  for  ink  and  paper,  and  wrote: — 

'  Dear  Gsmbordella, — Tou  once  oflered  to  shoot  Bonie  cocks  for 
me;  that  aerrlce  I  wob  enabled  to  dispense  with;  bul  now  I  accept 

your  devotion.     Come,  if  jou  value  my  sanity,  and .'    But 

here  '  a  audden  thought  struck  me.'  He  could  not  take  aim  al  the 
dog  without  scaling  the  high  wall,  and  in  so  doing  he  would  eer- 
tAiDly  be  seized  by  the  police;  bo  1  threw  away  that  first  sibylline 
leaf,  and  wrote  another — to  the  washerman!  Once  more  1  offered 
him  'any  price  for  that  horrible  dog — to  hang  it,'  offered  '  to  setilc 
a  yearly  income  on  it  if  it  would  liold  ila  accursed  tongue."  I  im- 
plored, threatened,  imprecated,  and  ended  by  proposing  that,  in 
case  be  could  not  lake  an  Immediaie  final  resolution,  he  should  in 
the  interim  '  make '  the  (log  dead-dmnk  with  a  bottle  of  whiskey, 
which  I  seat  for  the  purpose) '  Helen  was  sent  off  with  the  note 
and  the  whiskey;  and  I  sal,  all  concentrated,  awaiting  her  return, 
as  if  lie  fate  of  nations  bad  depended  on  niy  diplomacy;  and  so  It 
did,  to  a  certain  extent!  Would  not  the  InHpiralinna  of  '  the  first 
man  in  Europe '  be  modified,*  for  the  aeil  six  months  at  least,  by 
the  fact,  who  should  come  off  victorious,  I  or  the  dogT  Ah!  it  is 
curioua  to  think  bow  &nl  men  in  Europe,  and  first  women  too, 
are  acted  upon  by  the  inferior  aalmals! 

Helen  came,  but  even  before  tiiat  had  '  (lie  raven  down  of  night ' 
nuootlied  itself  in  heavenly  silcncel  Qod  grant  this  were  not  mere 
accident;  oh,  no!  verily  it  was  not  accident.  The  waslierm^tn's 
two  dftugbters  bad  seized  upon  and  read  the  oote;  and  what  wiis 
death  to  mc  had  been  snch  mre  amusement  to  Ihcm  that  they  '  fell 
into  fits  of  laughter' in  the  first  place;  and.  in  the  second  pl.ice. 
r»n  down  and  untied  the  dog.  and  solemnly  pledged  themselves 
that  it  should  'never  trouble  me  morel'  At  CliriBlmas  they  bad 
KDt  it  ini«  the  country  for  three  months  '  to  learn  lo  bo  quiet,' 
and  then  chained  it  in  tlie  old  place;  now  tUey  would  take  some 
Bud  measure.     Hext  morning  came  a  note  from  the  washerman 
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bimseir,  writlea  on  glazed  paper,  with  a  crow-quUl,  apologiting. 
promising:  he  could  not  put  ll  awny  enlirely;  as  it  wna  '  ft  fntx 
protection' lo  him,  ami  'beloDged  to  a  relation'  (who  aliali  tt.j 
where  sen  liment  muy  not  exist!),  but  he  'had  untied  it,  nod  would 
take  care  it  gave  me  no  further  trouble.'  aod  he  '  returoed  Lit 
grateful  tbanka  for  what  'as  been  sent,'  It  is  a  wecic  ago;  nodoM 
may  now  rest  satinScd  that  the  tying  up  caused  the  whole  nui- 
sance.  The  dog  is  to  be  seen  going  about  Ibere  all  day  in  ibc 
yard,  like  any  other  Christian  dog,  '  carrying  out '  your  principle 
of  ellonce,  not  merely 'plalonically,' but  practically.  Since  ih« 
night,  as  Helen  remarks,  '  it  has  not  said  one  word ! '  So,  '  thsnlu 
God,'  you  still  have  quietude  (o  return  to! ' 

I  took  tea  with  Sterling  on  Monday  nigbt;  walked  there,  anil 
he  sent  the  carriage  home  nitb  me.  It  is  very  difficult  lo  know 
how  to  do  nlth  him.  He  does  not  seem  to  me  essentially  mad: 
but  nilher  mad  with  the  apprehension  of  madness;  a  etale  of  mind 
I  can  perfectly  underetAud — mot.  He  forgets  somelimee  Antbi)ny'< 
name,  for  example,  or  mine;  or  how  many  children  be  has;  uid 
llien  be  gels  into  n  rage,  that  he  caenot  recollect;  and  then  he 
stamps  about,  and  rings  the  bell,  and  brings  ever3-1>ody  in  lite  hooM 
lo  '  help  him  to  niiiembcr;'  and  when  all  will  not  do.  he  exdalnu 
'I  am  going  mud,  by  Ood!'  and  then  be  Is  mad.  aa  mad  as  i 
March  hare.  I  can  do  ne»E  to  nothing  for  him,  Iwyond  cbeeriu^ 
him  up  a  little,  for  the  moment.  Yesterday,  again,  1  went  a  little 
drive  with  him;  of  course,  not  vritbuul  Saunders  aa  well  aa  ll 
Coachmau.  Ue  told  me  that  when  he  beard  I  had  writlea  ahe 
him,  be  'cried  for  throe  days.'  Anthony's  ileaerlion  aeesu  ll 
central  point,  around  wiiicb  all  bis  bypocbondriacal  ideaa  c 
gate.  Anthony  has  ueTiT  written  him  the  scrape  of  a  peo.  fine 
he  leti  him  instnsiblo  at  Manchester;  nor  even  wriltea  nbout  ii 
80  far  08  tiiniseir  or  hb  manservant  knows. 

Whom  ehe  have  I  seen?    Nobody  else,  1  think,  exoept  i 
zini,  whom  I  was  beginning  to  fancy  llie  Jewess  must  have  i 
an  enlooemeat  at;  and  inierv  he  had  tK'cn,  sure  enough,  but  not  l| 
the  Jewess — by  himself,  and  only  iJae  length  of  Oitord; 
he  meant  to  go  only  the  length  of  Oxford;  but.  with  his  usM 
practicality,  lei  himself  be  carried  sixty  miles  further,  to  a  plu 
he  called  Swinton.*    Then,  that  the  journey  back  might  hare  a 
Its  share  of  mlsudTenture.  be  was  not  in  lime  to  avail  himself  oi 


JXSB  WZLSn  CARLYLE. 


203 


the  place  be  lisd  taken  'in  \he  secoud  class;'  bill  Lad  to  jump  up, 
'i|Lkit«  piv>mi«caoualf,'  beside  'Uie  ctmductur,'  where  he  bnd  'all 
lite  winda  o(  Ucaveit  blowiug  ua  liiin.  and  Uirough  kirn;'  ibe  re- 
sult u  '  dreadful  cold.'  Urcadrul,  it  rnuBl  have  been  when  it  cod- 
fluml  Itjm  lo  the  house.  Meanwhile  he  had  lind — two  other  dcclor- 
atiotm  of  love  1 1  Thvy  be^u  (o  be  «b  abeurd  aa  Uie  midgea  in  Ur. 
FlciniDg's  '  right  eye.'  'Whall  more  ofthemT'  '  Ahyca!  unbap- 
pilyl  Ibey  begUi  to — what  shall  IsayT — rain  on  me  hketauUreBtt!' 
Ooe  was  from  a  young  lady  in  Ocnoa,  who  sent  bim  a  bracelet  of 
licT  liair  (the  only  feature  he  has  seen  of  her);  and  Lieeged  '  to  be 
united  lo  liim^ — in  plotlingl'  'That  one  woe  good,  upon  tny 
honour.'  '  And  the  ulher?'  '  Ahl  from  a  woman  here,  married, 
IhankaOod;  though  tt>BniBnMty  years  morcold — Ptcuch.  and  sings 
— Uie  oilior  played,  decidedly  my  lo<e  of  muuc  has  cooBequenccal ' 
'  And  how  did  die  set  about  ill '  *  Franchemtnt ;  through  a  mii> 
Ual  friendi  and  then  she  cgdI  me  an  iavitaiion  to  supper;  and  I 
Ktluped  for  answer  that  I  was  going  to  Ojford ;  where  1  sliU  nm. 
and  will  remain  a  long,  lonR  lime!'  Emaneipatioa  <U  la/emine.' 
one  would  iay,  il  marcltes  almost  faster  than  intellect.  And  now, 
U  tiiere  be  not  cUtier  enough  for  one  night,  1  have  a  great  many 
half-moons  and  stars  to  cut  in  paper  before  1  go  to  bed.  For  what 
ltTpo«e7  That  i»  my  secret.  'And  you  wioh  that  you  could  lellt' 
hOood  night.    tidiUi/  uM.  J.  C. 

r^  told  ScoU,  in  a.  note,  to  despatch  Mr«.  Rich's  letter  immsdi- 

IJITTER  81. 
7b  T.  Oarli/le.  SeohMg. 

CbeJaea :  Taesday,  Oct.  T,  1S46. 
■Alil'  my  dearl  TcB'lndeedl  If  I  could  'quencli  the  devil' 
(.  ywu  might  turn  your  face  homewards  with  a  feeling  of  com- 
ative  security.  But. Sybillinc  leaves,  whisky,  game  even,  all  the 
MM  Of  seduation  which  I  'have  at  roy  poor  command,  canaot 
h  blm.  Still,  as  in  the  thne  of  old  Dr.  Ritchie,  '  he  goetb  about, 
king  whom  he  may  devour,' and  does  not,  or  Helen  was  remarking 
Is  moming  the  dog  did.  ever  since  it  bad  been  set  at  large,  'be 
n  Just  like  any  other  rational  being.'  One  must  be  content  lo 
m  dS,'  then,  belter  or  worse.  Against  tha  devil  my 
nlee'  themselves  are  powerless.'  But  hero,  on  tbe  table  before 
It  this  moment,  one  would  say.  lay  means  enough  to  keep  him 
■ImH  atupiOltr  Iba  goda  UiemHlvea  ore  poirerJeB'  rScUUerj. 


) 

I 
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Hi  bay  (or  a  while;  first,  two  seriet  of  discourses  on,  I 
tian  Humilialion ' ;  tecond.  'The  Cilj  o(  God,' b;  C. 
D.D..  fiiahop  ot  RdiabMigh;  uJid  Bocondlf,  ■  pur  of 
perciunoQ-Iocks. 

Are  Dot  ilie  Fates  kind  iu  sending  me  Iwo  Euch  nindTdbta 
CTeningT  When  IbaTemode  oijrMlf  Etifflcientlydtsperate  bf  at 
of  the  one,  I  c»a  blow  my  bnunt  out  with  tbe  other.  Came  « 
may,  one  haa  alwajs  one's  '  Cily  of  God '  left  and — ooe'a  p^Ul 

Meanwhile,  I  am  going  to  dine  with .     She  me(  Vn- 

win  here  jcsterdaj,  and  aekcd  him  to  fetch  me :  and  ihou^  I 
greai  e;es  at  him,  he  answered.  '  With  ail  the  pleasure  im  Otat' 
And  so,  lor  want  of  moral  courage  [o  sa;  A'o  on  lay  own  bsjia, 
am  in  for  a  stupid  erening  and  Italian  cookery:  but  I  a 
some  sewing  with  me,  nnd  stipulate  to  be  brought  away 
have  been  all  day  giving  the  last  flnish  to  the  china  cloiet; 
shocked,  this  moment,  by  the  town  clock  striking  four,  before  Mft 
letter  b  well  begun;  I  will  send  it,  nevenbeJes.  lest  y«n  ib 
'  take  a  notion '  to  be  anxious. 

I  am  also  under  (he  disagreeable  necessity  of  warning  jron 
you  most  hriag  some  money.     'The  thirty  poimds  I  lefl  doa 
readyT'     No.  not  done  absolutely,  but  near  it;  and  yet  ny  1Ma0 
has  been  as  moderate  as  well  could  be.  and  my  little  ii 
have  all  been  made  oil  tbe  money  that  was  to  hn<re 
dered  in  Wales.    1  niah  you  had  had  Ihe  paying  out  at  tbe  cwl  tt 
the  quarter  instead  of  Ihe  beginning;  it  is  ao  provoking,  wbeai 
wanted  so  mueb  to  have  been  praised  for  my  economy,  W  have  1 
say  instead,  you  must  bring  more  money.    But  just  lake  tbe 
ble  to  see  bow  it  his  gone,  without  any  mention  of  victuala  at  all? 

£    M.d. 

Your  debt  to  clear  off 4  IS  S 

Water-rale 6  > 

Chnrch-raie II  8 

Rent 8  15  0 

Aldin's  quarter's  account        .       ,        ,       .  fi    8  0 

Taxes S    iti 

'  To  Helen  of  wages 10  0 

34    1  SI 
B  as  that,  iritat  more  were  it  pcesnile  i 
Ad  (Mt !    Ever  youxa, 

Jahe  Cakltlb. 

le  reo-ipt*  all  InclomL    Oh,  aj  >  poreny '  I  rtctaer  lo  ma  UuHi  il 


JANE  WELSU  CARLYLE. 


LETTER  83. 

7b  T.  CarlyU,  ScoU^yrig 

Smulny,  OcL.  li!,  ISIS, 

CoDsideriag  that  a  letter  of  twelve  pagea  will  reach  you  in  the 
course  of  nature  to-tnorrow  morning,  another  for  Tuesday  raorn- 
iug  seems  lo  bo  about  ns  eupcrfluoiia  n»  Mr.  Keuny's  secoud  twin.' 
NeverUtelns,  to  be  |>uncLua!  lo  orders,  thia  little  sheet  comes  '  liop- 
ping  to  flod  you  iu  the  sume." 

1  have  been  from  meWe  to-day  till  now  (six  in  Itic  eireuing)  with 
old  Sterling.  He  cvnc  to  a«tc  me  to  drive,  and  dine  with  him  after, 
which  humble  prayer  I  could  comply  witti  in  both  its  braucbe»— the 
day  being  Sunday,  and  nothing  particular  doing  at  home.  In  pass- 
ing along  Brompton  Road,  he  suddenly  pulled  the  cbt'ck  fitriog  and 
said  lo  me  in  a  solemn  Toice, '  Now,  will  you  please  lo  accompany 
me  to  Ibe  regions  of  the  dead! '  '  Certainly  not.'  aaid  1,  aud  called 
to  the  i^oacliman,  '  Drive  onl'  'Bsis  rapidly  improving  in  his  physi- 
cal part;  but  tlie  head  is  confused  ae  much  aa  ever.  He  liegau  cry- 
ing about  his  wife  to-day:  and,  after  declaring  that  '  she  had  reason 
la  be  saiislled  witli  his  grief  for  her  Iom.'  liiiinUcd  off  with  '  and 
uow  I  say  it  really  and  religiously,  I  have  just  one  hope  left,  and 
Uml  is — to  be  left  a  widower  as  soon  as  possible,' 

Ou  my  return,  I  foimd  ou  the  table  the  cards  of  Hri.  N and 

Mrs.  A .     '  Uow  these  two  women  do  hale  oou  anoihcrl ' '    But 

Ihey  are  now,  it  would  seem,  not  ashamed  to  drive  out  together. 

I  wsa  rather  sorry  to  linTe  missed  Hn.  N .    Wliu  sliould  drop  in 

on  me  yeslerday  tit  dinner,  tmt  little  BOItv,  looking  fat  and  almost 
OooteoledT  She  was  passing  through  Willi  one  of  Lur  pupils,  whom 
•be  hod  been  living  with  six  weetis  at  Bevenoaks.  tobenear  adoctor 
'for  disenaes  of  the  skin.'  She  hod  fallen  in  there  with  a  fine  liidy 
who  poaseteed  Mr.  Carlyle's  works,  and  said  she  liked  tbem  in 
many  respects,  and  always  took  his  part  in  public;  thai  there  was 
one  thingnbout  him  '  deeply  lo  be  deplored.'  B&lle  asked, '  What? ' 
'Why,  you  know,  on  certain  subjects  Ur,  Carlyle  thinks  for  him- 
self, and  that  is  so  very  wrong. ' 

'  Ksonr,  UiB  plajirriglit,  married  [o  the  ■id<nr  at  Holcroft  (Uie  nervoua 
IrWi  eenilemwi,  to  black  French  glnntcn.  aTraid  ol  noChingl  iiati  an  Impor- 
tant bequest  depeadlnK  '  on  the  huth  of  n  ohlld, '  Twins  duijr  came,  vrliere- 
npoa  aoiloDa  Ketatj  dropped  olT  In  BihII  KonUugue  lo  Inquire:  '  But  will  ihM 
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LETTEU88. 

John  Pbr»ttr.  Enq..  58  lAJieoln't  Inn  FUUU. 


^B    906 

^H  B^  Houu:  SuDitav,  Dec  7, 

^^f  Uf  dear  Mr.   Forster. — A  womnii  is  couBluatly  gcllmg  « 

agnintt  foUowiag  'the  impulses  ot  her  heart  I '  Why,  I  never: 
could  im&giucl  for  all  Uie  grnnd  bluaders  I  am  conscious  oT  haTing 
commiltci.1   in  liCe   Iiavu  resiiitud   from   neglecting  or   gaioanjiog 

the  impulses  of  my  heart,  to  follow  the  inslgUtii  of  my  uudtntBod 

)ng.  or,  still  worse,  of  other  understanditigs.     And  t* 

rived  tit  this  with  it,  that  Ihave  fluag  my  uudersiandiug  toiJiedag«.3 

and  thick,  do,  say,  and  feel  just  exactly  aa  naiure  prompts  n 

■  Well,  having  Just  finished  the  reading  of  your  ariicle  on  'Crom-- 
well,'  nature  prompts  me  h>  take  pen  itnd  paper,  und  tell  you  thkfl 
I  lliiak  it  devilishly  well  done,  atiU  quilQ  us  meritorious  as  the  booha 
itself;  only  lliat  there  is  not  so  much  bulk  of  it!  Kow,  do  not  taac> 
it  ii  my  wife-uature  (hut  ia  su  excited.  I  am  a  bad  wife  inso  farat 
regards  care  about  what  is  wild  of  my  huBbaml's  books  ii 
papers  or  elsewhere.    I  am  always  so  thankful  to  have  Uiem  done  ^ 

■  and  out  of  the  house,  that  the  praioo  or  hlnmc  [hey  meet  with  after 
wards  is  of  the  utmost  insignificance  to  me.  It  \i  not,  ihen,  bs^v 
COUHe  your  iirticle  covers  him  with  generous  praise  that  I  am  »^^ 
delighted  with  it;  hut  because  it  isfult  of  aeusp,  and  bighmindedne^^^ 
of  ita  own;  and  moat  eloquently  written.  M  Mrs.  Norton  woul-  -  d 
say,  'I  love  you  for  writing  it;'  only  nobody  will  impute  tome  ' 

fraudulent  use  of  that  word! 
My  pen— nil  pens  here— refuse  to  write  intelligibly.     We  an;  r      ™ 

I     come  home  in  a  fortnight  hence,  and  1  kopo  lo  see  you  then. 
Ever  yours  affectlonatelT, 
J.  C. 
Love  to  the  Mocreadye. 


;  watnei^tfi^ 

nd 

Eg 

3i 


LETTER  81 

To  Mrs.  RuiSill  Thomhta. 


^M         Dearest  Mrs.  Kussell.- 
^M      visit;'  and  I  can  answ 

-Wear 
er  for  i 

SChern''  Row,  Chelaea; 

c  just  returned  from  o 
.ne  ot  us  being  so  ^ 

i>r  Uampshir-^H 

'om  out  wiilV^I 

■AttM-aloosTislI 

b  bo  Hr.  Bul  Ladr  Burlet  Bacins,  at  B<k 

f  Boiwk  AiTEr~-  ^M 

JANE  WELSH  CARLTLE. 


an 


sitlleneM,'  as  I  donnl  remember  ever  lohBvebeco  before! 
Six  weeks  huve  I  bcca  doing  abeolutel}'  Dothiog  but  plnfing  at 
battledore  aud  aliuttlecock.  dtuu,  talking  noQsotise,  aiiil  fitting  rid 
of  a  ccrtaia  fraction  of  this  mortal  life  ks  cleverly  Rod  uselessly  as 
poMible ;  nntbing  could  encced  tlie  eumptuositj  nod  elegance  of  the 
w'bole  thing,  nor  its  iwclessness!  Oli  dear  met  I  wonder  wljy  so 
many  people  wisli  for  higli  poflilion  and  great  wealth,  wlien  it  is 
such  an  'open  secret'  what  all  that  nmounla  to  in  these  days, 
merely  lo  craaaclpating  people  from  all  lb e  practical  i^ifflculties, 
wUicli  might  Icacb  them  Ihe  facts  of  lliings.  and  sympathy  with 
ibeir  fellow  creatures.  Thifl  Lady  Harriet  Baring,  whom  we  have 
just  been  slaying  with,  is  the  Tcry  cleveresl  woman,  out  of  sight. 
Ilial  I  CTcr  i^w  in  my  life  (and  I  have  seen  all  our  '  distingtiislied 
ftulhoresHea');  moreover,  she  is  full  of  energy  and  Biiici'rity,  nod 
lias.  I  am  sure,  au  excellent  heart;  yut  so  perverted  bafi  she  been 
by  the  Irainiog  and  life-loDg  humouring  incident  to  her  high  posi- 
tion that  I  qiieaiioQ  if  In  her  whole  life  she  has  done  as  much  for 
her  fellow  creatures  as  my  mother  io  one  year,  or  whether  ahe  will 
ever  break  through  the  cobwebs  she  is  entangled  in,  so  as  to  beany- 
thing  other  than  the  most  amusing  and  most  gmccful  woman  of 
lier  time.  The  sight  of  such  a  woman  should  make  one  very  r(in- 
"'pl  with  cue's  own  Iriak  even  when  they  feel  lo  be  rather  hard! 
)  jump  to  the  opposite  ends  of  creation,  how  is  old  Hary? 
ft  bet  have  her  usual  tokens  of  reiiiembrance  from  me.  poor  old 
till — and  Margaret.  Say  kind  words  to  them  both  from  me ;  which, 
8  always  a  pleaaanl  commlsalon  to  one  so  kindly  d: 


S  have  never  yet  thanked  you  for  your  welcome  letter;  but  not 
La  have  I  thanked  you  in  my  heart.  I  was  just  oipecltng  my 
husband's  return  when  it  came;  and  waa  buay  making  all  sorts  of 
preparations  for  him;  then,  after  he  came,  I  was  kept  m  a  sort  of 
worry  till  we  got  away  to  Bay  House,  and  in  the  last  six  weeks  I 
Lave  never  felt  lo  have  one  minute's  leisure,  though  doing  nothing 
sll  the  while.  Now  that  I  am  home.  I  hope  lo  settle  down  Into  a 
Oiire  peaceful  and  reasonable  life. 
God  bless  you,  dear  Mrs,  Russell,  and  your  father  and  husband. 

It  the  little  New  Year's  gift.  1  send  you  as  a  token  of  gntte- 
B  aflectioD,  that  will  never  bo  leas. 

Yours, 

J.  Cablyle. 
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LETTER  85. 

Spring  of  1846,  sbc  and  a  small  pretty  party  were  at  Addiscomin 
Parm  tor  several  veelu:  1,  bU9^  with  the  '  Cromwell '  secoud  e  " 
liOQ,  was  obliged  to  keep  wurkiug  steadily  ut  home;  liut  duly, 
the  Saturday  till  Monday,  wcut  uut.    There  could  be  iin  pretl 
parties,  pretlier  place  or  welcome,  had  these  been  all  Ibe  reqitlsit 
but  in  truth  Ihcy  were  not.     Idleness,  it  must  be  owned,  did  ai 
prevail— sadly,  and   even  liftgicftlly,  as  I  sometimes  tbougbl, 
considering  our  hostess  and  cbieF  lady  tlicrc,  and  her  noble  Caleuu 
natural  tendencies  aud  sspIratioDS,  'buried  under  gold  tlirones,'! 
Richter  says.— T.  C. 

Mri.  Aitken,  Dumfria. 

G  Chejoe  Bow:  WedDelday,  April  Ittf. 

My  dear  Jane, — The  spirit  moves  me  to  fire  off  at  you  ft ; 
charitable  purchase  which  I  have  just  made.    In  the  way  of  tag- 
gestion,  it  may  perhaps  yield  me  virtue's  own  rewurdi 

I  am  Just  rotumed.  two  days  ago,  from  an  aristocratic  viut  of  > 
month's  duration,  with  the  mind  of  me  all  churned  into  froth,  duI 
of  which,  alas,  no  butter  is  to  be  expected!  Tes,  '  gej  idle  o'  waik' 
have  I  been  for  the  Inst  month,  '  clatching  about  the  country  ot 
cuddy-asses''  (figuratively  speaking).  Seeing  'how  thvy  ock'iS 
the  upper  places  does  not  give  me  auy  discontent  with  the  place  [ 
am  born  to,  quite  the  contmiy.  I,  for  one  solitary  individual  (•■< 
Carlyle  says),  could  not  be  other  than  perfectly  miserable  in  idll- 
nesa,  world  williout  end^  and  for  a  grand  lady,  it  seems 
impossible,  whatever  may  he  her  talents  and  '  good  iulontlOQS,'  loi 
be  other  than  idle  to  dentli.  Even  children  do  not  And  then 
occupation  aud  duties.  A  beautiful  Lady  Anne,  who  was  at  A 
discombe  along  with  me  for  the  lust  ten  days,  had  been  conflotd: 
just  a  month  before;  and  her  new  baby  was  left  with  an  older 
in  the  care  of  a  doctor  aud  nurses;  the  mother  seeming  tobtip 
little  aware  as  oil  tlie  rest  (myself  excepted)  that  any  mortal  couU 
And  anythiasf  to  object  to  in  such  free  and  easy  holding  of  one"*. 
children.  But.  as  your  ancestor  said  toog  ago,  'they're  troublod 
that  hae  the  world,  and  troubled  that  want  it.'  On  the  whole,  bow- 
ever,  the  more  rational  sort  of  trouble,  that  which  brings  leMtrs- 
morse  along  witli  it.  seems  to  me  to  be  the  '  wanting  it.'  0.  iagOU 
to  ride;  s  Utile  '  ill-haired.'  this  morning. 

Ever  your  affecliouale  sister, 

.tASB  Casltlb. 


JANE  WiSLSH  CARLYLE. 


'  LETTEB  96. 

After  Alveratoke,  Pebniaiy  1846.  1  had  rallied  loa  second  edition 
of  Cromwell  (flial  had  beeo  piibtUhed  in  October  prcFeding),  en- 
terprise in  wLicIk.  maay  uew  leltera  liavLiig  come  id.  lliere  lay  a. 
great  deal  of  drudgery,  requiring  odg'b  most  exquisite  taleat  as  of 
Bhoe  cobbling,  really,  tliat  kind  of  tuleot  carried  to  a  liigli  pilch, 
with  which  1  continued  busy  ail  summer  and  farther,  Bbe,  m  the 
meanwliile.  bad  beeo  persuaded  iato  Ltiuca«birr  again;  not  till  late 
in  August  could  1  join  her  al  Beaforth  for  a  tiltk  while.  Wbenco 
into  Aunandale  for  another  silent  eix  weeks,  f;rown  all  to  grey  haze 
DOW,  except  that  I  did  get  rid  of  my  hnise  *  Itobus '  Uicrc  on  fair 
terms,  au'l  had  no  want  of  mouraful  reflections  (sad  as  death  at 
tjmea  or  sadder)  on  m^  own  and  the  world's  confusion  and  per- 
lersitieH.  and  the  tragedies  there  bred  for  oneself  and  others.  Ood'a 
mercy,  Ood'apardon,  weallof  usmight  pray  for,  if  wecould. — T.  0. 

B  To  Jfr».  RuMeli.  ThomhiU. 

[r  Seafortli  Hoiua,  Liverpool:  Jul;  3.  lUS. 

Dearest  Mrs.  Russell,— Your  note  found  me  again  at  SeaforiU. 
where  I  tiave  been  for  the  lost  week.  The  great  heat  of  London  iu 
the  beginning  of  June  had  made  me  quite  ill  again,  and  as  my  hu»- 
band  would  not  make  up  bis  miud  yet  where  to  go,  or  when,  t 
made  up  my  own  mind  oae  fine  moToing,  and  etarted  nfT  hither, 
which  h&9  become  a  sort  of  house  of  refuge  for  me  of  laie  years. 
Hy  tausbsod  talked  of  following  me  iu  a  week  or  two,  and  then 
taking  me  with  him  to  Scotlaad;  but  whether  I  shall  be  able  to 
bring  my  mind  to  that,  when  the  time  cornea.  Heaven  knows.  The 
idea  of  Scotland  under  (he  actual  circumslances  Is  so  extremely 
defolale  for  me  that  I  ahoald  need  to  get  alittle  more  strength  here, 
both  physical  and  moral,  lielore  it  were  possible  for  me  to  entertain 
it  practically.  I  fancy  il  were  easier  for  me  to  go  to  Haddington 
than  to  Dumfriesshire;  I  tiave  not  been  there  since  it  was  all 
changed,  and  mjsclf  liccome  a  sort  of  strnnger  in  it,  A  family  of 
good  women,'  who  were  dearly  attached  to  my  mother,  are  very 
deairouB  that  I  should  pay  them  a  visit;  and  1  have  not  yet  said 
positively  that  I  will  not.     We  shall  see. 

Meanwhile,  Tuesday  is  my  birthday,  when  I  must  not  be  forgoV 
ten  by  those  who  have  been  used  to  remember  it,  1  send  a  little 
parcel  for  Margaret.'  to  your  kind  care;  and  will  thank  you  to  give 


810 
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Uary  ■  five  shillings  for  me,  or  rather  laj  it  out  for  her  on  a  pur  tit 
Bbocs,  or  tea,  or  wlmt  you  tliink  fittest.  I  will  send  b  Poet-OfflM 
order,  in  repajiceat.  ILe  first  day  1  go  to  Liverpool 

I  spent  part  of  the  day  there  jesterday.  and  aaf  mf  unde,  wbv 
was  sbaent  on  my  first  visit.  He  looks  pretty  well,  and  is  vei] 
patient  under  the  feebleness  of  age.  Hy  cousius,  Helen  and  Maijt 
were  hero  on  Wednesday,  and  promise  to  come  and  se 
without  taking  it  ill  of  me  that  I  prefer  slaying  hare  in 
roomy,  country  house,  to  being  cooped  up  in  Maryland  f 
which  \a  worse  for  one's  health  than  Chcyne  Bow.  UArgacel '  j 
to  Scotland  to  Walter,  on  Wednesday. 

Hy  kind  regards  to  your  husband  and  father.      I  could  not  tie^ 
smiling  when  I  thought  of  your  father  receiving  bia  newspaper'  I 
in  moumlitg  for — the  popel 

Affectionately  yours  ever, 

JanB  CA£LTIA 

LETTER  87. 

To  T.  (hHs/le,  Btg.,  Ohdua. 

Beafoftt:  tneaiaj.  July  u,  ISM.  ■ 
ik\  my  dear  husband,  fortune  has  played  me  such  a  cruel  triidR 
this  day!  and  I  do  not  even  feel  any  resentment  against  fortun^i 
for  the  suflocBiing  misery  of  the  lust  two  hours.  I  know  alwa^* 
when  I  seem  to  you  moat  exacting,  that  whatever  happens  to 
is  notliing  like  so  bad  as  I  deserve.  But  you  shall  bear  how  it  n  _ 
Not  a  Hoc  from  you  ou  my  birthday,  the  postmistresa  averrodt 
I  did  not  burst  out  crying,  did  not  faint — ilid  not  do  anything 
absurd,  so  far  as  I  know;  but  I  walked  back  again,  without  eptdfr' 
lug  a  word;  and  with  such  a  tiimnlt  of  wretchedness  in  my  heart  ti 
you,  who  know  me,  can  conceive.  And  then  I  shut  myself  la  n 
own  room  to  fancy  everything  that  was  most  tormenting.  Wa 
you,  finally,  so  out  of  patience  with  me  that  you  had  resolved  I 
write  to  me  no  more  at  all  T  Had  you  gone  to  Addiscombe,  ■ 
found  no  leisure  there  to  remember  my  e^t«nce?  Wer«  you  ti 
ill,  so  ill  that  you  could  not  writer 


'  Mary  Kills,  who  used  to  depmd  oi 
dm,  Ao.   To  me  who  kuaw  Uid  a 
□ual)-  pUDetD&t  small  glfM;  g&d  ai 

•  '  Ha«^>  -  tiMtie. 

■  TliK  (I ri;li -Catholic]  TViftI<l,  trbtch  came  ffraUa  to  me  ifnHn  Lnou,  (oda 
BadwUlor,  a  enat '  admirer,' Ac),  and  waa  nut  regolailjr  till  '•'t  IrTth 


ui  cbarltabla  Templand.  weeding  UiB  | 
i[  a  plerolng  beautr  in  QiotB  i^ 
id  KTBDd.  too,  as  death! 
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That  ImI  Waa  made  me  mad  Ut  gel  off  to  llie  railway,  and  bock 
to  lioodon.     Oil,  meTT}'!  whni  n  two  lioura  I  bad  of  ill' 

And  josl  wlien  I  wm  at  my  wiw'  end,  I  beard  Julia  crjing  out 
tbrongh  the  bouse;  "Mrs.  Carlyle,  Mrs.  Cariylo!  Are  you  theref 
Here  is  a  letter  for  you.' 

And  BO  there  was  after  allt    The  postmistress  had  overlooked  it, 
and  had  given  it  to  Roliert,  when  he  went  aflerwiuds,  not  knowing 
that  we  had  been.      I  wonder  nhat  love-letter  was  ever  received 
tritli  Biich  tliatihrulness!    Oli.  my  dcart    I  am  not  ni  for  living  tn  i 
the  world  wilii  Ihig  organ iantion,     I  am  oa  much  broken  to  pieces   \ 
by  Uiat  little  accident  as  if  I  lind  come  through  an  attack  of  cholera    \ 
or  typboB  TeTer.     I  cannot  even  steady  my  band  to  write  decently.     ] 
But  I  felt  no  Siresiatible  need  of  thanking  you,  by  return  of  post. 
Ye*,  I  have  kis«ed  the  dear  little  card-case^  and  now  I  will  lie  down 
awhile,  and  try  to  get  some  sleep.     At  least,  to  q^uict  myself,  I  will 
try  to  believe — oh,  why  cannot  1  believe  it,  once  for  nil — that,  with 
all  my  faulid  and  folliea.  I  am  'dearer  to  you  than  any  earthly 

^creature.'    I  will  be  Ijetter  for  Oeraldine  here;  she  is  become  very 

^Enjet  and  uice^and  aa  oSeclionate  tor  me  uaevcr. 

^V^  Your  own 

^^m  TVO  EXTBAGTB. 


To  T.  Carlyle. 

LlTerpool:  July  tM8. 

Jt%  15. — Jcanoie  writes  to  me  from  Auditertool  that  the  old 
mintster  is  suddenly  dead,  so  Waller'  is  now  in  possession  of  the 
appointments  "l  lijg  office.  There  is  somothiag  rather  shocking  in 
one  person's  death  being  neccasarlly  a  piece  of  good  fortune  for 
wiolher;  but  it  is  all  one  to  the  old  man  himself  now,  whether  they 
make  sad  faces  at  his  departure  or  gay  ones.  And  who  knows? 
'Perhaps  somebody  loved  that  pig,' '  and  will  give  liim  ageuuino 
tear  or  two.  '  Poor  mortals  after  allt '  what  a  mighty  problem  we 
make  aboot  our  bits  of  lives;  and  death  as  surely  on  the  way  to 
cat  us  out  of  '  all  that '  at  least,  whatever  may  come  after.  Yea, 
nobody  out  of  Bedlam,  even  educated  in  Edinburgh,  can  contrive 
to  doubt  of  death.  One  may  go  a  far  way  in  scepticism ;  may  get  to 
disbelieve  in  God  and  the  devil,  in  virtue  and  in  vice,  in  love,  in  one's 
own  soul;  never  to  speak  of  time  and  space,  progress  nf  the  species. 


.»  Ml.  my  darllns  ^Me  wom«iit 
^BentUneDlal  eoctcoej  (mytUckl)  that,  ti 
■t  with  a  ribbon  round  lunook,  anil  riclnir 


•  Kn.  CaT\j\e'a  uncle, 
tlug  pHBt.  s««  B  clHui-mial 
A.  ■SomBbody,"  Ac— T.  C, 
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riglita  of  women,  greuleel  LappiuBss  of  ibegrealest  number, '  ismi,' 
world  without  eiid ;  eve[7Iliing,  io  short,  that  the  humsu  mind  ever 
believed  in,  or  '  believed  llint  It  believed  io:'  onl}  not  in  dealh.  The 
most  outntgeous  sceptic — even  1.  niter  two  nigliia  without  al 
cAQDOt  go  ahead  iigalost  that  foci — a  rather  cheenng  ooe  o 
whole— tliot.  let  ooe's  oartbly  dilficiiltiea  be  wlint  Uiey  ma;,  deal 
will  mnke  them  all  amoolh  sooner  or  later,  and  either  one  chlJ 
harealrinl  &t existiog again  uodcrnew condiibnii.  or sleepawndfl 
through  all  eteruity.  Tlist  lust  used  to  tie  n  Uoirible  thought  b 
mc,  but  il  is  not  bo  any  longer.  1  am  weary,  weary  lo  each  k  p 
of  moral  exhaustion,  that  any  ODcliorage  were  welcome,  < 
Btillest,  coldest,  where  the  wiciied  should  cease  from  troubling,  end 
the  weary  be  at  rest,  underBtauding  both  by  the  wicked  ud  Uie 
weary  myself. 

Several  letters  lost,  and  tour  dismal  weeks  of  my  darling's  histM 
in  the  world  left  unrecorded.  Ill  spirits,  ill  health.  Oh  whail 
world  for  her  h>o  noble  being,  and  for  some  others  nol  «0  nobH 
I  had  left  perhaps  a  week,  before  the  date  of  this  letter,  sorrowfuu 
enough,  but  not  gueasing  at  all  how  ill  she  was.  She  bod  gonej 
Gkraldine's  quiet  place  in  Uauchester,  rather  us  in  duty  bound  thl 
with  much  hope  of  solacement  or  even  of  gi'enter  quietude  then 
both  of  which,  however,  she  found,  so  beautiful  was  Get^diod 
affectionate  skill  with  her,  delicacy,  wise  silent  synipaihy  and  ufl 
wearied  HMridulty  (coming  by  eurprise  loo],  for  which  she  seril 
(orgol  Qeraidine.— T.  C. 

Mucheeterr  Au£.  S9,  ISMk, 

Oeraldlne  haa  kept  to  her  purpose  of  uol  leadng  mo  a  sind 
vacant  minute:  and  her  Irealmenl,  I  believe,  has  beeu  the  md 
judicious  that  was  possible.  It  lius  brought  back  something  IQi 
colour  into  my  face,  and  something  like  calm  into  my  heart,  bi 
haw  long  I  Rlialt  be  able  to  keep  eiilier  the  one  or  the  other  wid 
left  to  my  own  management,  God  knows,  or  perhaps  anotliier  tu 
Qod  knows,  best.  ] 

Nor  is  il  to  Gernldine  alone  that  I  feel  grateful;  aa  word*  ca 
express  the  kindness  of  her  brother.  To-uight  I  shall  be  with  4 
my  family  tliat  remuins.  but  that  thought  cannot  keep  tlie  tears  ol 
of  my  eyes  in  quitting  these  strangers  who  have  treated  me  like  tB 
dearest  of  sisters.  ' 

Short  while  after  this  I  at  length  ronsed  myself  from  torpor  • 
Scolabrig,  and  made,  still  vurv  slowly,  for  home.     Slowly,  '"" 

wirie  circuit,  by  Dumfries.  Craigeui-ultock  |oli  my  eroof'- 

with  tenant  McQuecu  in  the  room  which  hud  beeu  our 

Atler  two  hours  at  Craigenpuilock  with  McQueen,  who  bad 


bodraonj 


JANE  WELSH  CARLTLE.  213 

Tiecome  a  mighty  catlle- dealer,  famed  at  Norwich,  mucli  more  over 
all  iliese  moor  countries  (or  hie  grandeur  of  proceduro  (and  wtio  in 
n  year  or  iwo  died  Iragically,  poor  man !).  I  relunied  to  DumfrieB, 
took  coach  next  morning  tor  Ayr,  impreBsire  interesting  drive  all 
the  way,  wandered  lonesome,  msoifoldly  imagining:,  all  afterooon, 
oTer  Ayr  and  enyirona  (Arrao  from  the  sea  sand,  in  llie  hazy  east 
wiod  nightfall,  grand  and  grim.  Twa  Brigs,  &c,).  Ayr  was  hold- 
ing same  grand  market;  sirecu  and  inn  had  lieeii  cbokefull  during 
tbe  sunny  hours;  In  tnilight  and  by  laDiplieht  liccome  perincnbEe 
enough.  Iiad  not  onc'i>  heart  been  ao  neavy.  I  atcpt  into  a  amall  sia- 
tioncr'a  shop,  and  at  his  counter  wrote  a  poor  letter  to  my  mother. 
Exi-opl  two  words  there,  and  a  Iwice-two  at  my  iuo,  no  speech 
further  in  Ayr.  After  dark,  rnll  to  Ardrossnn  (briglit  monn  ou  the 
aandy  Htrngglins  Mtene  Uiere).  step  on  board  the  Blenm(^r  for  Belfast. 
ititi^nding  a  litUe  glimpK  of  Ireland  before  Liverpnol,  Duffy  and 
other  yuuag  Uepealere  waiting  me  there,  all  on  tlio  sliip.  At  Be). 
fast  utxl  uioruing,  breakfut,  itay  few  hours,  (cold  stony  town) 
take  conch  for  Drogbeda  wlieic  DiiiTy  and  Milchi^ll  will  await,  a 
poet-offlcc  lettet  will  say  in  what  particular  house,  Concli  roof  in 
llie  sunny  day  pleasant  enough :  country  rough  and  ill-husban dried, 
but  all  itea;  Portnadown  Bridge  (of  the  great  massacre  of  1041): 
Oakc  of  Unnoliester'e  bouse;  a  merry  enough  youug  Dublin  gen- 
''■nao  Bitting  nest  me  occagionalty  talking  merry  sense.  Polatoea 
ETevidently  rotten:  every  here  and  there  air  poisoned  with  their 

'  '  smell.  Al  Drogbeda.  dismount.  PoKtmasler  lias  no  letter 
:;  angry  old  fool  reiterates  '  None,  I  tell  you!'  and  Duffy, 
as  tlwre  waiting  and  bad  a  letter  waiting,  stayed  in  vain,  and 

__tr«tum  till  afternoon  next  day;  would  have  had  the  DrM' 
a  official  punished  (or  at  least  complatued  ofl,  but  I  woaldn^, 

ingiy  old  fool,  misanthropic,  not  dishonest,  pleaded  L     Boiled 

Dublin  (to  Imperial  Hotel)  by  railway.  After  sunset,  wan- 
__  i  far  and  wide  about  the  broad  pavenientii,  listening  to  tho 
wild  melodies  and  cries  of  DuliUn  (on  a  Baturday  night),  went  tired 
to  bed.  and,  in  spite  of  riotous  sounds  audible,  slept  well  enough. 

In  Dublin  or  neighbourhood  I  continued  till  Thursday  or  Friday; 
saw  various  persons,  places,  and  things,  which  liad  a  kind  of  inter- 
est 10  mc  One  day  saw  Conciliation  Hall,  and  the  hist  glimpse  of 
O'Conuell,  chief  quack  of  the  then  world— first  time  f  baa  ever 
heard  the  lying  scoundrel  speek — a  most  melancholy  scene  lo  me 
altogetbcr.  Conciliation  Hall  something  like  a  decent  Mclliodisl 
cliai>el;  but  its  audience  very  sparse,  very  bad,  and  blackguard- 
lijokiog;  brnsien  faces  like  tapsters,  tavern  keepers,  miscctlaneoiw 
liueksters  and  quarrelsome  male  or  female  Dondescrinla,  the  pre- 
rnillnglype:  not  one  lliaL  you  would  have  called  a  gentleman,  much 

' "    n  of  culture;  and  discontent  visible  among  them.     The 

□  potato  rot  (most  serious  of  lopicn) — bad  not  one  word  of 

erilv,  not  to  speak  of  wisdom  in  it.     Every  sentence  seemed  to 

-  'le,  kod  even  to  know  that  it  was  a  detected  lie.  I  was  stand- 
the  area  in  a  email  group  of  non-members  and  transitory 

iIa  quite  near  this  Demosthenes  of  blarney,  when  a  low  voice 

ai  my  ear  whispered  in  higli  accent:  '  Dii)  you  ever  hear  such 

in  all  your  Ufe!'    It  waa  my  Belfast  Drogheda 
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ooncb  comptiTiioD.  and  I  Utorougbtj  igrmd  wilb  him. 
O'COaoell  made  oat  of  Ireland  aiialgiilwsj,  and  oeTcr  n 
crepi  under  tbo  Pope's  pel licoat  '  wdiu'  (Knd  be  '  eared' t 
he  had  Enerited) — llie  eminently  despicable  and  emineatlj  p 
prnleaeor  of  blarney  that  he  was. 

I  saw  CarletoD — Irish  novelisi  (big  rulgar  kind  of  fdlow.  i 
witliouC  talent  and  plenty  of  bumoiir):  oeruiin  yimng  laWTera  ». 
have  since  come  to  promotion,  but  w<--re  not  of  momeat:  c«rti 
young  writers  do.  do.  Dined  at  John  MitclicH's  nilh  a  scltscl  pm 
one  evening,  and  ate  llicre  the  last  truly  good  pututo  I  bnvu  ■ 
with  in  the  world.  Mitchell's  wife,  eapti^ally  bis  mother  {Pi. 
bylvriim  parson's  widow  nI  iLi-  beat  Scotch  l>  pel.  hja  frugally  d 
gaat  small  house  ami  table,  pleased  me  ranch,  as  did  the  tnan  "' 
self,  a  flue  elastic.«piriled  ynung  fellow  with  anperior  natornt  loient, 
whim  I  grieved  to  see  rushiue  on  deelruction.  palpable  by  '  attndi 
of  windmilU.'  but  on  wboni  all  my  dissuasiotu  were  tlicown  awiy. 
Bulb  Diilfy  and  blm  I  have  always  regarded  as  specimeiu  of  Itic 
best  kind  of  Irish  youth,  seduced  (like  tliousands  of  others  in  tlidr 
early  day)  into  courses  that  were  at  once  mad  and  ridiculotu,  nnd 
which  nearly  ruined  the  life  of  both,  by  the  Big  Bcecar-man.  who 
had  15.0002.  a  year  {aai  proh  pudor!  the  faiour  of  English  misffi- 
lers  instead  of  the  pilloty  from  them)  for  profesalos  blarney,  villi 
■uch  and  atill  worse  results.  One  of  my  inoBt  impressive  days  mi 
the  Sunday  (morrow  of  my  arrival)  out  nt  Dundriun  waiting  for 
Duffy,  who  did  arrive  about  nicht.  Beautiful  pro?peet:  aea  with 
sliore  and  islets;  beautiful  leafy  lanes:  mile  on  mile  in  total  ^ncc, 
total  solitude.  I  only  met  two  persons  all  day:  one  promenadifig 
gently  on  horseback;  the  other  on  foot,  from  which  latter  I  prat: 
Ucally  Icamt  that  the  '  Hill  of  Howth '  was  unknown  by  that  nunc 
here,  and  known  only  as  the  '  Hill  of  Hoath.'  My  last  day  then 
was  also  pretty;  wide  sweeping  drive  with  Duffy  and  Hilcbtlt 
Dargle,  stream  and  hanks.  Poweracourt.  gat?  and  oaks.  &«..  albi- 
l^tliei  fine  i  finally  to  Brai^  and  its  fine  hotel  to  dinner,  till  steamer 
lime  came,  and  they  hospitably  put  me  ou  board.  Ailieal  sdi«ul 
ye  well-wishing  souls. 

Next  morning  between  five  and  six  I  was  safe  seated  ou  my  tu^- 
ga^  before  the  door  of  Maryland  Street  (LivorpotJ).  amoldiig  " 
cigar  in  placid  silence  till  (he  silent  home  should  awaken,  wbicbii 
somehow  did  unexpectedly  before  my  cigar  was  done. — T.  C. 


LETTER  68. 

This  and  the  next  four  letters  give  clear  account  of  a  sordid  foli 
of  servile  chaos  in  this  house,  and  how  it  was  adminisla«d  by^l 
who  bad  the  best  skill  I  ever  saw  in  such  matters.  Helen  Milelr^ 
an  iunocent-bearled,  very  in^nious,  bnl  praclicallj  altogMher  Id 
iah  creature,  had.  1^  nialehleas  skill  in  euiding  of  her  and  the 
knowledjfe  of  her  Scotch  chancier  and  ways,  been  tTBined  tt  „ 
perfection  of  service,  been  even  cured  from  a  wild  habit  of  o. 
■iunal  drinkine.  and  tamed  into  living  with  ns.  and  loyalljr  ii 
fMth fall 7  serving  us  for  many  years.    She  was  one  of  ibe  si 


JAXE  WELSH  CAltLYLE. 


alei 


s  foil]' and  simDlicil^  as  of  infMicj:  iier  wiymgii  bj 

OS.  her  occiviioiiaj  criucismii  on  men  and  tliiu'^  inuialiiteil  iiitn 

tliftlect  oF  upalairs,  were  b;  far  the  most  nultieutk'  tnbic  nit  I 

■e  anywhere  hearilt    This  is  liiwallj  irae.  tbougb  I  cannolmnke 

TOOeiVkldo;  Ibo  'beautiful)]' prismalic'  niBdium  thai  caiiveyed 

~ne.  wbicb  was  unique  iu  my  cipcritocc  being  gone. 

!  Iiiator;  of  HeJea's  departure,  and  of  hnr  uiispenkable  suc- 

r's  arrival  are  clearly  given  in  these  following  lullers,  aiitl  to 

ilpivsenl  in  epile  of  their  mean  elcmeDts.  hnve  the  CBsenlial 

il  o(  a  queenly  tragedy,  authenlic  of  its  kiuU  I — T.  C. 

lb  Mn.  Btirling,  HiU  Street,  EdinlniTgh. 

&  Cberne  Bnw ,  Chelsea^  Saturday,  Sept.  1S4I>, 

J  dettr  Sosan, — Do  yoii  remerabar  utyiu"  lo  me  when  you  were 

'  «buuld  you  ever  liava  to  pari  with  Helen,  and  be  iti  wnct 

ir  Bcotcli  servant.  Coll  me,  aud  perhaps  I  ahall  be  ablo  to 

p  fou  lo  one;  for  there  are  6ti1l  good  servants  lo  be  got  iu  Dun* 

II  is  years  since  jou  itaid  tliia;  yoara  aiiice  we  have  t«- 

d  words  wiih  one  another;  but  I  now  cliiim  your  aasislanec. 

a  lull  aaauranee  aa  if  you  had  offered   it  yesterday;  for  I 

e  of  your  friendship  by  my  ovid;  and  as  time  and  abacuce 

made  DO  change  in  my  feeliugs  towards  you,  I  faacy  that 

T  has  any  change  been  made  in  yours  lowsnls  me;  aud  Ihot 

e  still  as  ready  lo  take  some  trouble  for  mc  as  ever  ynu  were. 

I-  llkiuga  depended  on  locality  in  this  world,  poor  murLals  wuuld 

i  time  of  il;  Beciug  bow  those  who  like  one  another  are 

drifted  oBander,  and  kept  apart;  as  much,  oden,  as  if  ihoy  were 

dead  for  one  uuothtT:  but  where  a  true  regard  has  odco  ezisled,  1 

^uuuA  believe  that  any  '  force  of  circumslaoceB '  ever  destroys  it. 

1  so,  aa  I  have  said,  1  calculate  on  your  being  still  llie  same 

mhcartetl  friend  I  ever  fouod  you,  when  our  ttArs  bFouf;ht  us 

lethcr — even  though  we  do  not  wriie  letters  lo  slute  ihe  fact. 

i!  of  late  years  my  letter  writing  propeusilica  have  been  sorely 
t  down  by  the  continual  cousciousucae  of  being  grown  into  a 
I  of  bore;  ever  ailing,  ever   depressed   in   spirits— the   conse- 
:,  I  suppose,  of  tliis  sort  of  nervous  ailment.     What  have  I 
U  anyone  thai  cares  for  mo,  which  it  were  any  Battsfuclion  to 
The  only  thing  I  would  wi-ilo  lo  you,  wbi(;h  were  not  better 
.  would  be  Juki  over  and  over  ngalii,  '  My  dear  Buaan.  I 
n  think  of  yoii,  and  have  the  same  nffeciion  for  you  thai  ever  I 
■—and  that,  I  Halter  myself,  you  will  always  take  for  granted. 
But,  for  the  practical  businesa  that  now  puts  me  on  writing  lo 
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^H  to  sil  u 


jou:  you  are  to  koow  tbat  my  poor  lilLlu  Helen  baa  not  rel^ 
into  drink  again,  nor  otiierwise  forsaken  the  patlie  of  i 
[he  coDtratj,  she  lias   been   g^o^vi□g,  like  wine  and  a  t 
things.  alwafB  Uie  better  bj  keeping.     So  Utat  at  do  period  of  a 
relation  could  I  have  fell  more  regret  at  losiag  her.     The  only  a 
Bolatlon  is,  tbat  ahe  will  find  her  advantage  in  the  change:  i 
one  triw  to  hope  so.    A  marriage,  you  thinkl    No,  something  ei 
more  unthought  of  baa  turned  up  for  the  little  -woman.     SiOil 
going  to  he  made  a  aort  of  a  lady  of  I  at  least,  eo  the  matter  preatnli 
itself  to  her  lively  imagination!     A  brother  in  Dubllu  has  been  tit- 
lag  into  great  prosperity  as  a  manufacturer  of  coach-fringe;  than 
to  the  immense  consumption  of  that  article  on  the  railwajsl    Bad 
nOTv,  by  his  own  showing,  a  regular  gentleman — so  tar  a 
goea!— and  haa 'two  hundred  girls  in  bia  pay.'    He  looks  to  in 
foolish,  flustering  sort  of  incredible  creature;  tint  Helen  feels  j| 
donbt  aa  to  the  solidity  of  his  basis.     Hitherto  be  bnsbtken^ 
charge  of  Helen  beyond  coming  to  see  her  for  a  quarter  of  (m  hi 
vben  his  buBineas  called  bim  to  I/ondon. 

LETTER  99. 

Helen  had  usefully  and  affectionately  stayed  with  us  «jgbt  j< 
or  more.    Latlerlv,  a  silly  snob  of  a  younger  brother,  setting  V 
or  getting  forward,  in  some  small  business  at  Dublin,  came  onoai 
twfce,  after  total  neglect  before,  opened  a  '  career  of  ambitioa'f 
the  poor  creature,  and  persuaded  her  over  to  Dublin  to  keep  ' 
for  him.     It  was  well  foreseen  what  this  waa  likely  to  end  ii  . 
there  could  be  no  gainsaying.     Poor  Helen  went  (and  took  lbs 
consequence,  as  will  be  seen);  bright  break  fast- table  report  of  ber 
Btrauge  sayings  and  ways  (gentle,  genial  lambency  of  grave  bamoar 
and  ioteiiigence — wittiest  of  wit  that  I  ever  beard  was  poor  in  oont- 
paiison!)  censed  altogether  then;  and  to  ue,  also,  the  conseqtie 
for  the  time  were  variously  aad. 

t  To  JUrii.  AiCktn.  Dumfries. 

Chelsea:  End  ot  t>ca  IB 

My  dear  Jane.— I  am  not  up  to  much  writing  yei;  my  tl 
weeks'  conQnoment  to  bed.  and  the  violent  medicine  tbat  w 
me  to  put  down  my  cough,  have  reduced  me  to  the  ci 
ft  jelly.     But  I  will  not  write  a  long  letter,  but  tell  you  b 
short  one  bow  glad  I  was  ot  the  little  token  of  your  kind  ri 
braoce.  which  reached  mt\  tbn  mher  night  Just  when  I 
to  sil  up  (or  the  first  timi.'.     Your  letter  made  me  cry:  whiob  lafl 
iways  a  gogd  .sign  of  a  letter,  duu't  you  thinkt    But,  my  ietr,  «■ 
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do  fon  mean  by  'forgiving'  jrouf  What  unkind  thin^  did  you 
e*er  do  to  me?  I  have  not  Uie  fniutesi  recollectloD  of  your  ever 
doing  unkindly  by  me  in  jour  life!  At  Craigenputtock  we  ueed  to 
liBve  little  Bquabbles  about  tbe  servaais  and  '  all  tiiitt  sort  of  tiling '; 
but  in  these  it  strikes  me  I  was  olwayi  quite  as  much  ao  aggresMt 
ss  a  sufferer,  niid  od  the  whole,  CDoaidering  the  amount  of  human 
imperfection  going,  and  (lie  complezitJeB  we  bad  to  work  in  at 
CnigeDputtock,  1  lliink  ne  got  through  that  liusincss  'as  well  us 
oonld  be  expected';  and  certainly  you  did  not  get  through  it  nrarsi. 
Bcliere  me.  my  detr  sister,  1  have  none  but  kind  feelings  toviarcla 
you  and  kind  recnlleclions  of  you.  Although  ne  are  widely  parted 
DOW,  and  although  much  has  changed  incredibly  since  Ibose  dnya 
at  Ibc  Hill  whidi  you  remind  me  of,  the  regard  I  conceived  for  you 
then  has  gone  on  the  Bame.  though  so  seldom  giving  any  sign  of 
itself. 

We  are  still  in  a  fearful  puddle  here.  Helen's  loss  hoe  beeo  a 
serious  affair.  The  temporary  servant  wo  have  driTes  Cnrtyle  and 
my  cousin  to  despair,  and  I  am  pretty  near  deapnlr  from  seting 
them  so  put  about  while  myself  cannot  go  to  tbe  rescue,  as  I  could 
BO  well  have  done  but  for  this  dreadful  cold.  I  have  no  decided 
prospect  yet  of  anything  better.  I  put  an  ndvertisemenl  in  the 
'  Times '  newspaper  but  tbe  only  applicant  as  yet  reaulttng  from  it 
was  not  to  be  thought  of.  I  will  inclose  you  Dr.  Christie's  brief 
account  of  Iter.  There  was  a  Highland  woman  ofTerpd  Uic  uUicr 
day.  whom  1  mean  to  inquire  further  into,  Ihougli  she  rnlher 
fihocked  me  by  having  forgotten  what  part  of  the  Highlands  she 
came  from!  I  will  write  when  I  am  stronger  and  tell  you  what 
cornea  of  us.  It  is  a  great  worry  my  cousin  being  here  whpn  every- 
thing is  go  wretchedly  uncomforlnble,  although  I  suppose  there  WU 
absolute  need  of  her  while  I  was  confined  to  bed. 

Ever  your  affectionate 

J.  C. 

Eiad  regards  to  James. 

fc  LETTER  90. 

^f    This  is  the  catastroplie  or  utter  down-break  of  Peseima,  whom  I 
•till  remember  he  a  handsome,  cultivated -looking  Edinburgh  girl, 

Eaking  Scotch  like  an  Edinburgh  geDllcwoiuan,  and  exhibiting  a 
jactvr  mid  style  of  procedure  detestable  beyond  any  previous 
specimen  1  had  ever  known  of.  She  had  been  carefully  trained  by 
pious  Edinburgh  ladlen;  WS!  filled  with  the  consciousness  of  free 
grace:  and,  I  believe,  would  have  got  more  real  education,  as  I  told 
W,  if  she  bad  been  left  to  puddle  through  the  gutters  with  Iht 
L-10 
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neglected  Cellow  hnta,  b;  whom  abe  would  have  been  trampled  ooi 
of  the  world  bad  she  behaved  no  better  tb&n  now.  Lidi^aubli 
the  worat  specimen  of  Scotch  character  I  have  ever  seen  producM, 
My  brief  request  tu  her  vas  to  dimppear  slraigbtway .  and  in  nn 
region  of  God's  univerje.  if  she  could  »Yoid  it,  eyer  to  lei  me  behold 
her  again.  The  poor  devil.  1  believe,  died  in  ayear  or  two,  sod  «lid 
not  come  upon  the  Htreels  as  predicti^  of  her, 

Betty,  the  old  HaddlogloB  servant,  who  bad  been  concerned  Id 
the  sending  or  sanctioning  of  this  wrclched  creatui 
Krleved  and  dii»ppointed.  The  cbann  for  Betty  liad  been  tb«  pi 
lect  Free  Kirk  orthodoxy  and  free  grace  professions  of  this  Fesaii 
who,  I  think,  reported  &t  home  thai  she  bad  beea  obliged  to  le 
us.  having  actually  noticed  once  or  oflencr  that  ne  'received'  I 
Sabbath. 

The  oousin  mentiooed  here  Is  good  Helen  Welsh,  of  lAtt.,^ 
Staggie's  eldest  sister,  whose  amiable  behaviour  and  ^If  Dt  helpfL. 
ness  in  ibis  sordid  crids  I  still  well  remember.  The  iroprovidl 
old  woman,  1  remember,  got  the  name  of  slowcoach  betwee 
and  continued  for  perhaps  three  weeks  or  more.  She  w 
white  sproned.  cleanly  old  creature,  and  1  once  noticed  ber  at 
at  some  meal  in  her  kitchen,  with  a  neatness  ot  table-cloth  11 
Other  apparatus,  and  a  serene  dignity  of  composure  in  ber  poorijl 
self,  that  were  fairly  pathetic  to  me,  For  the  rest,  never  did  I^ 
so  sordid  a  domestic  criBia  appointed  for  such  a  mistress,  JD  d 
worldl  But  it  had  its  kind  of  compensation  loo;  and  is  now  n' 
noble  and  ^ueeoUke  10  me  than  all  the  money  in  t'  ' 
have  made  IL  _ 

The  little  creature  called  Anne  did  prove  a  good  cockney  parslkt 
of  Scotch  Helen  Mitchell,  and  served  ua  well  (with  onlv  one  lol' 
lower,  our  butcher's  lad.  who  came  silently,  and  sat  two  houn 
«  a  week);  follower  and  ali«  were  then  wedded,  went  to  Jcnvr, 
where  we  beard  of  their  doing  well  in  the  buldier's  business;  hut 
alas,  licfore  long,  of  poor  Anne's  fulling  ill  and  dvine. 

Brfori'  .\nne's  quilting  as,  dnillc  Helen  had  ^nisliod  her  Wj 
hood  nt  Dublin,  nuarreiled  wilta  her  fool  of  a  brother  there,  aail 
retired  to  Kickcalt^,  aignifying  the  warmest  wish  to  rejuru  bitiicr 
6be  did  return,  poor  wretch,  but  was  at  once  discerned  (not  by  tm ; 
to  be  internally  in  a  state  of  chaos;  and  wilhin  three  months,  fur 
open  and  incurable  drunkcnncai,  lind  lo  be  dismissed.  Endle* 
puDB  were  taken  about  her;  new  place  provided  (decent  old  widen 
lu  straitened  circumstances,  content  lo  accept  su  much  merit  ii 
servant  and  tried  lo  cure  the  drunkenness).  But  nothing  w' 
could  avEul ;  the  wretched  Helen  went  down  and  down  in  '' 
don  element,  and  at  last  was  sent  home  to  her  kindred  in  1 
to  die.     '  Poor  bit  dottle,'  what  a  history  and  tragedy  ii 

7b  ifrt.  Sliriing.  HiU  Strut,  Editihurgh. 

b  Chejme  Row,  Chstsea:  Dec  n.  IMI 
My  dcareat  Susan,— I  wonder  if  you  are  out  of  anxiety  ■ 
your  sisterf    I  am  almost  afraid  to  begin  telling  you  of  uijr 
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lioablefl,  withoot  being  flrat  sslitified  of  iLat,  But  it  seuma  uq- 
kind,  after  all  four  picriions  lo  provida  me  wiili  a  servant.  doI  to 
Mil  f  ou  of  the  catastrophe  of  the  one  seat  me  by  Betty  I  It  is  ouly 
now,  for  the  first  time,  that  1  tun  in  a  coudiiion  lo  give  you  tlie 
diaguiticg  history;  for  1  was  taken  ill  in  the  secood  week  of  her; 
have  been  three  if  eelts  coufined  lo  bed,  and  a  week  more  to  my 
bedroom  fireside;  and  am  just  emerged  into  tbe  library,  between 
which  and  my  bedroom  I  look  forward  with  '  a  certain  resignalioa ' 
Co  psAsing  all  the  rest  of  the  wmter. 

You  would  see  by  my  last  letter  that  I  was  dubious  as  to  the  re- 
sult cf  iliai  Edinburgh  damsel.  I  tried  to  liope  the  best  and  culU- 
Tate  palience  and  cheerfulness;  but  your  notion  that  she  had  been 
too  Diucb  pelled  for  tliis  situation  gained  on  me  eveij  day.  She 
showed  no  disposition  lo  learn  her  work ;  in  fact,  she  bocarae  every 
day  more  sulky  and  slovenly;  nod,  on  the  first  washing-day.  siie 
burst  oul  on  me  wilh  a  sort  of  hysterical  insolence;  declared  she 
■had  never  been  told  hy  anybody  slie  was  lo  wash;'  that  'no  one 
woman  living  could  do  my  work.'  and  when  I  fold  her  the  answer 
to  tliai  was.  thai  it  bad  boen  doue  by  '  one  woman '  for  eleven 
years,  without  the  slightest  complaint,  she  said,  almost  screamiog, 
■  Oh  yve.  there  are  women  that  like  to  make  alavefi  of  tbcniselves, 
and  Iter  you  had  was  of  that  sort,  but  I  will  never  slave  myself  for 
anybody's  pleasure.'  I  asked  her  if  she  would  be  so  good  as  stiilo 
calmly  what  she  meant  to  do.  To  '  go,  to  be  sure. '  '  Did  she  pro- 
pose repaying  me  her  expenses,  then?  '  '  No.  she  had  no  money.' 
I  llioogbl  the  only  way  lo  treat  such  a  creature,  who  seemed  lo 
hare  no  sense  of  obligation,  or  anything  else  but  her  'own  sweet 
will."  vras  lo  lel  her  depart  in  peace,  and  remain  a  loser  of  only  two 
guineafl,  and  not  of  my  temper  aa  well.  So  I  told  lier.  well,  she 
might  go  at  the  end  of  her  month,  only  to  make  no  noise,  if  pos- 
■tbie.  lor  the  remaining  three  weeks.  Bui  even  this  waa  too  much 
lo  ask.  Ill  the  second  week  of  her,  I  was  laid  up  In  bed  with  onu 
^^t  mj  serious  coId».  caught  by  doing  the  most  of  her  work  niy 
^^■K,  nnil  exposing  myself  after  tjuite  an  unusual  (asljion;  once 
^^Hve,  1  lay.  with  a  doctor  attending  me  daily;  and  dosing  tav 
^Hph  tartar -CTnetic  and  opium,  till  I  had  hardly  any  sense  left. 
■nd  was  loo  weak  to  cough  ;  white  Carlyle  and  my  cousin 
had  to  »liift  for  lliemselvcs  and  me  too,  wilh  an  occasional  help 
log   band   from    our  postman's  wife,     Isabella,   meatiwhile.   crj- 

ing  about  her  'hands  getting   rill  spoilt  with   dirty  work'  :  aii't 

^^ag  ODtliiiig  tbe  could  help  ;    till  on  Balurday  night,   jusi  a 
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if  I  did  not  let  her  go  ne«l  day  (Suntlsy  1)  e 
take  flts,  and  I«  laid  up  in  my  house  a  wbole  ye»r,  aa 
peued  lo  her  once  before  in  a  place  where  Uie  work  wi 
hard.'  Carlyle  lold  her  to  go  in  the  devil's  name;  and  a 
more  of  his  mind  he  told  her;  which  wns  &  iatisfiiciion  for  I 
lo  have  said  in  hia  emphatic  way.  BJncc  1  waa  unable  to  rebuke  bl 
myself!  But  you  may  fancy  the  mischief  all  this  did  to  a  pd 
woman  taking  tartar-emetic  and  opium  every  two  hours!  Wfa 
my  doctor  came  next  day,  lie  xaid  it  '  was  well  he  bad  not  be 
here  at  the  time,  as  he  would  have  certainly  dashed  her  brains  om 
By  that  lime,  however,  she  was  gone;  actually  rushed  off  afl 
breakfast  on  Sundnyl— (so  mucb  for  'free  grace,'  of  which  she  pi 
fessed  lo  be  fultl) — smartly  dressed,  and  very  happy,  ihry  kildme 
off  lo  the  'seven  couaius.'  wilh  whom  I  had,  mure  good-naturej 
tbao  wisely,  permitted  her,  at  her  own  request,  to  pass  all  the  (H 
Tious  Sunday;  leaving  meTeryill  in  bed,  and  no  aervont  in  t 
housel  The  day  after,  she  brought  an  omnibus  and  a  female  frta 
to  the  AoOT.  in  the  flaest  splHu,  to  take  away  her  box;  andfra 
that  day  lo  Ibis  I  have  heard  do  more  of  berl  But  it  anch  a  cbi 
acter  as  she  exhibited  hen:  does  not  lead  her  to  the  atreets  stM 
day,  I  ihall  be  greatly  surprised.  Of  course  her  respectable  appM 
anoe,  hacked  out  by  the  seven  cousins,  will  have  got  heranofh 
place  ere  now ;  where,  if  mon-servanla  be  kept,  she  may  exert  hi 
self.  My  doctor  said  he  could  tell  by  her  looks,  the  first  day  il 
opened  the  door  lo  bim,  that  she  had  then,  or  had  quite  lately  hi 
l^e  green  aicknesa.  and  that  I  was  well  rid  of  her. 

And  now  1  might  write  a  few  abeets  more,  of  the  old  balf-dei 
cook,  whom  a  lady  who  was  going  lo  part  with  her  at  any  nte,  I 
account  of  her  'shocking  bad  temper,'  obligingly  made  over  la 
as  'a  temporary,'  at  an  hour's  notice.  Such  as  she  is,  she  has  be 
an  improvement  on  Isabella,  for  she  does  her  best.  But  oh,  wha 
]>nddlc  it  has  been  I  and  rushing  down  of  an  orderly  house  lo  chai 
Another  fortnight  of  it  would  have  sent  my  not  too  patient  hneb* 
raving  mad  I  Since  I  got  out  of  bed  [  have  been  seeing  all  sorts  i 
horrid-looking  females  'inqntring  after  the  place;'  andlwodays^ 
finally  settled  with  one  not  horrid -look  Ins;,  but  a  cheery  little  "Iw 
too '  of  a  creaiiire,  with  asort  of  oockuey  resemblance  to  Helen-,  i 
has  been  nearly  three  years  in  a  similar  situatiou  close  by,  nrbli 
she  basonly  left  in  consequence  of  the  mistress  having  died,  t 
master  going  into  lodgings.    He  gave  her  an  excellent  character  I 


mjr  cousin:  especiuliy  for  quint  bubiis.  'She  bad  only  one  lover 
who  came  to  sec  her,  and  oue  fcruale  friend  (hoppy  little  nromntil), 
both  higlily  respectable,  and  not  (uo  troubleaome.'  She  is  to  come 
on  the  last  uigbt  of  the  yeu. 

This  will  reach  you  on  the  first  day  of  the  new  year;  and  I  put 
■DBoy  good  nisliea  and  a  kiss  into  it. 
^^Do  write  to  me  how  your  sister  ia. 
^^k  Etht  your  aSectionate 

^^^  Janb  Cabltul 


LETTER  9L 
7b  MiH  Helen  W«lt&,  Liverpoal. 

Cbalee&;  Jan.  SO,  184T. 


Dearest  Helen, — Ooehears  much  fine  talk  in  this  hypocritical  nge 
about  seeking  and  even  findiog  one's  own  happlDess  iu  'the  happi- 
ness of  oihere;'  but  I  frankly  confess  to  you  that  I,  as  one  solitary 
i lid i vidua],  have  never  been  able  to  confound  the  two  things,  even 
ia  imagination,  so  as  not  to  bo  capable  of  clearly  ilisliDguieliing  the 
(iifference;  and  if  every  one  would  endeavour,  as  I  do,  to  speak 
without  cant,  I  believe  there  would  be  a  pretty  genera!  admissinn 
I'll  the  part  of  sinful  humanity  that  to  eat  a  comfortable  beef-steak 
when  one  la  hungry  yields  a  wttisfactiou  of  a  much  more  positive 
charactei  llian  secmg  one's  neighbour  eat  it  I  For  the  fact  is,  faappl- 
ne«a  is  but  a  low  thing,  and  there  is  a  confusion  of  Ideas  in  ruuning 
after  it  o(i  stilts.  When  Sir  Philip  Sidney  took  the  water  from  his 
uwa  pvched  lips  to  give  it  to  [he  dyitig  soldier,  I  could  take  my 
Bible  oatb  that  it  was  not  happiness  he  felt;  and  that  he  would 
never  have  done  that  much  admired  action  if  bis  only  compeDsalloD 
hud  been  the  pleasure  resulting  to  him  from  seeing  the  dying  Eoldicr 
drio'^  the  water;  be  did  it  because  he  coidd  not  help  himself;  be- 
cause the  sense  of  duty,  of  self-denial,  was  stronger  m  him  at  the 
momenv  than  low  human  appetite;  because  the  soul  in  him  liaid,  do 
iC;  not  because  uiilitarian  philosophy  suggested  that  he  would  tiad 
his  advantage  in  doing  it,  nor  because  Socinian  dilettantelsm  re- 
quired ot  him  a  beautiful  action! 

Well,  but  if  these  moral  reQeclions  are  not  a  preamble  to  some- 
thing more  relevant,  I  find  such  a  commencement  of  a  Ictler  '  wliat 
aliall  1  sayT  strange,  upon  my  hononrl'  Do  you  bo(  my  sweet 
litUe  ccuain— be  thankful,  Uienl  we  Uve  in  a  world  of  common- 
place; a  strange  letter,  a  strange  woman,  so  far  from  being  taken 


m."    Bo!^ 
0  dMMfll 
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diarpl;^  to  task,  should  be  accepted  gnciotuly,  as  m  tor 

iuK  novelty. 

But  if  I  cannot  show  foa  that  mj'  morml  refloctiooa  Ind  to  S) 
tiling.  I  can  show  you  that  something  led  to  tlwni.  1  had  b 
looking  over  the  last  budget  of  autogrspha  that  I  hkd  got  U 
for  you.  Such  distinguisbed  namesi  '  To  be  sure.*  1  said  lo  tt 
(elf,  '  Ibew  will  make  her  (onuae  in  autographs.'  Aitd  tfaMi  I K 
acertaia  seir-complacency.  a  certain  preseatiiueni  of  your  soiubc- 
tioB  in  wetng  your  collection  swelling  into  something  roily  worti] 
white:  nnd  huTiog  the  pen  in  my  hnad  tonrite  to  you,  I  was  on  (he 
point  of  putting  on  the  paper  some  such  fadaue  es  ibis;  'It  wu  s 
capital  thought  in  me,  dearest  Helen,  the  making  of  this  cotlvctioa 
for  you.  My  own  pleasure  In  aending  yon  the  autographs  being 
greater,  I  am  sure,  iban  any  you  can  feel  in  teceiviog  them.' 
the  sentence  having  reached  a  full  9top,  in  niy  head,  my  t 
Judgment  said.  'Bab!  Beware  of  tbe  Socinian  Jargon,  rm  d 
there  a  always  "a  do  at  the  bottom  of  itr"  and  so  my  pen  d 
oS,  of  itficlfas  It  were,  Into  a  resell OQ ary  tinde  agatcst  'Oienclfm^  ' 
of  utben '  principle, 

I  have  been  long  plaguing  Carlyle  to  give  me,  for  you,  oneof  iSe 
letters  of  Varnhagen  von  Ense;  for  beades  being  the  autograpli  of 
a  diBIinguished  author  ojid  diplomatist  and  husband  of  Raliel.  Jtn 
Will  find  it  curious  For  its  perfect  beauty.  I  never  saw  such  writing, 
and  in  whatever  baste,  in  sickncsa  or  in  health,  it  is  alwiiyi  (he 

Carlyle  was  very  grumpy  about  parting  with  one  of  his  leiun, 
but,  having  taken  n  great  deal  of  trouble  for  bim  llie  otberrtayl" 
peeking  out  some  notes  be  wanted  from  his  trunk  of  old  papen,  lit 
presented  me  with  ibis  one  as  a  reword;  and  also,  I  suppose,  as'" 
encouragement  to  future  exertions  of  like  utility, 

Beaides  Varnhagen  von  Ense,  you  have  here  Goethe,  Sir  W«Ilf' 
Bcott,  Rogers.  Sir  R  Peel,  a  whole  note  from  Uarriel  Mflrllnfsu 
(before  our  friendship).  Charles  Bulter,  Count  d'Orsay,  Milmin. « 
Tory  characteristic  note  -from  Maazini,  Lord  Stanley.  Mra.  An*""' 
Lockbart,  Thackeray  (alhis  Titmarsb),  Allan  Cunnlnghnm. 

Tell  Jeannie  that  wbcn  I  Informed  MiiTziiil  yesterday  that  Gc"'' 
diiic  was  io  be  here  on  Monday,  he  first  stared,  then  tald  'Wc'^' 
after  then  I  come  for  ten  minutes  only ! '  and  then,  looking  Into  '^' 
Are,  gave  a  long,  clear  whisllel  Jeannie  can  figure  the  sort  of  ui"^ 
In  which  aloue  Mazzini  could  dream  of  wbistllogi 

But  alaal  I  must  go  and  clean  tbe  lamp,  a  much  leaa  agrewti^' 
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oocupotion  Uum  writing  u>  you,  my  dtiar.  But  sucb  coosequeaccB 
of  Iho  fall  of  Adam  will  atwavB  exist.  Nothing  will  goon  any  time 
wiUioiU  tiuman  labour. 

tEver  your  aSecUouate  coutin, 
J.  Casltlb. 
LETTER  92. 


Zft  MiM  BtUn  WtUh.  Livn-poot. 


ChfJau:  JutT  is,  IHT. 

_j^  My  desiest  Helen.— I  would  have  writlea  jeBlerdBv,  if  I  could 
iMve  done  auylhing  on  eurtli  but  cry.  I  suppose  ■  ilie  fael  is,"  ai 
Carlyle  says.  'Ibat  I  am  very  uuweli.'  In  a  gtiieral  way  t  can 
lurp  frutu  trying  al  uU  ralus.     Bui  Lhlii  Leut  is  most  disorganising 

I  id  dctnorulisiug.  And  so  I  felt  n  crying  in  Uie  morniii^  over  my 
tU,  and  cDuld  DOl  iu>p  mymilt  ugiiiu. 
Cwlyte  httl  prepared  a  cameo^broocli  tor  mo,  and  I  canuot  tell 
nr  it  W,  hut  bis  gilts  alwuys  distress  ma  luoro  than  a  scold  from 
n  would  do.  liien  the  poeim&n  Lnndeil  In  y<^(iT  letter  and  little 
s,  wid  thai  brought  all  i^orts  of  reminiscences  of  boroc  and  of 
napland  along  witli  it^  n  benutifu]  little  thing  as  ever  I  beheld  I 
ll  too  beautiful  *ni  too  youthful  for  the  iudividual  intended  to 
wear  il.  A  hat-box  from  poor  BOlte  completed  the  overthrow  of 
my  aeiiBihility:  it  contsined  ao  immeuse  liouquet  of  the  lorelicBt 
fl«wer«.  In  the  middle  of  which  was  stuck~her  picture!  in  water- 
colours,  nnd  gilt-framed,  and  d  note.  I  shall  send  you  the  nol«, 
that  you  muy  see  Boile  in  her  best  phase.  People  wonder  always 
"by  1  let  myself  be  bored  with  that  woman,  but,  with  all  her  want 
of  tact  in  the  everyday  intercourse  of  life,  she  manifests  a  aentl' 
m(!nt  ou  occasions  so  delicate  and  deep,  that  1  should  be  a  brute  not 
to  be  touched  by  it. 
Wbose  ia  the  bolr  in  the  little  basket?  it  looks  all  one  shade. 
Thank  you.  dearest,  and  the  others  concerned  in  that  little 
realised  ideal  of  cousinly  remembrance.  I  have  attached  it  tn  my 
bracelet,  but  it  seems  almost  a  pity  to  wear  it  there.  I  was  think- 
iag  whether  I  ought  not  to  bare  my  nose  pierced  and  suspend  it 
from  Iliat. 

Perhaps  I  shall  see  yon  this  summer  after  all.  I  realty  am 
lulfering  dreadfully  from  the  beet ;  quite  as  ill,  in  a  different  way, 
u  1  was  in  winter  from  the  cold. 

I  cannot  sleep  or  etkt.  can  hanlly  sit  upright,  and  am  in  a  con- 
tinual bi^  feTer,  obliged  to  keep  wet  cloths  on  my  bead  all  day 
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long.  In  tliese  astonUhlng  circuniBtonces  Csrljle  declares  I  abatv 
luiely  must  go  away,  and  beai  to  Hkddington.  He  will  take  me 
Uiere  and  leave  me;  eo  if  1  go  to  Haddingtoa  I  sliall  aurel;  go  (A 
Auclitertool:  but  I  am  not  tiiere  yet.  I  am  to  writ«  to  Mil 
Donaldaon  to^ay,  to  inquire  if  her  house  be  empty;  if  the  Loadoa 
(amily  are  there  I  shall  consider  that  objection  final. 

I  hope,  if  I  go,  1  may  get  oS  before  Geraldioe  returna.  for  I  a 
not  up  to  any  visitor  just  now,  not  even  to  an  artgel  aieartt. 

Kind  love  to  all.     I  have  that  letter  to  Miss  Dooaldeou  to  wri 
Knd  un  already  worn  oul. 

£vBr  your  sSecIJonBle 

Jasx  CassTlM. 
LETTER  93. 

Octeber^ybvember.  1846. — We  went  for  a  week  to  the  Qntngv--' 
old  Rogers.  Ac.  My  poor  Jane's  health  very  feeble.  Beginniiri 
of  December,  bothered  by  various  things,  chaage  of  serrauU,  fool- 
tsh  Helen  off  to  Dublin  to  a  foolish  brother  there,  nod  to  ruin,  as  H 
proved.  My  dear  little  womau  fell  quite  ill— Dr.  Christie  attend' 
lug — and  for  IhrcH  weeks  was  helpless,  ofteuest  in  bed,  amid  theM 
household  irrUationa,  now  painful  to  remember.  Helen  W«Wt 
luckily  WHS  liere  on  visit  from  Liverpool;  before  New  Year's  D^, 
tb«  hurly-burly,  bad  scrvanta.  Free  Kirk  £dinburgL  ones,  alow 
coacli  &c.,  fwept  away,  and  a  new  good  one  got;  and  my  darlio;,' 
once  more  victorious,  seemed  to  be  herself  again. 

End  of  January,  part  of  February  1847,  at  &y  House,  Alverstoksr 
there  again,  however,  she  had  a  miserably  bad  sore  throat,  aad  la 
read  of  in  ber  letters.  1  idle,  lying  painfully  fallow  all  Ibis  tim^, 
brother  John  busy  with  hia  Dante. 

August  1S4T  we  go  for  Matlock,  atay  about  a  fortDigbl.  W.  Br 
Porsler  over  from  mwdon  (Bradford  neighbourhood),  lo^al  cheeff 
ex-Qiiaker  then,  RitdJanl  politician  now,  ran  over  to  join  us,  an^ 
nresiiingly  hospitable,  look  ua  borne  with  him.  Charming  drive  l< 
Slieffleld  from  the  Peak  country.  Slay  at  Rawdon  for  anoU 
forluigbti  there  pari;  I  for  Scoisbrig,  uiy  Jeannle  for  a  trial  d 
or  two  at  Bnmsley  (brother  of  Hrs.  Paulet's  there),  and  so  haa 
to  Chelsea,— T,  C, 

To  T.  OarlyU,  aeotilbrig. 

B  Cheya»  Row:  Baturdar.  Sept.  II,  IM. 
Here  I  am,  llicn,  safe  and  sound  I  ratlier  tired,  and  aa  yeUowi 
saffron  with  yesterday's  jonruey;  but  that  is  all.     I  left  Bamslej 
at  one,  and  got  home  at  eleven,  ratlier  low  when  I  stopped  at 

door  all  alone;  but  Anne  received  me  with  a  tittle  outbttrrt  of 

■Section,  as  cheering  ns  it  was  unexpected.     What  you  will  oon^er 

ibe  purpose,  she  had  everything  in  the  niceet  poMiblt 


^^  own  dor 
^^L  affection 
^^1       more  to 
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:  Mcmed  reiilly  to  have  exerUd  herself  to  Uie  utlermosl  in 
ng  nud  eieciitlQg  tny  wwliea.  A  Iwiier-cleaued  bouse  I 
set  mj  fool  iu:  Bud  even  lier  own  litUe  person  bud  blounied 
out  iuCD  new  clothes  for  llie  occoaioo.  All  tlie  carpclB  have  been 
not  only  up,  and  moBl  eSectuolIy  clenned,  aad  nulled  down  ugaiu, 
u  noliodj  but  myself  ever  succeeded  in  nsiliug  tbem  before,  but 
Bbe  lias  been  at  llie  uubarggluedfor  palos  to  diirD  Uiem,  wherever 
(bey  needed  il.  Nay,  she  fans  actually  learned  to  stand  ou  Etepe, 
and  dusted  every  book  on  Ibe  ebelvesl  Urs,  Piiier  bas  been  at 
work  like  a  very  Brownie.  Poatia '  and  sbe  came  at  four  o'clock 
one  inorDiog,  and  washed  up  all  the  bbukels  and  counlerpaoeH. 
And  then  Ibe  little  posVwoman  bersdf  fell  upon  tbe  cliair  uud 
lable-covere,  and,  liuving  washed  them  quite  beautifully,  nulled 
Ibem  all  on  again ;  eo  that  the  whole  house  looks  as  bright  as  a  new 
pin.  Postie  bad  nlao  helped  to  beut  the  carpets,  coiisideriiig  that 
Eavea'  was  rather  Blimming  them;  but  ho  charged  Aune  to  keep 
this,  and  indeed  all  bis  doings,  a  secret  from  me.  To  tall  to  work 
messing  and  poiuting  Inside,  now  that  everything  ia  so  well 
cleaned,  and  so  late  in  the  yeM.  would.  I  think,  be  '  very  absurd.'  • 
When  ILe  parlour  is  neiv-pnpcred  and  painted,  U  should  be  doue 
properly,  aod  proper  painting  lakes  a  prodigious  time:  but  I  will 
see  somebody  (o-morrow,  to  speak  at  least  concerning  the  outside. 

t  hnve  not  seen  .Tohn  yet.  but  he  will  come,  I  suppose,  after  his 
proofs  are  corrected.  Nobody  else  knows  of  ray  return,  and  I 
shall  keep  it  'a  secret  (o  please  him,'*  till  I  feel  a  need  of  company, 
whith  I  fancy  will  not  be  for  some  weeks  to  come.  Meanwhile  I 
have  plen^  to  employ  me,  in  siding*  drawers  and  locked  places. 
Kliicb  I  left  in  the  disgracefuHest  confusion:  and  in  rc-iiabilitating 
clothes-department,  which  hns  tteen  wonderfully  reduced  and 

tpidated  by  theae  weeks  of  travel,  to  say  nothing  of  plenty  of 
I  lying  on  my  conscience.  Did  you  find  at  Bcotsbrig  a  Iciiet 
Aniliony  Sterling  announcing  bis  father's  death?  Anae  says 
lie  (Anlhouy)  called  here  last  Saturday  to  ask  the  address;  and 
tlie  gave  him  the  liawdon  one.  Tbe  poor  old  man  had  been  quite 
iaiengible  for  a  week  before  his  death;  and  the  week  before  that, 

Iiad  insisted  on  having  himself  brought  in  the  carriage  to  this 


•HIUCl 

m 


P  Onr  cxoflleat.  pUDOtnal  and  obliging  poatman.  for  above  lwent;r  TSan. 
D  Tbtt  oMler.  turned  out  (ieveu  or  eight  yean  after)  to  be  b  rerr  greal  acamp. 
9  SeothBT  John^fl  phrase. 
r  'On  que  maaser  un  hareogf    C'eat  un  secret  pour  lul  plalrel' 
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door,  though  even  ihen  lie  was  Bfwecihless.  Anoe  s&id  i 
saddest  thing  ahe  ever  ehw:  he  wnved  to  her  lo  come  to 
made  slgas  n9  it  he  were  letirlng  n  tnE«eaga  for  me.  pointed  repeat- 
edly to  his  lips,  and  tlien  lo  the  bou^e,  nnd  tbeo  shoolc  his  hnd 
with  teara  runniug  down.  How  often  I  have  made  a  jest  of  thit 
old  man's  offeetiou  for  me,  aod  now  it  looks  one  of  the  most  valu- 
ahle  affections  I  ever  poeseased,  for  he  clung  to  it  till  liia  la<t 
moment  of  coasciousQeas.  His  nurse,  who  came  with  him.  told 
Anne  she  knew  I  n'os  not  at  home,  hot  It  wan  perfectly  impoeaihta 
to  hinder  his  coming.  Anthony,  Anne  says,  aeemed  'dreadfully 
cut  up:'  he  'could  hardly  speak  to  her.  for  the  tears  in  his  throat' 
Your  letter  wii3  lying  for  me  last  night  when  I  came  io.  and 
gave  me  somehow  the  feeling  of  a  letter  t*ritten  out  of  Badea.  I 
bojie  I  shall  get  auolher  soon.  I  hardly  supposed  your  UnDcbesUr 
worshippers,  and  least  of  all  Geraldlne.  would  let  you  off  on  tM 
Tuesilay.  As  lo  mc.  I  conld  not  well  have  got  home 
Wednesday,  even  If  much  set  on  it,  which  I  was  not.  On  Tnei^ 
day.  Nodes'  and  his  wife  took  me  through  two  immense  factories 
and  a  long  drive  besidea  in  a  pliaeton.  On  the  way  home  I  W«i 
■eized  with  one  of  my  very  worst  fainting  headaches,  and  had  to  ba- 
curried  from  the  carriage  to  bed.  where  I  lay  in  what  they  took 
for  a  last  agony,  till  midnight.  Motbing  could  be  kinder  than  HtK 
Newton  was,  but  kindness  could  do  nothing  till  the  time  comck 
Next  day  1  got  up  lo  breakfast,  but  too  brashed  lo  drean 
off  to  London;  So  \  agreed  to  sljiy  till  Friday.  They  would  fain 
have  had  it  Monday,  but  I  could  not  be  so  silly  as  to  change  my 
day  twice.  My  visit  was  a  highly  successful  one,  except  for  OuX 
headache,  which  might  have  happened  anywhere.  The  children 
are  beautiful,  lovable  children,  brought  up  as  cbildreu  used  to  be 
In  my  time,  and  no  trouble  to  anybody.  Mrs.  Newton  herself  grows 
more  attractive  for  me  the  more  I  see  of  her;  her  ijiiiet  good  seoae 
and  loving  lieartpdnees,  and  perfect  naturalness,  are  very  rafreching 
to  one's  workUused  soul.  Even  poor  Nodes  is  a  much  mora 
teresting  man  at  the  head  of  his  mill  and  his  family  than  wl 
banging  loose  on  society  in  London— but  it  is  twenty  mlnutee 


Ever 


yours. 


J.  C. 


<  Nodea  Newlon,  Urs.  Paulet's  brother  at  BamBley. 


JANE  WEL80  CARLYLE. 


LETTER  94. 
/oAn  Fimttr,  E»g..  58  Lincoln's  Inn  Fieldi, 

B  Cheyna  Row,  Chelsea;  Tuejday.  Sept.  1*.  IMJ. 
'Dear  Mr.  Foraler,— Here  I  am,  Ihenl  relumed  to  ClieUea;  h 
«ddcr  &Dd  a  wiser  woman  for  mj  five  neeka  of  pursuit  ot  the 
picturesque  utider  difScultiea.  My  husband  and  I  parted  coiuptiay 
at  Leeds  a  week  ago.  He  U  uow  in  Aanandale  'spending  hia  lime' 
(he  writes  to  tne)  '  cliiefl;  !□  eleeping  and  id  drinking  new  milk 
under  Tarioaa  fnrmsl'  Bather  bilious  work,  one  would  sayt  but 
tverj  man  to  hii  humour!  For  toe,  1  am  spending  my  time  riiiefly 
io  loTing  ibe  devil  out  of  a— Yorkshire  kitten!  which  1  hsTe 
u]u>ptcd  t-iT  Hi  incxpreaBlble  cbnrm  at  tlgerisbapss.  But  a  huge 
hrown-puper  parcel  ot  MS.  Jiea  like  an  inciibua  on  my  free  spirill 
What  is  to  he  done?    When  and  how  arn  we  to  get  through  iiT 

Since  I  arrived  on  Friday  night.  1  have  spoken  with  no  mortal 
but  my  maid,  and  iwlce  for  ten  niinuteg  with  my  brother-in-law.  I 
believe,  besides  you,  there  is  Btill  a  man,  or  perlispa  two,  of  my  ac- 
tjusintauoe  left.      But  1  feel  so  mesmerised  by  the  silence  and  the 

EMM,  thai  I  hftve  no  power  to  announce  my  return, 
lite  to  ma    1  am  prepared  for  anything. 
EvBT  yours  affectionately, 
Jaue  Cabltia 
; 


LETTER  85, 
To  T.  Oarisie.  SecObrig. 


',ert  vn  three  notes  for  you,  dear:  and  1  canoot  send  them  w 
few  lines  from  myself,  though  up  to  the  ears  in 
If  I  hart  wailed  patiently  a  few  hours  longer  jeaterdny,  I  might 
have  spared  you  a  ehrewing.  Your  nice  long  letter  came  in  the 
eveoing;  and  before  thnt,  I  bad  also  seen  John,  and  been  favoured 
with  a  reading  of  your  letter  to  him.  I  could  have  found  in  my 
heart  to  box  his  cars,  when  I  found  It  had  been  in  his  pocket  since 
Monday  night,  and  1  only  told  of  it  then,  at  three  o'clock  on  Wed- 
nesday, after  my  remonstrance  was  gone  to  the  post-office.  He 
did  Dot  seem  to  consider  my  impatience  tn  the  meanwhile  '  ot  the 
aUgbtestcoDisequence.'    In  fact,  he  is,  for  the  moment,  'amiserable 
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wretch,  lost  in  proof-aheela,' '  He  retniiidB  me  ot  the  grey  chicken 
al  Cniigenpultock.  Uiat  went  about  lor  six  vooks  cackliug  orer  iti 
flret  (;gg.  It  everybody  held  such  a  racket  ovkf  his  It'fok  aa  be.  OTur 
tills  Daate  of  liis,  llie  world  would  be  perfectly  unlnliabllBblc 
Bui  lie  comes  seldom,  and  has  always  to  '  take  the  road  again '  in  t 
rew  DiinuleB,  so  I  manage  to  endure  the  cackling  with  n  c< 

Nolliing  boB  happened  to  me  BiDce  yeelerday,  except  Hint  io  (Iw 
eveiiiag  I  was  stanled,  almosl  terrlBed,  by  a  knock  at  the  door.  I 
wasFuzl  I  bad  written  to  him  about  Q.'s'  manugcript,  andbeai 
swercd  my  do1«  in  person,  by  return  of  post,  1  had  expected  'a 
gentle  and  free  passage  of  pennies,'  extending  Ibrougb,  perhaps,  a 
fortalgbt,  before  a  meeting  actually  eame  off. 

He  ecemed  Tery  strung-hearted  for  the  reiLding,  which  could  not, 
however,  be  commenced  last  night,  for  be  had  to  attend  the  sals 
Sliakespeare's  bouse;  but  on  Sundny  evening,  'by  all  Uisc  < 
sucrcd,'  we  would  fail  to  iu  earnest.  '  trusting  io  Ood  that  on  il 
night  he  should  Sod  me  in  good  Tulce.'  Meanwhile,  '  were  there 
any  books— any  tiling  on  earlb— I  wishedT'  He  would  send  Henrj 
to-day.     He  stayed  only  halt-au-hour— very  fatl 

TI1L9  morning  a  still  greater  terror  struck  into  me  when  a  carnage 
slopped  ul  the  door  while  I  was  sitting  at  breakfast  in  my  dresiiog- 
gowu.  It  was  Anthony  Sterling  ou  bis  way  from  Headley.  He  did 
Dot  offer  at  coming  in:  merely  sent  the  servant  to  ask  if  I  would 
1)e  at  home  in  the  afternoon.  I  am  glad  be  is  coming,  for  I  will 
get  him  to  send  me  his  painter,  the  one  who  was  to  bring  me  an 
estimate  having  never  returned,  I  walked  up  to  the  Library  yea- 
terdny  to  gel  myself,  if  possible,  something  lu  read.  White  Owl* 
expected  to-day:  library  'too  bod  for  anything:'  offlciala  mortal 
drunk,  or  worse—overtaken  with  incurable  idiocy  I  Not  a  book  01 
oould  touch  williuul  gelling  oneself  made  filthy.  1  expressed  my 
horror  of  Ihe  scene,  and  was  answered:  '  Are  you  aware,  mi 
of  the  dealh  of  Mis,  CochraneT  I  brought  away  the  laal  four 
numbers  of '  Vanity  Fair,'  and  read  one  of  them  in  bed,  during  iha 
nigiil.    Very  good,  Indeed,  beats  Dickens  out  ot  the  world. 

Cbalmecs  is  now  raismg  brick  fabrics — perfectly  incomprehensible 


arid  old  SterllnK.  of  ■  ee 
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tn  their  inesiiiiigliitbertoi — ia  front  of  his  house.'  I  told  old  JoUn 
ud  the  olber  workmen,  ycslerday,  tbat  there  naa  no  longer  a  doubt 
th&t  ibey  had  all  gone  pertectty  deranged.  John  ebook  bis  head 
quite  Eorrowfuily,  and  said  ■  it  was  only  loo  true.' 

The  '  Kational,'  Fuc  told  uie,  had  Btaitcd  a  very  feasible  idea 
Rbout  the  Duke  de  PraEliu's  intention,  in  Inking  the  loaded  pislol 
with  hjm.  He  bad  ordered  the  porter  to  come  hulf-an-houT  sooner 
Ibaa  UBual,  and  straight  to  his  bedroom.  He  meanl  to  ahoot  the 
porter,  and  make  bim  pass  for  the  murderer. 

Fux  was  awfully  excited  on  the  subject  of  Luzzi,' 

Ever  yours, 


LETTER  98. 
lb  T.  Carlylt.  BeoUbrig. 


^K  CIielBeB:  Wedoesdar.  BepC  »,  1SI7, 

m^  Tou  are  to  know,  then,  that  ever  since  I  wrote  the  last  letter  to 
yon,  I  have  bad  no  history  'to  speak  of,'  having  been  confined 
pretty  constaatlj  tubed.  When  I  wrote  the  last  letter,  twasalreody 
ill;  ia  fact,  I  had  never  felt  well  from  the  first  day  of  my  return. 
But  at  that  writing.  I  perceived  I  was  in  for  some  sort  of  regular 
illaesa.  I  tbougbi,  at  first,  it  was  going  to  be  a  violent  cold,  but  it 
hsa  not  turned  to  a  cold.  1  suppose  a  doctor  would  call  it  some 
sort  of  bilious  or  uervous  fever.  Whatever  it  boa  been,  I  have 
suffered  horribly  from  irritation,  nausea,  and  languor;  but  now  I 
am  in  the  way  of  getting  well  again.  I  am  out  of  bed  to-day,  and 
able  to  write  to  you,  as  you  see.  John  bus  been  vp.ry  kind  to  me. 
•Ince  he  knew  of  my  illness,  which  was  not  till  Sunday  afternoon. 
H«  haa  come  to  see  me  twice  a  day;  and  one  lime  stayed  tour 
hours  in  my  bedroom,  reading  to  me,  &c,  I  prohibited  him  from 
lelliog  you  of  it.  as  I  did  not  want  you  to  be  kept  a 
DOW  1  am  so  much  better  that  tbere  is  not  tlie  slightest  o< 
anxiety:  and  as  to  your  being  there,  and  not  here,  1  assure  you  it 
has  been  the  greatest  possible  comfort  to  me  that  it  so  happened.  1 
con  be  twice  as  patient  and  composed,  I  find,  when  there  is  nobody 
put  about  by  my  being  laid  up.  Had  you  been  here.  I  should  have 
struggled  on  longer  without  taking  to  bed,  and  been  in  the  desper- 
ates; baste  to  gel  out  of  it.     All  the  nursing  possible  has  been  given 


'  Turned  out  to  be  ■  porch  ai 


IpUlan. 


'  Then  No.  4,  Cheyne  a 


980  LETTERS  AND  MB1I0RIAL8  OF 

me,  bj  Anne  and  Mrs.  Piper;  and  the  perfect  quiet  of  tte 
oould  not  have  been  had  on  other  terms,  nor  could  Anne  ham  hid 
time  to  attend  to  me  as  I  required,  if  we  had  not  had  tiie  house  aU 
to  ourselyes. 

80  do  not  be  vaixed,  and  do  not  be  uneasj;  I  havo  no  aUiMBt 
now,  but  weakness,  and  so  soon  as  I  can  get  Into  the  afar,  ttmX  wffl 
wear  off. 

And  now  I  most  stop  for  this  time. 

Sreryounik 

j.w.a 


You  must  have  another  little  letter  to-day,  dear,  in  case  you  take 
a  notion  to  fret.  I  continue  to  mend  rapidly.  One  of  the  peopls 
who  has  been  kindest  to  me  during  my  illness  is  '  old  John.'  >  He 
has  actually  reduced  all  the  pianos  to  utter  silence.  Hearing  Anns 
say  that  the  noise  of  his  ladies  was  enough  to  drive  her  mistrasi 
mad,  he  said,  '  I  will  put  a  stop  to  that/  and  went  immediately  him- 
self into  the  drawing-room,  and  told  the  ladies  then  at  the  piano^ 
*hc  wondered  they  were  not  ashamed  of  themselves,  making  sudi 
a  noise,  and  Mrs.  Carlyle  at  death's  door  on  the  other  side  of  the 
walL'    And  there  has  not  been  a  note  struck  since^flve  days  aga 

J.  C. 

LETTER  97. 
lb  T.  Cknrlyle,  SoaUMg. 

Chelsea:  Friday,  Sept  M,  1SI7. 

You  can't  be  said,  dear,  to  have  wasted  many  letters  on  me  in 
this  absence;  but  if  you  '  feel  a  stop '  (Quakerly  speaking),  best  to 
let  it  have  way;  no  good  comes  of  forcing  nature,  in  the  matter 
of  writing  or  any  other  matter. 

Meanwhile,  I  go  on  mending.  I  had  more  sleep  last  night,  and 
feel  strong  enough  to-day  to  meditate  a  short  turn  in  the  open  air. 
When  John  comes,  I  shall  propose  it  to  him.  I  am  not  to  go  to 
Addiscombc  to-morrow.  Last  night,  at  ten  o'clock,  I  was  Just  go- 
ing to  bed  very  tired,  John  and  Mazzini  having  sat  talking  *  Dante ' 
beside  me,  till  I  had  to  be  struck  with  a  sudden  thought  that  M. 
would  miss  the  Hoxton  omnibus,  unless  John  saw  him  off  instantly, 

>  SerwiC  in  the  adjofniitic  house. 
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Wben  Anne  came  I<i  ancouDce  the  imporiniit  foci  of  Mr,  Fleming. 
■  Well.'  I  »wd,  ■  send  liim  away;  I  cannol  receive  bim  «l  tliis  lime 
of  ntghl.'  But  he  would  uot  l>e  spnl  away.  '  lie  had  come  cliar^d 
wHh  a  message  from  Lady  Harriet  ('.),  and  if  I  would  Juat  nee  liim 
for  five  miDUIes.*  The  other  tirae  tie  called  was  with  Hr  Bariog: 
ctaanged  times  for  Hitlo  Blra.  Hanis.' 

The  message  was,  that  Lady  H.  was  coming  up  on  Batnrday.  to 
dine  at  Holland  House  on  Siiiidny;  m  that  she  could  not  send  for 
mc  OD  Saturday,  according  to  programme,  but  would  lake  me 
down  with  her  on  Monday.  This  she  bad  told  him  (Fleming)  when 
he  was  '  seeing  her  oS; '  and  he  would  tell  her  my  answer  '  when 
he  dined  with  her  at  Hotlaud  House.'  '  How  very  odd.'  I  said. 
■that  you ahouid  be  acting  as  Lady  H.'s  Ariel!'  '  Oh,  not  at  all 
DOW;  we  are  eicellenl  (riends  now,  since  we  stayed  together  at 
Sit  W.  Moleswortli's;  and  there  is  nothing  I  would  not  do  for  her! 
■he  is  the  dearest,  plnyfullest,  wlltie>it  creature.  I  live  her  iKyood 
everytbiug.'    '  Vory  absurd.' 

If  1  cao  get  oR  from  going  now,  without  discourtesy,  I  will;  for 
to  stay  over  Tuesday  is  uol  worth  the  fag  of  going  and  coming; 
beeides,  my  painiing  will  terminute,  I  expect,  on  Saturday  night. 
And  there  is  yet  snolbeT  tiling  that  taltee  away  my  ardour  (or  go- 
ing. Fleming  gravely  accused  me  of  having  brought  on  this  111- 
oeM,  u  I  did  so  many  others,  ^y  my  "uulieard-of  imprudence.' 
'  Lady  Harriet  assures  me  that  nothing  was  ever  like  your  inilis- 
cretioD  in  diet,  and  that  all  these  attacks  proceed  from  liiat  cause.' 
Now,  I  require  to  have  every  (urtberaace  given  to  any  faculty 
that  may  lie  in  me  for  eating  and  drinking  at  present,  instead  of 
Uring  and  eating  in  the  fear  of  being  thought  and  published  a  glut- 
too.*  The  quantity  of  wine  that  John  prescribes  for  me  might 
also  obtain  me  the  rejiutation  of  a  drunkard.  And  I  believe  it 
quite  necessary,  when  for  days  together  one's  pulse  '  conid  not  be 
counted.'  Fleming's  'five  minutes' prolonged  themselves  to  linlt- 
an-hour,  aud  then  I  was  obliged  lo  Icll  bim  that  I  cniild  sit  up  no 
longer.  And  be  went  away  in  his  little  thunder  nndliglitoing  cjii. 
broideied  shirt,  and  hia  tittle  new  curled  wig,  lisping  out:  '  I  shall 
tell  Lady  Harriet  that  I  found  you  io  a  temperature  sufflcieut  I" 
[R^uce  a  bilious  fever.'  It  was  all  1  could  do  to  keep  from  sum- 
moaing  all  my  remaining  streoglb  together  and  '  doubling  him 
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up.' '  pruliDg  in  that  fashion  to  me,  who  bod  Just  come  0 
sucli  &  ne«k  of  suflpriii^.    Never  mind,  Cbalmers'a  old  Jolia  o 
to  ask  afi«r  nio  ilie  flrst  tiling  every  tnoto'mg:  uid  be  keeps  mil  ti 
pianos  dowa.     And  my  moid  nurae*  me  vllh  ui  alscritj  and  kind*  I 
aeai  tbat  could  not  be  bougUt  Willi  muQvji  aad  the  more  I  wUll* 
better  you  arc  always  pleased. 

Eind  regards  lo  ihem  alL    I  hope  your  oiotber  don't  nj  ensj 
half-hour,  '  1  wonder  how  Jane  isl ' 

J.  W.  C 

LETTER  «e. 

To  T.  OaHgU,  SeottMe- 

UiUsoombe  <:  Prtd  v.  Oct,  I,  Kft 

JoK  two  lines,  dear,  before  stmrting,  in  uoae  I  arrive,  as  la  Bket)', 
nilh  a  bead  too  bud  for  writing  from  CheUea.  1^  to-day's  post. 

My  viail  here  has  gone  oH  rather  successtuliy  iu  oae  Mnttt,  I 
never  law  Lady  Harriet  iu  such  BpiriLa,  so  lulkalive  Bad  diopwiel 
ttt  be  talked  to.  I  should  have  cnjoyeil  being  beside  her  motv  tha^ 
usual  if  1  had  Dot  fell  a  need  of  exerliog  myself  much  bejiMid  mj 
strength,  as  she  mude  a  point  of  ignoring  the  fact  Uiat  mayUiiiiC 
ailed  me.  I  fancy  U  must  be  one  of  her  nolioiu  about  toe,  Ihsl  ] 
am  bypochoodiiacal ;  and  to  be  made  well  by  being  Created  as  tbff 
there  was  cot  a  doubt  of  ii.* 

Happily,  I  have  got  through  it  without  giving  any  trouble; 
■hall  be  glad  to  get  home  to-day.  where  I  may  hare  a  Ore  in  m/ 
room  wheul  amsbivcring.asdaglassof  wine  when  lamexbau 
and  rosy  go  to  bed  when  my  head  gets  the  better  of  me.  wii 
feeling  it  to  be  '  a  secret  lo  displease  her.'  Every  day  hero  I 
bad  lo  slip  into  bed  about  two,  and  lie  with  a  dreadful  headaidi*  UB 
Bve,  wlicu  It  Kent  auddciiiy  nway.  And  when  the  houaemkid  (mm 
Eliza,  she  Is  in  town)  found  that  I  lighted  my  bedroom  fire  mywl^ 
she  carried  away  Ihe  coals;  and  no  bell  could  bring  her;  and  Ik 
room  Is  so  cold  and  damp  now  there  is  no  sun.  And  then  no  dii 
ner  till  six,  and  no  wine  but  bock,  which  makes  me  ill;  and  Joha 
bud  bid  me  lake  two  glasaes  (do  leaa)  of  Madeira;  and,  in 
'there  a  do  place  like  home'  for  being  sickia;  and  I  should 
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slaod  Uiis.  ODce  for  bll.  I  un  a  liiUe  Btronger,  however,  Uisd  I 
came.  Uiougli  I  iiave  not  bod  one  good  night,  and  I  (.'Xpecl  lo  feel 
the  benefit  of  tbecliBDge  wlieD  I  return.  When  1  loohatmy  wliite, 
white  race  in  the  glass,  I  wonder  bow  anybody  can  believe  I  am 
fancying.  Ever  youre, 

J.  C. 


LETTER  W. 
To  T.  Oartgle.  SeolArig. 


I  Chelsea:  B&turday,  Oct.  t.  IMT. 

Thante  Ood,'  dear,  I  write  from  home  again  I  I  nrrired  yester- 
;  mucli  in  the  state  I  expected,  with  n  rncUlng  headache  and 
uche,  but  also  with  a  lillle  '  monarch  of  all  I  survey  '  leellog, 
which  was  compenaation  '  for  much  '1  In  my  life  I  lliink  I  never 
liid  so  eojoy  giving  orders  and  being  waited  upon  ns  last  night,  aod 
beiog  asked  what  I  would  like  to  lake,  and  gelling  ill  And  thaoka 
to  tbe  considerable  mess  of  porridge,  which  John  inculcated,  I  hod 
H>me  Bleep,  and  to^]ay  I  am  quite  free  of  headache,  and  ilie  faceache 
ia  greatly  diminiBbed;  and  I  Imd  very  nice  coffee  in  bed,  and  a 
flre  lo  dreis  nl.  and,  in  short,  I  feel  in  a  state  of  liiiury  perfeclly 
indescribable  I  Your  letter  last  night,  too,  waa  a  moat  agreeable 
eurpriae;  two  letters  In  one  dayl  That  I  was  not  exacting  enough 
(o  Lave  ever  looked  fori  Lady  Harriet  spoke  of  writing  to  youone 
of  theae  days.  On  Mooday  she  comes  to  town,  logo  to  the  Qrange 
OD  Tuesday,  perhaps;  for,  if  Charles  Buller  comes  from  Cornwall 
on  Monday,  he  might  like  one  day  at  the  Cottage  before  they  go,  ia 
which  case  they  would  put  off  goiog  lo  the  Orange  till  Wednesday. 
Or.  perhaps,  ■  If  Mr.  Baring  wants  (roo  days  in  London,'  Lady  H. 
would  come  up  with  him  on  Monday  and  go  somewhere  (Lord 
Grey's,  I  think]  over  Tuesday.  At  all  events,  the  Qrange.  after 
Wednesday,  ee^med  her  probable  address.  Some  time  in  Novem- 
\)et  she  expected  to  be  in  town  for  a  week ;  and  after  Chrlstmns  she 
wished  US  to  go  to  Alvcrsloke.  She  has  got  a  grey  Spanish  horse, 
looked  up  for  her  by  Mr.  Fleming,  and  a  new  riding  habit  and 
nd  is  'going  to  ride  quick  now.'  ThecoacfamaD  haHmnde 
Knew  epigram  abonl  you.  He  was  backing  out  Mr.  Baring  in  try. 
o  persuade  her  ladyship  lo  ride  the  'Kangaroo.'  'Goodgra- 
Idus!  '  Mid  Lady  H.,  '  do  none  of  you  remember  how  It  behaved 
''  liMrs.  Carlyle!  She  could  not  ride  ill'  ■  Pooh!  poohl'  said 
Kold  humbug,  'Mrs.  Carlyle  could  have  ridden  the  horse  perfectly 
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well;  it  was  not  the  hone  Mn.  Cwlyle  wm  afnid  oL    Wbaft  dm 
was  afraid  of  was  Mr.  Carlylel ' 

Well,  if  the  ooachman  don't  appredAte  you,  here  is  'a  joaag 
heart '  that  does,  '  immortal  onel ' 

The  note  I  tend  la  accompanied  bj  a  blood-red  Tolnme  eBtitled 
'  Criticisms.'  I  have  looked  at  the  gratitade  in  the  preface — a  Teir 
grand  paragraph  indeed  about  the  magnificent  Trench!  and  the 
colossal  Carlylc;  one  of  whom  '  reminda  ua  of  some  gigantic  river, 
now  windiDg/  &c.,  &c. ;  'the  other  of  some  tremendous  being, 
struggling  with  mighty  power. '  Ac ,  Ac  A  Teiy  tremendona  block- 
head does  this  writer  remind  us  of! 

I  can  tell  you  next  to  nothing  of  MazzinL  After  I  had  been  at 
home  a  week  I  sent  him  simply  my  visiting  card,  which,  howeier, 
he  immediately  replied  to  in  person ;  but  when  he  arrived  I  had 
already  fallen  ill,  was  just  going  to  bed  in  a  fainting  state,  andcoold 
merely  shake  hands  with  him  and  bid  him  go  away.  He  sent  to  ask 
for  me  two  or  three  days  after,  and  a  week  after  he  came  one  even- 
ing when  John  was  here,  who  kept  him  all  the  time  talking  about 
Dante,  and  in  an  hour  I  was  wearied  and  sent  them  away  together. 
That  is  all  I  have  seen  of  him;  and  all  he  had  got  to  tell  me  of  'our 
things '  was  that  he  had  been  for  weeks  expecting  private  informa- 
tion that  would  take  him  away  at  an  hour's  notice,  but  that  now 
there  seemed  no  prospect  of  anything  immediate  taking  effect,  and 
that  on  the  10th  October  he  would  go  to  Paris  for  a  month,  and 
'  into  the  valley  of  Madame  Sand.'  I  asked  if  he  had  meant  to  put 
himself  at  the  disposal  of  the  Pope.  'Oh,  no!'  be  said;  what  he 
aime<l  at  was  '  to  organise  and  lead  an  expedition  into  Lombardy, 
which  would  be  better  than  being  an  individual  under  the  Pope,' 
in  which  words  seemed  to  me  to  lie  the  whole  secret  of  Mazzini's 
'failed  life.'* 

Kind  regards  to  the  others. 

Ever  faithfully  yours, 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  100. 

This  is  Thomas  Speddinsr's  residence.  I  had  halted  there  for  a 
day  or  two  on  my  return.  Very  sad  to  leave  my  dear  old  mother, 
I  can  still  recollect,  and  much  but  of  sorts,  being  still  in  the  dumb 
state.  What  did  come  next  of  writinc:  after  '  Cromwell '?  Painter 
Lawrence  was  there  and  James  Spedding;  both  in  high  spirita. 


»  BOlte's  trmndAtion  of  VerfehHe*  Leben, 


JANE  WELSH  CARLTLE. 


7b  T.  Oarlgk.  XinliaaH.  Swckk. 

ChelH«:  B&tonla;,  Oct.  9.  ISIT, 

Oh,  my  dearl  mj  d«ar1  I  am  bo  biuyl  which  ia  better  than  being 
*  so  eick '  I  Wlien  Mrs.  Piper  cajne  this  morning  and  fouad  mo  on 
the  steps  she  looked  quite  ngbsst,  and  eaid,  '  Tou  will  lay  yourself 
npagoin!'  '  Not  a  bit.' I  told  her;  'I  feel  quite  strong  lo-day.'  'I 
am  afnid,  roa'm.'  suggested  the  little  woman,  'it  is  not  strength, 
trat  the  false  eicilement  of  Mr.  Carlyle  coming  liomeT '  Auae  w 
marked.  'Whatever  it  was,  it  was  no  use  stopping  Missus  if  she  had 
anything  on  her  miod.  She  was  an  example!'  She  'wondered 
where  there  was  another  lady  that  eould  stuff  oliair  cushions,  and 
do  anything  that  was  needed,  and  be  a  lady  too  I '  Bo  now  I  llitnk 
lam  strongenough  in  Anne's  respect  to  eveu  smoke  inherpresenoe. 
The  wont  of  Ilia  that  my  work  in  thesedaya  has  been  Cromwelltan 
work — makes  no  show  for  the  pains,  consislB  chiefly  in  anoihilallng 
rabbish;  annihilating  worms  for  one  thing.  Only  think  of  Henry 
Taylor's  famous  chair'  being  parlly  stuffed  willi  dirty  old  carpet 

lOrn  small,  which  faadgenerulcd  naturally  these  hundred  thousand 
(BtUlions  of  '  small  beings '  (as  Muzzini  would  say).  Mra.  Piper  saw 
of  them  outside  when  she  washed  tlie  covers,  and  I  understood 
lliBt '  indicatioa  '  at  all  events.  80  I  had  hair,  rubbish,  and  worma, 
an  boiled  together  in  the  cauldron,  and  then  the  clean  )i;tir  picked 
out,  and  then  I  remade  the  cushions  with  my  own  hnudB,' 

Besides  this.  I  have  been  in  a  pretty  niees  with  Emerson's  bed, 
having  some  apprehensions  he  would  arrive  before  it  was  up  again. 
The  quantity  of  sewing  that  lies  in  a  lined  chtntt  bed  is  something 
awfully  grand!  And  I  have  been  able  to  get  ne*t  to  no  help.  Blithe 
■ewing  women  I  knew  of  being  unable  to  come,  though  '  sorry  to 
disoblige,' &c.  One  tmd  'work  on  her  bunds  for  three  months'i 
another  was  'under  a  course  of  physic';  another  'tound  it  more 
pioOtable  to  »ew  at  tiome.'  Postie  realised  me  a  little  woman,  wbo, 
having  a  baby  a  month  old,  could  only  come  for  three  hours  in  the 
day:  luid  one  day  she  came,  and  bad  sense  more  or  less,  and  wn«to 
GoiDB  every  day  (or  three  hours  till  we  had  finished.  But  oo  going 
home  she  found  '  her  baby  had  never  cried  so  much  since  it  was 
i'  and  she  cante  in  the  evcoiug  to  say  she  could  leave  it  no 
1  so  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  fall  on  the  thing  like  a 
myself,  and  it  is  now  well  forward,  though  I  fear  it  will  not 
I,  as  I  wished,  to  delight  your  eyes  when  you  come. 

1  Afflftotlili; 


Tay; 
lUbor 
KiUli 

■  Hiat 


I 


fe 
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For  the  rest,  my  life  is  aa  Blil!  as  could  be  wished.  Mr.  Ir«luid ' 
called  last  cigbt  taai  laid  me  much  ot  your  sayiogs  at  the  BrigbU, 
Lady  Harriet  called  oa  Tuesday  atlernooH.  Blie  had  aclually  rid- 
den from  Addiscombe  lo  LoDdoD  the  day  before  ou  the  Spanith 
horse.  '  The  coachman  pul  Mr.  Baring  ou  one  of  ihe  carriage 
horses,'  neilhtir  '  the  Kangaroo '  nor  the  cbeBtnut  being  judged  aafe 
company.  '  He  rode  half  the  nay  on  that,  aud  then  the  helper  came 
up  OQ  Muff  <tbe  pony),  aod  he  got  on  Muff  for  the  rest  of  the  way/ 
Good  Mr.  BaringI  I  showed  Lady  H.  tlie  book  of  the  'Young 
Heart,'  aud  she  wrote  marginal  notes  all  over  It  for  you,  which.  »he 
aaid,  along  with  the  list  of  books  she  had  sent,  might  stand  very  well 
for  a  letter.  1  could  not  but  think  from  her  manner  that  day  that  aba 
had  bethought  her  1  had  been  rather  roughly  handled  on  my  last  r'uat. 
She  even  offered  me  a  '  tooic.'  which  had  been  given  to  her  by  Sii 
J.  Clarke.  'Certaiulyl  ought  tti  have  something  to  streugtheo  me. 
soraetbing  to  make  me  eat  I  She  never  saw  a  human  creature  eaXec 
little  I '  And  a  great  many  more  unsayJLgs  of  things  she  aaid  al 
Addiscombe.  8be  was  going  to  dine  at  the  Greys  and  next  mom 
ing  to  the  Grange,  where  wiii.-  Croker  und  hia  women — and  MIm 
Mitford  !  t ! 

Cbttrles  Buller  came  on  HoDday,  and  is  going  into  Normandy. 
Miss  Mitford  reminds  me  of  Mlsa  Strickland.  Cruth,  whom  I  aav 
yesterday,  told  me  that  tbc  book  which  is  the  most  decided  auccen 
at  present  is  'The  Queens  of  Eugknd'!  Colburn  baa  made  some 
twenty  thouaaud  pounds  by  itt  And  the  authoress  loo  is  enriched. 
She  goes  to  the  Duke  of  Cleveland's,  &c.,  Ac  (Lady  Ciara  told 
John),  and  is  treated  there  like  a  liigh-pricsteas!  everybody  deter- 
ring to  her  opinions, 

But  what  is  the  use  of  nil  this  wiiliDg,  and  with  such  s  horrid  pen, 
when  you  are  coming  so  soouT  On  Moodily  I  hardly  expect  you. 
But  I  shall  hear.  Thanks  for  your  long  letters  In  such  a  worry. 
The  Hunts '  give  splenilid  *nriei. 

Ever  youn  faithfully, 

J.  W.  C. 


'edltorl&l  Eentleoun,'  Sx.  Ac.    He  snd  uiotber  look  n 
ont  one  flTentng  to  Rochdale,  where  eniued  Inoi  by  my  bluns  or  aeeUnc) 
palcry  eaough  ■peaking-malch  with  John  Bright  (topics  commoDplace,  chal- 
bw,  totall]'  wortbleM  to  me),  the  only  time  I  ever  saw  that  eentlemui,  whom 
1  seem  lo  hsvA  knowD  HincleiiUr  without  eeelDK  ever  eisoa. 
*  Otir  nelEhboun  MUL    1  know  not  why  (O  prospsroua  at  preaent. 
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LETTEB  lOI. 
John  ^mter,  Biq..  88  Lineolji'i  Inn  Fietdt. 

Chelsea:  Snturdoj.  No*,  !0.  tg<7, 

ScitrHr.  Foreter, — Sure  enough,  we  are  ta  liie  gloomy  month  of 

Dniefflher,  nben  llie  people  of  Eugland  '  commit  suicide'  under 

"•MlenoMing  circumBlnnoes.'    The   eipediency,  niiy   ceeeBsity,  ot 

SDicidiDg  mjseif  is  no  longer  a,  question  with  me.     I  am  only  uo- 

eerlftin  as  to  the  mannert 

_  On  Thureday  1  waa  nppoloted  to  go  to  Notling  Hill  to  see  my 

'  tttb&nd's  bust;  and  had  to  hreak  my  oppolQlmcnt,  unfeeling  as  it 

Kkcd  10  let  myseU  be  withheld  by  any  weather  from  going  to  eee 

r  busband's  bust.    1  thought  it  would  be  more  really  unfeeling  to 

k  an  infl&inmalion  Id  my  husband's  wife's  chest,  which  roakeimy 

teband'a  wife   mch  «  nuisance  as  j'Ou,  an   unmarried  man,  can 

rdly  Bgnre.    Since  then  1  have  mostly  Ikiu  on  the  Eofa,  under  the 

_  -cloth,  reading,  'with  one  eye  sliut  and  the  other  not  open '(as 

poor  Dnrley  used  to  any),  some  of  those  ilivlne  volumes  yon  lent  me. 

Surely  it  was  in  the  spirit  of  divination  tli»t  I  .'cleded  'The  Human 

Body  in  Hcnllh  and  Disease'-,  and  ihe'Heiins  of  Abridging  Human 

Ldfe'-,  and  '  Hints  on  the  Formation  of  Charncier.'    One  has  such 

leisure  for  forming  one's  character  during  a  shut-up  winlerl 

Tou  perceive  whither  all  this  is  tending;  and  wish  lUal  I  would 
hasten  to  Ibe  cuiasiniplie.  Well,  the  cnluslropbu  is — I  write  it 
wilb  tears  in  my  eyes— that  I  cannot  venture  to  the  play  on  Monday 
nighl.  Even  if  I  did  not,  as  is  almost  certain  I  should,  bring  on  my 
congb.  I  abontd  pass  for  capricious,  insane;  and  the  worst  of  it  is, 
C,  having  no  longer  a  duty  to  fulQt  in  promoting  my  bappiness,  de- 
clares Ibai  Le  won't  go  either,  and  that  I  bad  best  write  to  yon  that 
you  may  take  no  seats  for  us.  I  do  so,  unwillingly;  for  if  the 
wealhef  were  to  'go  soft,' as  Oernldine  would  say,  I  might  be  about 
■gMOonUonday;  and  in  any  case  he  ought  to  go  lohia  (rieud'sflnt 
nlgbL    But  there  is  no  rebelling  against  Providence. 

1  am  also  botbered  about  these  proofs; '  C.  has  got  some  furious 
objection  (o  my  meddling  with  them — even  declares  that  1  '  do  not 
Itnow  bad  gmmmar  when  1  see  it.  any  better  than  she  does; '  that 
'Ifl  bad  any  faculty  I  might  find  better  employment  forit,'i&c., 
kc.  So,  after  bavlng  written  to  her  Ibat  I  would  da  what  she 
wished,  I  must  write  again  that  I  am  not  permitted. 


■  Proofs  ot  ■  I 


Bl  bj  Mlsa  Jet 


A 
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I  do  think  there  is  much  trath  id  Uie  Toimg  0«rmaa  idea  that 
m&niage  is  a  gliockingly  immors]  iiiBtilulioii,  aa  well  aa  whftt  « 
liBTe  long  known  it  for — an  eitremelj  disagreeable  one. 

Please  couDtermuid  the  proofs,  for  every  one  that  cornea  occa- 
Eioos  ft  row. 

Ever  aflectiotwtely  youni, 

J.  a 

LETTER   lOB. 

To  John  Wtiih,  Btg..  Limffool. 

Chelwa:  Dec  U.  1HT. 
Ujr  dearest  Uncle,— I  wril«  to  you  d«  j>rofiiiulu.  that  ia  to  a*;, 
from  the  depths  o(  my  tub-chair,  into  which  I  bare  migmtcd  wtihin 
the  last  two  hours,  out  of  the  still  lover  depths  of  my  gigmntic  red 
bed,  which  btis  held  me  all  tbia  week,  a  victim  to  the  '  inclemency 
of  the  season '!  Oh,  uncle  of  my  affections,  sucb  a  s 
you  ever  feel  the  like  of  it?  Already  solid  ice  in  one's  water  Jug! 
'  poor  Gardincrs  all  froz  out,'  and  Captain  Sterling  going  at  targe 
in  a  drcEs  of  skini,  the  t^tune  that  he  wore  in  Canada!  I  tried  to 
make  head  against  it  by  force  of  volition— kept  off  the  fire  a: 
had  been  still  at  'Miaa  BaU'a,' where  it  was  a  flne  of  sixpenceto 
touch  the  lirarihnig.  and  walked,  walked,  on  Carljle's  peniiciou* 
counkel  (always  for  me,  at  least)  to  'take  the  bull  by  the  horns,' 
instead  of  following  Darwin's  more  sensible  maxim,  '  in  matiora  of 
healtli  always  consult  your  sensations.'  And  so,  'by  working 
late  and  early.  I'm  come  to  what  ye  see 'I  in  a  tub-clioir — aUttle 
live  bundle  of  finnnel  shawls  and  dresrang-gowne,  with  little  or  no 
strength  to  speak  of.  having  coughed  myself  all  to  fiddle*stringi  in 
the  course  of  the  week,  and  'in  a  dibble  of  a  temper.'  if  I  bad  only 
anybody  lo  vent  it  onl 

Nevertheless,  1  am  sure  'I  have  now  got  the  turn,'  for  I  feel 

what  Carlyle  would  call  'a  wholesome  desire  to  smoke 't  which 

cannot  be  gratified,  as  C.  Is  dining  \t\th  Darwin;  but  the  tendency 

indicates  a  return  to  my  normal  stale  of  health, 

^K  The  next  best  thing  I  can  think  of  is  io  write  to  thee;  be«de 

^H      one's  bedroom  Are.  in  a  tub*chair,  the  family  affections  bloom  np 

^1      so  strong  in  one!    Moreover.  I  have  just  been  reading  for  the  dm 

^1      time  Harriet  Hartineau's  outpourings  in  the  '  Athenteum,'  and '  thai 

^H      minda  me,'  as  my  Helen  says,  that  ynu  wished  to  know  if  I  too  bad 

^1      :rone  into  this  devilUh  thing.     Cntch  met    What  I  think  about  it 
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-wera  Dot  eujr  lo  ray.  bui  one  tbiog  I  am  very  sure  of,  that  the  loss 
one  Las  to  do  with  il  the  belter;  and  thai  it  U  all  of  one  familj  wHb 
wltcbcraft,  deuioniacal  possession — is,  in  fact,  tlie  selfsame  principle 
preseuting  itself  under  neW'  scicnliBc  formit.  and  under  a  polite 
Dwnc.  To  den;  that  tbere  is  Biicli  a  Ibing  tM  animal  magneiism, 
and  that  it  acIusUy  does  produce  man;  of  the  pbenomenft  here  re- 
corded, U  idle;  nor  do  I  And  much  of  this,  ivhich  Bstms  wonderful 
because  we  think  of  it  foi  the  SrsI  time,  a  wliit  more  wonderful 
than  tlioBO  common  Instances  of  it.  wbicb  never  struck  tiswith  eur- 
piise  merely  because  wo  have  been  used  to  see  Ihem  all  our  lives. 
Everybody,  for  InEtance,  has  seen  children  thrown  almost  iuto  con- 
TulsioDS  by  someone  Koing  through  the  molious  of  tickling  Ihemt 
Nay,  one  bas  known  a  sensitive  uncle  shrink  his  bead  between  his 
shoulders  at  the  Hrst  xKiinting  of  a  Soger  towards  his  neck! 

Doe«  not  a  man  physically  tremble  under  the  mere  took  of  a  wild 
beast  or  fellow-mna  that  is  stronger  than  himself?  Does  not  a  wo- 
man redden  all  over  when  she  feels  her  lover's  eyes  on  her?  How 
then  should  one  doubt  the  mysterious  p<>werof  one  individual  over 
anolhert  Or  what  is  there  more  surprising  in  being  made  rigid 
than  In  b«ing  made  redt  In  falling  into  sleep,  than  in  falling  into 
conTulsional  in  following  somebody  across  a  room,  than  in  Irem- 
bling  before  biro  from  bead  to  foot?  I  perfectly  believe,  then,  In 
the  power  of  magnetism  lo  throw  people  into  all  sorts  of  unnatural 
Mates  of  body ;  could  have  believed  so  far  without  the  evidence  of 
my  senses,  and  have  the  e*idence  of  my  senses  for  i[  also. 

I  saw  Miss  BOlle  magnetised  one  evening  at  Mrs.  BuUer's  by  u 
disliugiiiBhed  maguetiser,  who  could  not  sound  his  h's.  and  who 
Dtaiotnined.  nevertheless,  that  mesmerism  '  consisted  in  moral  and 
hlfllectual  superiority.'    In  u  quarter  of  on  hour,  by  giizingwith 
b  dark  animal  eyee  into  hem.  and  simply  holding  ouo  of  her  bands. 
Ule  bis  other  rested  on  her  head,  he  had  made  her  into  the  image 
i  death:  no  tnarhle  was  ever  colder,  paler,  or  njore  motionless. 
fl  ber  face  bad  Ibat  peculiarly  beautiful  expression  which  Miss 
leau  speaks  of.  never  seen  but  in  a  dead  face,  or  »  mesmer- 
ae.     Then  be  played  canlrups  with  her  arm  and  leg,  and  left 
:  fltretcbed  out  for  an  hour  in  an  attitude  which  no  awake  per- 
il cotild  have  preserved  for  three  minutes,     I  touched  them,  and 
y  felt  horrid— stiff  as  iron.  I  could  not  bend  tliem  down  with  all 
r  force.     They  pricked  her  hand  with  the  point  of  a  penknife, 
)  felt  nothing.     And  now  comes  the  plraiicest  part  of  my  slory, 
I,  who  regarded  Carlyle  and  me  as  Philistines,  said,  '  Now 


240 


LETTERS  AJO)  STEMORIALS  OP 
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are  you  coovlacedt '  '  Yes,'  said  Carljle,  *  there  is  no  pmsilnlUy  of 
doubling  but  Ibal  you  have  stiffeocd  all  poor  tillle  Miss  B&Ite  Otett 
iota  Bomeiliing  very  awfuL'  '  Yes.'  said  I  perily.  '  but  then  dw 
wished  to  be  magnet ised;  wbat  I  doubt  is,  nbetber  Kayone  could 
be  reduced  to  tbat  stAte  without  the  coasent  of  ibeir  own  Tolition. 
I  should  like  for  instance  to  SCO  aDyonemagueitse  me! '  '  Youibiok 
I  could  not? '  Buid  the  mADwiUi  a  look  of  iueOnble  disdain.  '  Ym,' 
said  I,  ■  I  defy  youl'  '  WDl  you  give  me  your  hand,  Misat ' 
by  all  meaos;'  and  I  gave  bim  my  baud  with  the  mo«t  perfect  cod- 
fideace  in  my  force  of  volitioa,  and  asmilc  of  cootcmpt.  He  held 
It  in  one  of  bis,  and  with  the  other  made  what  Barrict  M&rtineau 
culls  some  '  passes '  over  it.  as  if  be  were  darting  something  from 
his  llDger  ends.  I  looked  him  defiantly  iu  the  face,  na  much  as  la 
say,  '  You  must  learn  to  sound  your  h's.  sir.  before  you  can  pro- 
duce Btiy  eSect  on  a  woman  like  mel '  And  whilst  thia  or  s 
similar  thought  was  passing  through  my  bead — flash  there  went 
over  nic.  from  head  to  foot,  something  precisely  like  wliat  I  onc« 
experieaci.'d  from  taking  hold  of  a  galvanic  ball,  only  not  nearly  m 
violent.  1  hod  presence  of  mind  to  keep  looking  Uim  in  the  face, 
as  if  I  hod  fell  DOtbing:  and  presently  he  flnng  away  my  hand  wilh 
a  provoked  look,  saying.  '  I  believe  you  would  be  a  very  difflcull 
lubjecl,  but  neverthelesa,  if  I  bad  lime  given  me,  I  am  sure  1  cmild 
roeamcriso  yoii ;  at  least.  I  never  failed  with  anyone  as  yet.' 

Now.  if  tbls  destroyed  for  me  my  theory  of  the  need  of  a 
Renting  will,  it  as  siganliy  destroyed  his  of  moral  and  iDidleciuaJ 
superiority:  'or  that  man  was  superior  to  me  in  notliing  Injt  animal 
strength,  as  1  am  a  living  womant  I  could  even  binder  him  from 
perceiving  that  he  had  mesmerised  me,  by  my  moral  and  iotellact' 
ual  superiority!  Of  the  clairvoyance  I  have  witnessed  nothing; 
hut  one  knows  that  people  with  a  diseased  or  violently  excited 
of  nerves  can  see  more  than  their  neighbours.  When  my  ii 
friend  was  In  this  house  he  said  many  things  on  the  atreogth  of  hil 
insanity  which  in  a  mesmerised  person  would  have  been  quoted  a 
miracles  of  clairvoyance. 

Of  course  a  vast  deal  of  what  one  hears  is  humbug.  This  girl  of 
Hari'iet's  seems  balf-diacHsed.  balf-m.ike- believing.  I  think  it  i 
horrible  blasphemy  they  are  there  perpcti-atiog,  in  exploiting  that 
poor  girl  for  their  idle  purposes  of  curiosityt  In  fact,  I  quite  agrM 
with  the  girl.  that,  bad  thia  Mrs.  Wiuyard  lived  in  an  earlier  age  ol 
the  world,  she  would  have  been  burned  for  a  witch,  and  deserved 
It  belter  than  many  that  were;  siuco  her  poking  into  these  inj» 
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tsriee  of  iiatine  ii  not  the  result  of  saponBtitious  ignorance,  but  of 
educated  self-conceit. 

In  fact,  with  all  this  amount  of  belief  in  the  results  of  animal 
magnetism,  I  regard  it  as  a  damnable  sort  of  tempting  of  Proyi- 
denoe,  which  I,  as  one  solitary  indiyidual,  will  henceforth  stand 
entirely  aloof  from. 

And  now,  haying  giyen  you  my  yiews  at  great  length,  I  will  re- 
turn to  my  bed  and  compose  my  mind.  Loye  to  all;  thanks  to 
Helen.    With  tremendous  kisses. 

Your  deyoted  niece, 

Jakx  Cabltls. 

That  wretched  little  Babbie  does  not  write  because  I  owe  her  a 
letter.  A  letter  from  her  would  haye  been  some  comfort  in  these 
dreoiy  days  of  sickness;  but  since  she  has  not  bestowed  it,  I  owe 
her  the  less  thanks. 

LETTER  108. 

To  T.  Oarljfie,  Btg,,  at  Alventoke,^ 

CbelMa:  Monday,  Jan.  17, 184a 
Well,  dearest,  I  haye  written  what  I  haye  written,  and  what  I 
baye  written  I  will  keep  to.    If  I  am  spared  on  foot  till  Thursday, 
I  will  go  on  Thursday,  and  accept  the  consequences-— if  any.    This 
time  I  am  under  engagement  to  go,  and  it  is  pitiful  to  break  one's 
engagement  for  anything  short  of  necessity.    But  I  will  neyer,  with 
the  health  I  haye,  or  rather  haye  not,  engage  to  leaye  home  for  a 
long  fixed  period,  anotlier  winter.   One  of  the  main  uses  of  a  homo 
is  to  stay  in  it,  when  one  is  too  weak  and  spiritless  for  conforming, 
Without  effort,  to  the  ways  of  other  houses.    Besides,  is  not  home 
^-«t  least,  was  it  not  '  in  more  earnest  times* — 'tlie  woman's  proper 
ipbere  *?    Decidedly,  if  she  '  haye  nothing  to  keep  her  at  home,'  as 
;he  phrase  is,  she  should  *find  something— or  die!'    That  is  my 
Idea  in  the  days  of  solitary  musing.   Amusement  after  a  certain  age 
L8  no  go;  eyen  when  there  are  no  other  nullifying  conditions,  it 
gets  to  be  merely  distraction,  in  the  Gambardella  sense;  between 
which  and  distraction  in  the  general  sense  there  is  but  a  thin  parti- 
tion, so  thin  that  one  can  hear  through  it,  whcneycr  one  likes  to 
listen,  the  clanking  of  chains,   and  the  shrieking  of  '  mads,'  as 

>  Oariyle  on  Tisit  there  to  Mr.  and  Lady  Harriet  Baring,  has  written  to  pres9 
Ilia  wife  to  join  him.— J.  A.  F, 
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plainly  as  I  am  hearing  at  this  moment  the  GhataBenTa  plaaolDi1& 
Ah,  yes,  I  had  found  out  that,  'hy  my  own  smsrtneas^'belanl 
took  to  reading  on  insanity.  To  he  sore.  It  is  hanl  on  flesh  and 
hlood,  when  one  '  has  nothing  to  keep  one  at  home,'  to  sit  down  is 
honest  life- weariness,  and  look  out  Into  unmitigated  sero;  hot  p9> 
haps  it '  would  be  a  great  advantage '  Just  to  '  go  ahead '  in  thU; 
the  bare-faced  indigence  of  such  a  state  mig^t  drive  one,  like  the 
piper's  cow, to  '  consider,'  ^  and  who  knows  bat,  in  oonndering  loog 
enough,  one  might  discoyer  what  one  '  has  wanted,'  and  what  ose 
'  wants ' — an  essential  preliminary  to  getting  it.  Meanwhile  here  ii 
Hare's  Sterling  book  come  for  you— late,  for  Miss  Wynne  had  read 
it  four  days  ago — and '  with  the  publisher's  compliments.'  No  copy 
hod  been  sent  to  Anthony  when  I  saw  him;  he  had  bonght  it,  uA 
said  if  you  did  not  feel  yourself  bound  to  place  his  brother  in  a  true 
light,  ho  must  attempt  it  himself.  By  the  way,  what  a  line  fdlow 
that  Mr.  O.  Holmes  isl  a  sort  of  man  that  one  would  like  toieeL 
And  Dr.  MacEnnory,  did  not  you  find  his  letter  had  a  sort  of  Cnnn< 
wcllian  sincerity  and  helplessDcss  '  not  without  worth '?  My  held 
oclics  a  great  deal,  which  is  natural,  for,  except  the  first  night  after 
you  weut,  I  have  slept  little — some  three  hours  a  night,  and  that  in 
small  pieces;  but  I  am  able  to  lie  quite  peaceably,  without  resdlDg. 

LETTER  104- 

To  T  Carlyle,  Btq.,  at  Alventoke. 

Chelsea!  Jan.  IS,  ISA 
Ah,  my  dear  I    We  are  both  busy  reflecting,  it  would  sccid; 
driven  to  it,  by  quite  opposite  pressures — ^you  by  stress  of  80cict5' 
and  I  by  stress  of  solitude.    A  la  bonne  hevre  !  reflection  is  golde"*^*» 
provided  one  '  go  into  practice  wUh  it ; '  otherwise,  if,  as  in  my  c**"** 
for  most  part  it  serves  only  to  make  the  inward  darkness  more  ri-^' 
ble,  why,  then,  as  John  said  of  the  senna ,  one  had  *  better  take     ^ 
but  perhaps  one  had  better  not.* 

Poor  liuman  creatures  *  after  all' I    I  am  heartily  sorry  for  th^"* 
Severally,  nnd  in  the  lump;  think  sometimes  it  would  be  *a 
advantage'  if  we  were  all  *  fed  off! '  but  one  thinks  many  things, 
moments  of  ?mentliusiasm,  "which  one  does  not  authentically  ra< 
Today,  however,  is  the  brightest  of  sunsliiny  days;  and  last  nij 
I  slept  like  a  Christian,  and  so  I  ought  to  feel  better,  and  shall, 
haps,  before  evening.     No  letters  but  your  own,  for  which  I 


»  Note,  p.  6«. 
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thankf oL    There  was  one  lust  night  from  Espinafise— too  much  of 

Emerson,  whom  he  'likes  much  better  than  he  did.'    In  reply  to 

my  charge  that  Emerson  had  no  ideas  (except  mad  ones)  that  lie 

had  not  got  out  of  jfou,  Espiiiasse  answers  prettily,  '  but  pray,  Mrs. 

Carlyle,  who  has? '    He  (E.)  had  been  discussing  you  with  a  '  Bey/ 

whom  he  met  at  Geraldinc's,  sent  by  the  Egyptian  ;  and  the  Bey 

'  had  the  impudence  to  say ' :  '  M.  Carlyle  n'a  pas  cutest  defend  pour 

reeprit  fran^iae,' 

I  must  not  write  any  more  to-day,  for  that  weary  head  Mikes' 

writing  as  ill  as  Mrs.  Howatson's  '  disguster '  liked  ewe  cheese. 

Faithfully  yours, 

Jane  W.  C. 
LETTER  105. 

To  T.  Carlyle  at  Akerstoke. 

Chelsea:  Jan.  21, 1848. 
Well,  dear,  I  have  written  to  Lady  Harriet  that  I  am  not  going  at 
ill — the  only  rational  course  under  the  circumstances.    So  now  you 
are  to  do  what  you  think  best  for  yourself,  without  reference  to 
mc.    Tou  are  not  to  liurry  home  on  my  account    I  am  not  so  ill 
as  to  make  that  a  duty  for  you;  nor  so  well  as  to  make  it  a  pleas- 
ure.    But  if  you  continue  ill  yourself,  you  will  certainly  be  better 
in  your  own  nest,  with  me  to  tell  it  to,  and  all  your  own  way,  as 
far  as  material  things  arc  concerned.     Do  not  be  uneasy  about  me. 
X  should  know  the  ways  of  this  sort  of  cold  by  now;  and  I  am  sure 
that  with  reasonable  care  it  need  turn  to  nothing  dangerous,  though 
it  might  easily  be  fixed  in  my  lungs  by  any  rashness.    John  said  he 
>rould  write  a  note  himself.    I  sent  for  him  to  take  counsel  before 
1  began  writing.    Some  Watts  have  come  to  town,  with  whom  he 
dines,  &c. ;  and  it  is  amazing  how,  in  a  few  days,  he  has  gone  all  to 
smithers  (morally).     Last  night  he  came,  for  an  hour,  before  going 
to  these  Watts,  and  found  me  lying  on  the  sofa,  very  much  done 
up,  and  coj^n^ worse  than  usual.     'How  d'ye  do?*  he  said,  like 
Mr.  Toots. 

Mercy,  I  am  going  to  be  belated. 

LETTER  106. 

Tb  John  Foriter,  Esq.,  58  Lincoln* s-Inn  Fields. 

5  Cheyne  Row:  Saturday,  Feb.  1848. 
Dear  Mr.  Forster, — ^It  is  too  bad  to  plague  you  with  'a  delicate 
embarrassment'  of  mine,  when  you  are  overhead  in  *  earnest  work;* 
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but  what  can  I  do?    If  you  do  not  cut  me  out,  my  hoBband  wOl,  it 
the  least,  send  me  to  Gkhenna;  and  I  would  much  rather  not 

Cteraldine  writes  to  me  this  morning  (our  correspondence  had 
been  at  a  stiU-stand  ever  since  that  feast  of  '  meats,'  >  and  love,  sad 
tobacco,  at  the  Fomisari's)  that  I  may  expect  a  copy  of  her  book 
next  week.  I  had  no  notion  it  would  be  ready  so  soon.  Weill  for 
the  delicate  embarrassment — she  does  not  say  anything  about  the 
dedication  to  Mrs.  Paulet  and  myself,  which  her  heart  was  much  act 
on  some  months  ago,  and  which,  that  is  my  share  in  it,  I  neither  pod* 
lively  accorded  to,  nor  positively  declined  at  the  time,  meaning  to 
revise  the  question  when  the  book  was  ready  for  being  dedicated, 
and  to  be  guided  by  my  husband's  authentic  feelings  in  the  mattei; 
Knowing  his  dislike  to  be  connected  in  people's  minds,  by  even  the 
slightest  spider-thread,  with  what  he  calls  '  George  Sandism  and  iU 
that  accursed  sort  of  thing,'  I  was  not  sure  that  the  half-toleratioa 
he  gave  when  asked  about  It  would  not  be  changed  into  prohibi- 
tion, if  he  found  it  likely  to  be  acted  upon.  At  the  time  I  sounded 
his  feelings,  the  book,  I  was  able  to  assure  him,  contained  nothing 
questionable.  Can  I  say  so  now?  If  anything  of  the  last  chapten 
I  read  be  left  in  it,  not  only  would  he  detest  a  dedication  to  his 
wife,  but  his  wife  herself  would  detest  it.  What  I  want  you  to  do 
is,  if  there  be  a  dedication,  to  erase  my  name;  and  leave  it  all  to 
Mrs.  Paulet,  and  tell  me  that  you  have  so  done;  and  I  will  write  to 
Geraldinc  an  explanation  of  the  fact.  If  there  be  no  dedication, 
tell  mc  all  the  same,  and  then  I  shall  not  need  to  hurt  the  poor  lit- 
tle soul's  sensibilities  by  a  premature  refusal.  You  see  how  I  am 
situated,  wishing  not  to  give  pain  to  Geraldine — still  less  to  give 
offence  to  my  liusband;  and  least  of  all,  to  promenade  myself  as  an 
'  emancipated '  woman.  I  am  still  confined  to  the  house — wetay 
work.  Ever  affectionately  yours, 

Jaite  Carltlb. 

Have  you  the  other  novels  of  the  Currer  Bell  people?    I  shoul<3 
like  them  any  time. 

LETTER  107. 
To  T.  Carh/h,  Chelsea. 

Croydon  a.-  Thursday,  April  IS,  1848 

If  better  for  you  in  all  other  respects  that  I  should  remain 
'  some  other  part  of  the  country,'  my  return  will  have,  at  least,  orr" 

»  Not '  sliells  *  ^Ossian). 

3  Mrs.  Carlyle,  after  three  months*  illness,  was  now  at  Addiscombe.— J.  A.  m 
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eomfort  in  it,  that  I  do  serve  to  '  stave  off '  the  people  from  you, 
especiallY  at  meal-times?    But  perhaps  it  is  more  the  cold  than  the 
people  that  makes  yon  more  unwell  than  usual  in  these  days.    I 
have  no  jMOple  here  to  worry  me,  have  nothing  to  complain  of  as 
to  diet,  or  hours,  or  noise;  and  I  have  not  had  one  well  moment 
day  or  night,  except  that  day  you  come.    However,  I  have  always 
been  able  to  keep  on  foot,  and  to  put  a  good  face  on  myself;  so  I 
have  not  had  the  un-'  pleasant  additimentil '  consciousness  of  being 
a  bore.    Mr.  Baring  has  not  returned  yet.    On  Tuesday  evening, 
after  dinner.  Lady  Harriet  went  up  to  the  opera — very  rashly,  I 
thought,  having  risen  from  her  sofa  to  go ;  but  she  returned  quite 
well  next  day  about  one  o'clock.    Mr.  Baring  is  not  to  come,  I  be- 
lieve, till  she  goes  up  for  the  Moleswortli  dinner  on  Sunday.     The 
evening  I  spent  here,  so  unexpectedly,  alone,  was  like  a  morphia 
dream.    The  stillness  was  something  superhuman,  for  the  servants, 
It  seemed  to  me,  so  soon  as  they  got  their  Lady  out  of  the  way, 
went,  all  but  Willhims,  off  into  space.    While  1  was  upstairs  for  a 
moment,  light  had  been  brought  in;  and,  an  hour  after,  tea  wns 
placed  for  me  in  the  same  invisible  manner.     I  looked,  to  myself, 
sitting  there,  all  alone,  in  the  midst  of  comforts  and  luxuries  not 
my  own,  like  one  of  those  wayfarers  in  the  fairy  tales,  who,  having 
left  home  with  *  a  bannock  *  to  •  poose  their  fortune,'  unci  fallowed 
the  road  theur '  stick  fell  towards,' find  themselves  inn  Uiuitiful 
enchanted  palace,  where  all  their  wants  are  supplied  to  them  by 
supernatural  agency; — hospitality  of  the  most  exquisite  descrip- 
tion,  only  without  a  host!    I  had  been  reading  Swift  all  day;  but  I 
found  that  now  too  prosaical  for  my  romantic  rircumstauces;  and, 
Seeking  through  the  books,  I  came  upon  '  The  Romance  of  the 
Forest,*  which  I  seized  on  with  avidity,  remembering  the  '  tremen- 
dous '  emotions  with  which  I  read  it  in  my  night-shift,  by  the  red 
light  of  our  dying  schoolroom  fire,  nearly  half  a  century  ago,  when 
I  was  supposed  to  be  sleeping  the  sleep  of  good  children.     And 
Kaver  that  I  actually  spent  the  whole  evening;  it  was  so  interesting 
to  measure  my  progress — downwards  I  must  think — by  comparing 
^ny  present  feelings  at  certain  well-rcmcinbcrcd  passages  with  the 
^Mist.     After  all,  it  might  have  been  worse  with  my  imaginative 
'()ast.     I  decidedly  like  the  dear  old  book,  even  in  this  year  of  grace, 
Xar  better  than  'Rose  Blanche,' &c.»    Execrable,  that  is;  I  could 
^ot  have  suspected  even  the  ape  of  writing  anything  so  sillji. 
Xiady  H.  read  it  all  the  way  down,  and  decided  it  was  '  too  vulgar 

>  O.  H.  Lewes'8  novel. 
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to  go  on  with/  I  myself  should  have  also  laid  it  aside  in  the  fint 
half  volume  if  I  had  not  felt  a  pitying  interest  in  the  man,  that 
makes  me  read  on  in  hope  of  coming  to  something  a  little  better. 
Your  marginal  notes  are  the  only  real  amusement  I  have  got  out  of 
it  hitherto. 

My  head  feels  as  usual  to  be  full  of  melted  lead,  swaying  Uiis 
way  and  that.  There  is  no  walking  off  the  heaviness  if  waUuUe 
oil,  for  the  rain  is  incessant.  Tell  Anne  to  bid  the  coufcctioDer 
bake  hulf  a  dozen  fresh  little  cakes  for  the  X *b.  Have  pati- 
ence with  them.  Are  they  not  seeking,  which  is  next  beat  to  hav- 
ing found? 

EveryouTBt 

J.  a 

LETTER  108. 
John  Forster,  Esq,,  58  Zdnedn's  Inn  FUldt, 

CShelsea:  Thursday  morning,  Aprfl  IStt. 
Dear  Friend, — Your  Ganymede  found  me  yesterday  in  a  morta! 
crisis :  in  the  thick  of  two  afflictions,  which  put  together  did  not 
make  a  consolation.  In  the  first  place  I  had  got  one  of  my  patent 
headaches  to  do,  which  absolutely  could  not  be  put  off  any  longer; 
and  at  the  samc^  time  it  was  required  of  me  to  endure  the  infinite 
clatter  of  an  old  lady — clack,  clack,  clack,  like  pailfuls  of  water 
poured  all  over  me,  world  without  end.  Nevertheless  I  showed 
myself  to  Ganymede  for  a  moment,  and  bade  him  tell  you  heaven 
knows  what! — that  it  was  '  all  right,'  or  that  it  was  '  all  wrong,'  or 
perhaps  that  it  was  all  right  and  all  wrong  in  the  same  breath.  I 
did  not  know  what  I  was  saying.  Now  that  I  do,  thank  you  for 
llio  books  and  the  veil  and  the  stick.  I  have  forwarded  your  note  to 
Sterling,  and  doubt  not  but  it  will  find  the  gracious  welcome  which 
it  deserves; — and  nothing  earthly  or  divine  shall  make  me  forget! 
Bless  you!  I  never  forget  anything,  except  now  and  then  my  veil, 
and,  always  and  for  ever,  the  multiplication  table!  I  have  never, 
for  example,  forgotten  a  single  one  of  all  the  kindnesses  you  have 
shown  me!  So  you  may  expect  us  on  Thursday,  as  far  as  depends 
on  me,  with  a  confidence  which  has  for  its  basis  the  laws  of  naturt. 

Affectionately  yours, 

Jans  Cabltlb. 
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LETTER  100. 

PbOfT  Helen's  Dublin  glories  ended  (the  second  year,  I  think)  in 
total  wreck — drink,  quarrel  with  her  fool  of  a  brother,  dismissal 
home  or  into  outer  darkness,  and  adieu  of  the  tpUfire  kind  I  From 
home  she  sent  inquiries  hither:  old  regrets,  new  idacrities,  &c.  &g. 
As  our  good  little  Anne  was  now  to  be  wedded,  and  go  to  Jersey 
with  her  *  James '  (where  she  did  well,  but  died  in  a  couple  of 

Siars,  poor  little  soul!),  we  were  glad  to  hear  of  Helen  again, 
elen  came,  a  glad  sight  of  her  kind ;  to  my  eye  nothing  was 
wrong  in  her,  but  to  another  better  observer  (though  in  strict  si- 
lence towards  me)  much,  much  I  Accordingly  before  long  strange 
faults  (even  theft,  to  appearance)  began  to  peer  out;  and,  after 
perhaps  four  or  five  months,  came  the  catastrophe  described  be- 
low 1 

My  darling  took  all  pains  with  the  wretched  Helen;  ^ot  her 
fHaeed  once,  perhaps  twice,  candidly  testifying  to  qualities  and 
fattUs  alike  (cfrove  off  with  her  once  in  a  cab,  as  I  can  still  patheti- 
cfdly  recollect  having  seen): — but  nothing  could  save  Helen!  She 
was  once,  as  we  heard,  dragged  from  the  river;  did  die,  an  out- 
cast, few  months  afterwards.  Naivety  and  even  geniality, — im- 
becility, obstinacy,  and  gin.  Her  *  sayings,'  as  reported  to  me  here, 
were  beyond  all  Jest-Books, — as  cold  beyond  pinchbeck. 

10  Jiareh,  1840,  OroTnwea,^A  Third  Eilition  got  done  (i.e,  the 
MS.  &c.  copy  of  it)  '  this  morning.' — Printing  haggles  forward  till 
October  or  after.    Mrs.  Buller's  death  '  week  before.' 

2b  Mrs,  Aiiken,  Duntfries, 

5  Cheyne  Row:  Tuesday  night,  Hay  1849. 

My  dear  Jane, — Many  thanks  for  your  kind  letter  and  '  dainties '; 
these  I  only  realised  to-day — the  weather  having  been  bad:  and  my 
head  not  good,  and  no  carriage  turning  up  for  me  till  to-day.  I 
ate  a  little  piece  of  cake  so  soon  as  I  got  it  home,  and  pronounce  it 
fiist-rate;  the  marmalade  I  hfve  not  yet  broken  into. 

For  ourselves,  we  are  all  going  on  as  much  as  usual:  Mr.  C.  has 
not  got  reconciled  to  his  '  interior,*  nor  I  to  my  head,  with  which, 
bdeed,  I  have  had  several  more  terrible  bouts  lately  than  ever  in 
my  life  before,  which  is  much  to  say !  John  is  excessively  kind  to 
me  on  these  occasions;  has  sat  on  his  knees  at  my  bedside  for 
hours  together,  holding  me  down,  and  being  sorry  for  me,  which  is 
Just  all  that  can  be  done  in  the  way  of  alleviation.  '  On  earth  the 
Uving  have  much  to  bear;'  the  difference  is  chiefly  in  the  manner 
of  bearing,  and  my  manner  of  bearing  is  far  from  being  Uie  best. 

They  would  tell  you  of  the  final  crash  of  my  maid  Helen,  how. 
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on  our  return  from  a  visit  to  Captain  Sterling,  >  she  flnt  would  nol 
open  tlie  door;  and  at  last  did  open  it,  like  a  stage  ghost  very  Ul 
got  up:  blood  spurting  fn)m  her  lips,  her  face  whitened  with  dialk 
from  the  kitchen  floor,  her  dark  gown  ditto,  and  wearing  a  smite 
of  idiotic  self -complacency.  I  thought  Mr.  C.  was  going  to  kick 
his  foot  through  her;  when  she  tumbled  down  at  his  touch.  If  abe 
had  been  his  wife  ho  certainly  would  have  killed  her  on  the  spot; 
but  Ms  maid-of -all-work  he  felt  could  not  be  got  rid  of  without  hii 
being  hanged  for  her.  The  young  woman  whom  Providence  sent 
me  '  quite  promiscuously  *  within  an  hour  of  this  consammation 
has  hitherto  given  us  the  greatest  satisfaction.  She  is  far  the  most 
lovable  servant  I  ever  had;  a  gentle,  pretty,  sweet  looking  crea- 
ture, with  innocent  winning  ways;  a  very  ffdr  worker  too,  desa, 
orderly,  and  '  up  to  her  business.'  *  My  only  fear  about  her  is  that 
being  only  four-and-twenty,  and  calculated  to  produce  an  impres- 
sion on  the  other  sex,  she  may  weary  of  single  service;  unless  in- 
deed she  can  get  up  a  sentiment  for  the  butcher's  man,  who  ii 
already  her  devoted  admirer;  but  '  he  is  so  desperately  ugly.' 

Mcanwlille,  I  have  been  busy,  oft  and  on,  for  a  great  many 
weeks  in  pasting  a  screen  with  four  leaves,  five  feet  high,  all  over 
with  prints.  It  will  be  a  charming  '  work  of  art '  when  finislied, 
but  of  that  there  is  no  near  prospect.  The  prints  are  most  of  them 
very  sm:ill,  and  it  takes  so  much  pondering  to  find  how  to  scatter 
them  about  to  the  best  advantage.'  What  else  I  have  been  doing 
it  were  hard  to  tell.  I  read  very  little  nowadays;  not  that  my  e^'es 
arc  failed  the  least  in  the  world,  but  that  books  have  ceased  to  take 
any  hold  on  me;  and  as  for  sewing,  you  know  that  '  being  an  only 
child,  I  never  wished  to  sew.'  Still,  I  have  some  inevitable  work 
in  that  line,  as,  even  if  I  felt  rich  enough  to  have  the  'family 
needlework '  done  by  others,  I  don't  know  where  to  find  others  to 
do  it  for  money,  without  bothering  jie  with  their  stupidity  worse 
than  if  I  did  it  myself.  But  the  great  business  of  life  for  a  woman 
like  nie  in  this  place  is  an  eternal  writing  of  little  unavoidable 
notes.    It  falls  upon  me  to  answer  all  the  invitations,  and  make 

»  February  1849. 

*  This  must  have  been  Elizabeth  Spra^rue,  from  Ezetor,  a  hicrh-goin^,  aUn- 
ing  kind  of  damsel,  who  did  veo'  well  for  about  two  years;  but  then,  like 
most  of  the  genus,  went  away,  and  disappeared.  What  a  proviDce  of  the 
*  domesticities  *  that  is  at  present !  Anarchic  exceedin^^Iy ;  the  funnel>neck  of 
all  our  anarchies. 

*  Stands  here  to  this  day,  the  beautifullest  and  cleverest  screen  I  hate  am 
0Ben.    How  strange,  how  mournfully  affecting  to  me  now  1 
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lying  ezcuflefl  world  witliout  end ;  so  that  I  sometimefl  look  back 
with  the  tear  in  mj  eye  to  the  time  when  we  were  not  celebrated, 
and  were  left  to  provide  our  own  dinners  as  we  could.  A  French 
poet  dying  of  hunger,  in  a  novel,  calls,  'Oh,  Glory,  give  me 
bread!'  I  would  call  to  Glory  often  enough,  'Give  mc  repose  1' 
only  that  I  know  beforehand  my  sole  response  from  Glory  would 
be,  '  Don't  you  wish  you  may  get  it?  * 

And  now,  dear,  the  sun  is  shining — ^has  actuaUy  '  taken  a  notion ' 
of  shining  for  the  first  time  these  many  days ;  and  I  have  Deed  to 
walk,  having  been  shut  up  lately  till  I  feel  quite  moulting.  Aod 
•0 1  must  out  into  space. 

Love  to  your  husband  and  all  the  rest.  It  would  be  pretty  of 
you  to  write  to  me  sometimes;  for  I  am  always 

Very  aftectionately  yours, 

Jane  W.  Cabltle. 

LETTER  110. 

Nothing  in  the  way  of  printing,  or  nothing:  in  the  least  considera- 
ble, had  come  from  me  since  *  Cromwell; '  but  much  was  ferment- 
ing in  me,  in  very  painful  ways,  during  four  years  of  silence. 
Irish  Repeal,  Paraclete,  McHale,  Irish  Industrial  Regiments,  news- 
paper articles  on  such,  &c.,  &c., — tritling  growls,  words  idly  flung 
away.  In  the  fourth  or  third  year  cHpeciulIy,  in  the  revolutionary 
1848,  matters  had  got  to  a  kind  of  boiling  pitch  with  me,  and  I 
was  becoming  very  wretched  for  want  of  a  voice.  Much  MS.  was 
accumulating  on  mc,  with  whicli  I  did  not  know  what  in  the  world 
to  do.  Nigger  question  (end  of  1849)  did  get  out,  and  the  rest, 
vividly  enough,  as  Latter-Day  Pamphlets  (next  spring)!  Mean- 
while, all  being  dark  and  dumb,  I  had  decided  on  a  six-weeks' 
▼isit  to  Ireland  (DuGCy,  &c.  much  pressing  me).  Record  of  the 
tour,  written  slapdash  after  my  return,  is  among  the  worthless  MSS. 
here.^    Emerson  had  now  left  England  seven  or  eight  months. 

lb  T.  Carlyle,  Post  Office,  Dublin, 

Addiscombe:  Sunday  nif^ht,  July  2,  l&i9. 
Well  I  it  is  a  consolation  of  a  sort  that  I  cannot  figure  you  more 
Cold  and  lonely  and  comfortless  there  at  sea  than  myself  has  l>eou 
On  land,  even  amidst  '  the  s])lendid  blandishments'  of  Ad(lis('onil)e. 
When  I  coidd  not  distinguish  your  white  hat  any  longer  I  went 
home,  and  sat  down  to  cry  a  little;  but  Elizabeth  put  a  stop  to 


*  These  Notes  were  given  by  Mr.  Carlyle  to  a  friend,  from  wlioin  they  po&sed 
into  the  hands  of  Messrs.  Sampson  Low  &  Co.,  and  were  published  by  that 
finn  in  the  sprinff  of  19B2.^J.  A.  F. 
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thai  by  coming  in  with— your  phdd  OTer  bar  arml  and  cxpwit 
lier  surprise  tliat  master  liadn't  taken  it.  Tlie  plaid  foigotten,  snd 
the  day  so  cold  I  For  one  frantic  moment  I  was  for  running  back 
to  the  pier,  and  plunging  into  the  water  on  n^  own  taasia,  snd 
swimming  after  you  with  tlie  plaid  in  my  mouth;  bat  a  Teiy  little 
reflection  turned  me  from  tins  course,  Mid  instead  I  proceeded  to 
the  kitchen,  and  silently  boiled  my  strawberries,  like  a  practicil 
woman.  Then  I  stowed  away  some  of  the  valuoblea,  and  dressed 
myself;  and,  no  one  liaving  come  for  my  portmanteau,  I  took  tt 
with  me  in  the  omnibus  to  the  top  of  Sloane  Street,  where  I  had  it 
and  myself  transferred  to  a  cab,  for  greater  dignity's  aakel  I  wie 
at  Bath  House  five  minutes  before  twelve,  shivering  with  cold,  ex- 
cessively low,  and  so  vexed  about  the  plaid  1  But  'no  sympatky 
there,  thank  Qod! '— '  wits'  enough,  if  that  could  have  helped  me. 
'  You  would  have  the  sense  to  wrap  yourself  in  a  sail  if  you  wen 
cold,*  or  '  Depend  upoc  it,  you  would  seize  on  the  rugs  of  all  the 
other  passeugcrs'  beds.  At  all  events,  you  had  promised  to  stay 
with  them  iu  Scotland,  and  that  would  quite  set  you  up  if  you  had 
taken  cold  1  *  Clearly,  I  must  '  come  out  of  that '  if  I  were  going  to 
do  any  good;  and  I  did,  to  appearance;  but  all  day  I  was  fancying 
yuu  shivering,  like  myself.  We  came  here  in  the  open  carriage, 
having  picked  up  Miss  Farrar  and  Blanche.  And  here  there  was 
neither  fire  nor  sun  to  warm  one.  We  were  taken  to  the  dxury  to 
luDch  on  cold  milk  and  bread  from  the  cold  stone  tables;  and  thai 
to  the  hay-field  to  sit  on  cold  hay-cocks ;  and  a  very  large  cold  pad- 
dock* jumped  up  my  leg,  good  GodI  and  Mt  was  a  bad  joyl' 
The  dinner,  at  six,  put  nie  u  little  to  rights;  and  I  felt  still  b^er 
when  we  had  put  a  lucifer  to  some  sticks  in  the  grate.  At  elevea 
we  went  to  bed;  '  and  the  evening  and  the  morning  were  the  flnt 
day!' 

To-day,  Lord  Bath  and  Bingham  Mildmay  arrived  to  breakfast; 
Mil  DCS  aud  Poodle  an  hour  later.    It  has  been  a  warm,  freah-blow- 
ing  day,  and  spent  almost  entirely  out  of  doors,  sitting  about  tbe 
swing,  tumbling  amongst  the  hay,  walking  and  driving  tiU  eight* ' 
when  we  dined.    And  after  that,  very  youthful  and  uproaiioiis 
sports  till  twelve!    I  have  written  this  much  since  coming  up  to 
bed.    There  is  no  more  paper  in  my  book ;  so  I  will  now  go  to  bedy 
and  finish  at  Chelsea.    I  hope  it  has  been  as  warm  on  the 
Blanche has  confided  to  me  all  the  secrets  of  her 


>  Scotch  for  f roff . 
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ideas  about  her  father  and  mother  and  sisteiB  and  lovera— and 
wishes  me  to  save  her  soul  I 

We  are  to  dine  here  before  starting,  and  if  I  do  not  send  my  letter 
till  we  get  to  London,  there  may  be  none  at  the  post-office  ^  when 
you  first  call;  and  that  would  be  vexatious.  But  there  is  no  time 
or  composure  here  by  day  for  writing,  so  this  must  go  as  it  is. 

We  have  been  in  the  Archbishop's  grounds  for  three  hours.  The 
men  are  all  gone  back  to  town,  except  Lord  Bath,  who  is  at  this 
moment  singing  with  Blanche  under  my  window,  distracting  me 
worse  than  a  barrel-organ.  Good  Heavens  1  What  tearing  spirits 
everybody  is  in  I 

The  note  from  Davis  *  came  before  I  left.  I  did  not  leave  my 
address^  so  I  don't  know  what  others  may  have  come;  one  to  you 
from  Neubcrg  I  left  behind.  I  ought  to  acknowledge  with  thank- 
fulness that  I  have  been  less  sick  since  I  came.  Oh,  dear,  I  wish  I 
heard  of  your  safe  delivery  out  of  that  ship  I 

Ever  yours, 

J.  W.  0. 
LETTER  111. 

To  T.  Carlyle,  Imperial  Hotel,  DiOUn,  Ireland. 

Chelsea :  Thursday,  July  6«  ISM. 
I  am  so  glad  of  your  letter  this  morning  1  after  Miss  Wynn's  non- 
sensical preparation,  I  could  not  foci  at  all  sure.    It  sounds  bad 
enough,  but  it  might  have  been  worse:  *kcpt  at  sea  double  the 
time,'  and  'short  of  provisions;  * — that  would  have  been  a  go  I 

I  am  Tery  busy  to-day,  having  written  to  Mr.  Neuberg  that  the 
last  wild  goose  will  alight  at  him  ou  Monday,'  and  having  a  world 
of  things  to  do  in  the  meantime.  And  so  I  must  be  brief;  better 
perhaps  I  let  alone  writing  altogether,  but  then  you  might  be 
'vaixed.'  Hitherto  my  time  has  been  chiefly  taken  up  by  people. 
Anthony  Sterling  came  while  I  was  at  tea,  and  presently  after, 
Masson  and  Mr.  Russell  *  from  Edinburgh ;  eacli  of  these  gentlemen 
drank  four  cups  of  tea!  I  talked  a  great  deal,  having  all  the  re- 
sponsibility to  myself,  and  '  made  so  many  wits '  *  for  them  that 

>  In  Dublin. 

*  One  of  Rob6on*8  printers;  did  the  'Lists,^  &c.,  in  Cromwell;  a  very  supe- 
Hor  Und  of  man. 

>  Neubergf,  with  his  sister,  then  in  Nottingham;  my  poor  pilgrim  on  the  road 
ttiithcr,  as  her  first  stage. 

*  Son  of  surgery  professor,  ended  very  tragically  long  after. 
«  B«te*s  phrase. 
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Anthony  bolted  off  at  nine,  and  the  others  stayed  till  eleren,  eri- 
dently  quite  charmed  with  me^ — so  differently  do  '  wits '  act  upon 
different  characters  I  Yesterday  I  rose  with  a  headache,  the  penalty 
of  all  that  cleverness;  but  cold  water  and  coffee  stayed  it  off. 

Having  made  an  inventory  of  the  plate,  and  packed  it  to  be  sent 
to  Bath  House,  I  went  out  and  transacted  a  variety  of  small  affain; 
dined  very  slightly  in  a  confectioner's  shop-— Blanche  and  Miss  F&r> 
rar  having  insisted  on  coming  to  tea  with  me  at  five  o'clock  1— and 
was  home  just  in  time  to  receive  them. 

No  such  '  everlasting  friendship '  has  been  sworn  to  me  theie 
thirty  years  as  this  of  Blanche's!  She  flings  herself  on  my  neck, 
begs  me  to  call  her  Blanche,  says  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  *  Ohl  does 
not  everyone  love  you? '  protests  that  she  'would  like  to  stay  with 
me  for  ever; '  and  in  fact  embarrasses  me  considerably  with  a  sort 
of  thing  I  have  been  quite  out  of  these  many  years.  "Wliile  we  were 
at  tea  (and  these  girls  too  had  each  four  cups!  with  cakes  and  bread- 
and-butter  in  proportion),  up  drove  Lady  Ashburton,  which  was 
great  fun  for  all  parties.  She  was  in  *  tearing  spirits,'  and  so  were 
we  by  thill  time;  and  the  racket  that  followed  for  the  next  hour 
and  half  was  what  Forster  *  might  have  called  'stupendous!  Great 
God! '  She  said  my  picture  was  the  horridest  thing  she  had  ever 
seen,  'like,  but  so  disagreeably  like,  exactly  reminding  one  of  a 

poor  old  starved  rabbit!  *    I  suppose  she  has  criticised  it  to  N , 

for  he  has  sent  to  beg  I  will  give  'one  more '  sitting;  very  incon- 
venient just  now,  but  I  promised  to  go  to-morrow.  Lord  A,  was  to 
return  last  night,  feeling  a  return  of  his  gout,  and  wishing  to  be 
near  Fergusson.  My  party  dismissed  in  good  time.  Lady  A.  went 
at  eight  *  to  dress  for  a  party  at  Lady  Waldegrave's; '  the  girls  about 
nine,  '  to  dress  for  a  ball  at  Lady  Wilton's.'  I  walked  to  the  cab- 
stand with  them; — devoutly  imagined  to  go  on  and  ask  for  Mra 
Chorley,  but  was  too  tired;  so  I  read  the  new  ' Copperfield,'  being 
up  to  nothing  else,  and  went  to  bed  between  ten  and  eleven.  Hud 
again  talked  too  much  for  sleep,  and  again  rose  witli  a  headache, 
Which  again  yielded  to  cold  water  and  *  determination  of  character.' 

God  bless  you  ever. 

Yours, 

Jake  G. 

>  John,  of  the  Examiner,  &c.  ftc 
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LETTER  112. 

7b  71  CarlyU,  at  Oaltoay, 

Benrydden:  Friday,  July  90, 1849. 
Oh,  my  dear,  I  have  been  '  packed ! '  The  Doctor  proposed  to 
'pack'  me  for  courtesy,  and  I,  for  curiosity,  accepted.  So  at  six  in 
the  morning,  Just  when  I  bad  fallen  into  sound  sleep,  I  was  roused 
bj  a  bath-woman  coming  to  my  bedside,  in  a  huge  white  flannel 
gown,  and  bidding  me  turn  out.  I  got  on  to  the  floor  in  a  very  be- 
wildered state,  and  she  proceeded  to  double  back  one  half  of  my 
bed  clothes  and  feather-bed,  spread  a  pair  of  blankets  on  the 
mattress,  then  a  sheet  wrung  out  of  cold  water;  then  bade  me 
strip  and  lie  down.  I  lay  down,  and  she  swathed  me  with  the 
wet  sheet  like  a  mummy;  then  swathed  me  with  the  blankets, 
my  arms  pinioned  down,  exactly,  in  fact,  like  a  mummy;  then 
rolled  badi  the  featber-bed  and  original  bedclothes  on  the  top 
of  me,  leaving  out  the  head ;  and  so  left  me,  for  an  hour,  to  go  mad 
at  my  leisure  I  I  had  no  sooner  fairly  realised  my  situation  of  being 
bound  hand  and  foot  under  a  heap  of  things,  than  I  felt  quite 
frantic,  cursed  my  foolish  curiosity,  and  made  horrid  efforts  to  re- 
lease myself;  thought  of  rolling  to  the  bell,  and  ringing  it  with  my 
teeth,  but  could  not  shake  off  the  feather-bed;  did  ultimately  get 
one  of  my  hands  turned  round,  and  was  thankful  for  even  that 
change  of  posture.  Dr.  Nicol  says  the  bath-woman  should  have 
stayed  with  me  during  the  first  *  pack,'  and  put  a  wet  cloth  on  my 
head ;  that  it  was  the  blood  being  sent  to  my  head  that '  caused  all 
this  wildness.'  Whatever  it  was,  I  would  not  undergo  the  thing 
again  for  a  hundred  guineas.  When  the  bath-woman  came  back  at 
seven,  I  ordered  her  to  take  me  out  instantly.  *  But  the  doctor? ' 
The  doctor,  I  told  her,  had  no  business  with  me,  I  was  not  a  patient. 
•  Oh!  then  you  have  only  been  packed  for  foon,  have  you? '  *  Yes; 
and  very  bad  fun ! '  So  she  filled  a  slipper-bath  to  '  put  me  to 
rights,'  and  I  plunged  into  that  so  soon  as  I  was  set  loose,  and  she 
splashed  pitcher  after  pitcher  full  of  water  on  my  head.  And  this 
shall  be  the  last  of  my  water-curing,  for  the  present.  I  feel  quite 
shattered  still,  with  an  incipient  headache,  and  am  wishing  that 
Porster  would  come,  and  take  us  back  to  Rawdon. 

I  suppose  Forster  has  sent  you  a  Bradford  paper  containing  the 
report  of  our  meeting  for  *  Roman  Liherty.'  It  went  off  very  success- 
fully as  a  meeting ;  but  did  not  bring  in  to  Forster  all  the  *  virtue's  own 
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reward '  he  auticipated,  and  he  was  out  of  humour  for  tweniy-foor 
hours  after.  In  fact,  the  Bradford  gentlemen  on  the  platform  were 
like  Bess  Stodart*s  legs.  *  no  great  things.'  But  the  Bradford  men, 
filling  the  hall  to  suffocation,  were  a  sight  to  seel  to  cry  over,  'if 
one  liked'  such  ardcut,  earnest,  half -intelligent,  lialf-bewildend 
couutenauce,  as  made  me,  for  the  time  being,  almost  into  a  friend 
of  the  species  and  advocate  for  fusion  de  btena.^  And  I  must  teQ 
you  '  I  aye  thocht  meiklc  o'  you,'  but  that  night  I  '  thocht  mair  o' 
you  than  eve.'  ^  A  man  of  the  people  mounted  the  platform,  and 
spoke; — ^a  youngish,  intelligent-looking  man,  who  alone,  of  all  the 
speakers,  seemed  to  understand  the  question,  and  to  have  feelings 
as  well  as  notions  about  it.  He  spoke  with  a  heart-eloquence  tbiU 
*  left  me  warm.'  I  never  was  more  affected  by  public  speaking. 
Wlicu  he  ceased  I  did  not  throw  myself  on  his  neck,  and  swear 
everlasting  friendship;  but,  I  assure  you,  it  was  in  putting  con- 
struiut  on  myself  that  I  merely  started  to  my  feet,  and  shook  hands 
with  him.  Then  'a  sudden  thought '  struck  me:  this  man  would 
like  to  know  you;  I  would  give  him  my  address  in  London.  I 
borrowed  a  pencil  and  piece  of  paper,  and  handed  him  my  address. 
Wlicu  he  looked  at  it,  he  started  as  if  I  had  sent  a  bullet  into  bim 
— cauixlit  my  hand  again,  almost  squeezed  it  to  *  immortal  smash/ 
anil  said,  *  Oh,  it  is  your  liusbaud  I  Mr.  Carlyle  has  been  mjT 
teacher  and  master!  I  have  owed  everything  to  him  for  years  and 
years  I'  I  felt  it  a  credit  to  you  really  to  have  had  a  hand  in  turn- 
ing out  this  man; — was  prouder  of  that  heart-tribute  to  yourgenin* 
than  any  amount  of  reviewer-praises,  or  aristocratic  invitations  ^o 
dinner.  Forster  had  him  to  breakfast  next  morning.  I  shall  h»^^ 
plenty  of  things  to  tell  you  when  we  meet  at  leisure,  if  I  can  oi>M 
keep  them  in  mind;  but  in  this  wandering  Jew  life  I  feel  no  tL^^^ 
on  hand,  even  for  going  into  particulars. 

To-day  I  juu  pretty  well  finished  off,  for  all  practical  puriK)^"^^ 
by  that  confounded  pack.  My  head  is  getting  every  moment  1:^-^ 
ter  and  heavier;  and  the  best  I  can  do  is  to  get  out  on  the  hillsl  ^*' 
and  think  of  nothing!  Lucas's-  father  and  sister  are  here:  gen*-  ^ 
(^uakerly  people — very  l(jan. 

After  Monday,  address  to  Auchtcrtool  Manse,  Kirkcaldy.   I  w^     * 
to  heaven  I  were  fairly  there.     I  (rould  almost  lose  heart,  and  ti 
and  go  back  to  London;  but  I  will  go:  as  I  used  to  say  wh< 


•  Tho  St.  Simonian  recipe. 

'  .John  Urown's  \vi(l»»\v  (of  her  murdfn'ti  liusban<l)  to  Clavertiouse's  sold: 

'  (Catholic  edit^jr.  Irisli  M.t'.,  poor  soiil: 
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little  child,  and  they  asked  if  anything  was  too  hard  for  me,  '  Me 
can  do  what  me's  bid.'  The  difficulty  is  still  cbiefly  to  bid  my- 
self— ^and  I  have  bid  myself  go  to  Scotland.  Mrs.  Paulet  is  asleep 
on  a  sofa  beside  me,  so  young  and  pretty  and  happy-looking;  I 
wonder  at  her. 

God  bless  you,  dear.  When  I  have  '  some  reasonably  good  leis- 
ure' >  again,  I  will  write  you  better  letters;  and  more  legible  ones 
when  I  get  a  decent  pen.  If  you  saw  the  stump  I  am  writing  with, 
you  would  be  filled  with  admiration  of  my  superiority  to  circum- 
itaiices.     God  bless  you!    All  to  be  said  worth  the  saying  lies  in 

that.  Your  affectionate 

Jane  W.  C. 

LETTER  118. 

Of  Irish  journey,  summer  1849, 1  think  there  is  the  rough  jottinc* 
hastily  done  after  my  return  home.  lu  defect  of  that,  or  in  supple- 
ment to  that,  here  are  some  dates: 
Augusts,  7. — Miserable  puddle  of  a  uijo^ht;  disembarked  at  Glas- 
jw;  ditto  day  there,  and  second  night  with  David  Hope — last  time 
saw  him.  My  Jane  at  Auchtertool  (manse,  with  cousin).  I  run 
for  Scotsbri^  and  its  shelter  first,  liemeniber  Ecclefechan  station 
and  my  parting  with  W.  £.  Forstcr  there. 

August  27. — Through  Kirkcaldy  or  Auchtertool  for  some  days,  we 
(Janets  last  and  probably  first  tmic)  arrive  at  Linlathcn,  where  I 
leaye  her  intending  for  Haddington,  Three  days  with  the  Donald- 
sons (three  old  ladies,  dear  friends  of  Dr.  Welsli's  family  in  early 
days),  thence  to  8cotsbrig,  and  set  out  with  Farie  to  Perth,  intend- 
iuK  for  Glen  Truin  (Spey  side)  and  the  Ashburtous.  There  about 
a  Tortnieht.  Crowded,  gypsy  existence;  ever)' where  chaos,  and 
rest  flea  whither?  Towards  Scotsbri^  and  way  home,  September 
14  at  Edinburgh.  Bee  Jeffrey  drearily,  mournfully,  for  the  last 
Ume  (next  spnng  he  died).  !Not  till  last  week  of  September  get 
home,  my  poor,  heavy-laden  Jane,  from  Liverpool  a  few  days  be- 
fore, waiting  for  me  with  her  sad  but  welcome  face — Ay  de  mi! 
— towards  what  a  three  mouths  of  (jxcursion  had  we  treated  our- 
selves !  Physically  and  spiritually  don't  remember  to  have  ever  suf- 
fered more.  I  had  never  any  health  for  touring.  I  should  have 
stayed  at  home  had  not,  indeed,  my  '  home '  been  London,  with  its 
summer  torments!  *  Latter-Day  Pamphlets  *  now  close  ahead. — 
T.  C. 

To  T,  CarlyU  (Oalway,  Sliffo;  JiadfoUowed  me  to)  Scotsbrig. 

•  Haddington:  Thursday  monilng,  July  2fl.  1849. 
My  dear  dear, — I  wrote  you  u  long,  very  long,  letter  last  night  at 
midnight  from  Uiis  same  place.    But  this  morning,  instead  of  put- 

» Cromwell.  '  See  p.  240. 

'  Mrs.  Carlyle  had  gone  to  Haddington  for  the  first  time  since  her  marriage 
twenty-three  years  before.— J.  A.  F. 
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ting  IL  in  the  post-olGce,  1  liave  torn  it  up.  You  maj  tKxcj  ulai 
sort  of  a  letter,  '  all  about  feelings  (m  Lady  A.  would  uy).  an  exd 
able  cbaracWr  like  mo  would  write  in  such  circumslancM,  after 
longmilwayjoiiniey.  and  » three  hours'  pilgrimagfollup  anddow 
and  across  and  round  about  Haddington.  And  you  c«u  bIm  m 
derstand  how,  afier  some  boura  of  sleep.  I  Bhoulil  bare  roacU 
Bgaiust  mylodt  niglil's  self,  and  thought  all  that  steam  b^stgathen 
back  into  the  vale  of  silence.  I  have  now  only  time  to  tvrilc  tl 
briefest  of  notes;  hula  blessing  from  here  I  must  send  you;  to  i 
other  mortal  would  I.  or  indeed  could  1.  write  from  this  place  i 
this  moment!  hut  it  comes  natural  to  me  to  direct  a  letUr  k>^ 
here,  and  that  is  etiti  sometliing,  is  it  notf 

I  will  give  you  all  my  news  so  soon  as  I  have  slept  «  ui^t: 
Auehtertool,  I  expect  Walter  and  Jeannie  will  meet  m«  it  ti 
BtaiioQ  \a  Edinburgh,  where  1  shall  be  at  a  quarter  after  twelve, 
am  not  loo  much  tired;  my  Journey  has  been  made  as  easy  for  n 
as  possible.  From  Rawdoa  1o  Morpelb  on  Tuesday,  WtUhun  B 
ward  most  kindly  accompanying  me  there,  and  seeiug  lue  off  ne 
day.  '  I  looked  so  horribly  helplMs,'  he  said,  '  thai  he  could  a 
reconcile  it  to  his  conscience  to  leave  me  a  chance  at  losing  iq; 
self.- 

I  was  wandering  about  till  after  dark  iasl  night,  and  out  agid 
thismorniDgatsii;  but  I  must  leave  all  particulars  till  a  tnonli 
sure  moment,  and  till  my  h(;arl  Is  cutmer  than  at  present.  I  am  I 
glad  I  came  here  on  this  iiKogmto  principle.  It  is  the  only  way  I 
\Thicb  I  could  have  got  any  good  of  the  dear  old  place.  God  Uo 
ill    How  changed  it  is,  and  bow  changed  nm  1 !    But  enough  Jn 

Ever  your  aSfectiooate. 

Jbaithib  WcLaa, 

Oil  !  what  a  letter,  wliat  a  tetter,  to  read  again  now!    (Haf  9 

iseo.) 

MiUsh  Ado  about  Nothing. 


This  is  a  very  interesting  little  narrative,  disrovered  by  me 
olherday;  I  hadoeverhearil  of  it  before.  Tlie'Forater'menI' 
in  it  is  William  Edward  Foratcr.  now  M.P.  for  Bradford, 
ous  in  various,  to  me,  rather  qu  ' 
pator.  Radical  Patriot,  Ac,  &c.: 


me,  rather  quesliouable  ways — NigKer*Biii 
iot,  Ac,  &c.:  at  that  timean  enthusTtUtieyona 
Wet-Quaker'  (bad  been  introduced  to  mu  by  Sterling),  full  4 


cheery  talk  and  speculation,  and  well  liked  by  both  of  us  till  tk* 
1  was  in  Ireland,  travelling  aboul,  mainly  with  Duffy  (so  far  i 
■tot  alone)  In  those  weeks.    Porstcr  ou  quitting  her  at  MoipDth(i 
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mentioned  within)  8h(»t  off  for  Ireland,  and  In  the  YeTV  nick  of  the 
moment,  the  next  Sunday  moruiuir.  intersi^ctcd  Duffy  and  me  at 
Castlebar  (Westport,  south-west  region)  just  in  the  act  of  starting 
nortiiward;  sprang  upon  the  car  aloni;  w\\  \\  us,  and  >va.s  of  the  ])artv 
till  U  endetl  (at  E<^lefechan,  through  Derry  and  Glasj^ow.  Forster  s 
and  mv  part  of  it),  after  which  I  have  seen  very  little  of  him,  nor 
did  she  more.— T.  C.  August  8,  1866. 

On  Tuesday,  July  24,  1849,  I  left  Rawdon  >  after  breakfast,  and 
at  fire  of  the  afternoon  reached  Morpeth,  where  I  had  decided  tu 
pant  the  iMght.  William  Forster  escorted  me  thus  far.  and  stayed 
to  start  me  by  the  two  o'clock  train  next  d:iy,  out  of  purest 
cbiirity.  having  adopted  Donovan's*  theory  of  me,  that  I  am 
wholly  without  observing  faculty,  with  larfire  reflectiveness  turned 
inwanl;  a  sort  of  woman,  that,  ill-ailapted  for  travelling  by  railway 
alone,  with  two  boxes,  a  writing  <'ase  and  carpet  bag.  Anyhow. 
I  was  much  the  better  of  such  a  cheerful  com]mnion  to  stave  off 
the  nervousness  about  Haddington,  not  to  si)euk  of  the  material 
oomforts — a  rousing  fire,  brandy-negus,  <&c. — which  he  ordered  for 
me  at  the  inn,  and  which  I  should  not  have  had  the  audacity  to 
order  on  my  own  basis. 

After  a  modest  dinner  of  chops  and  cherry-tart,  we  walked  by 
the  river  side  in  a  drizzling  rain  (that  was  at  my  suggestion):  then 
back  to  the  '  Phcenix '  for  tea,  chess,  and  speculative*  talk  till  mid- 
Dight;  when  I  went  to  bed,  expecting  no  sl(>ep  to  speak  of.  and  of 
course  slept  unusually  well;  for  the  surest  way  lo  get  a  thing  in 
this  life  is  to  be  prepared  for  doing  without  it,  to  the  exclusion 
even  of  hope. 

Next  morning  was  bright  ns  diamonds,  and  we  walked  all  al>out 
the  town  and  neighl>ouring  heights;  where,  n>ndered  unusually 
communicative  by  our  isolated  position.  I  informed  William  Ed- 
ward that  my  maternal  grandmother  wan  '  desceiidcd  from  a  g:u)g 
of  gipsies;'  was  in  fact  grand-niece  to  Matthew  Baillie  who  'suf- 
fered at  Lanark,'  that  is  to  Miy  was  handed  there.  A  p'liealogiral 
fact.  Forster  said,  which  made  me  at  last  intelli^iitle  for  him,  *a 
croas  betwixt  John  Kiiox  and  a  gipsy,  how  tliat  explained  all ! '  By 
the  way,  my  uncle  has  told  me  eUwh  I  came  here  that  the  wife  of 
that  Matthew  Baillic.  Mariraret  Euston  hy  name,  was  the  original 
of  Sir  W.  Scott*s  '  Meg  Merrilies.'  Matthew  himself  was  the  last  of 
gipsies;  could  steal  a  horse  from  under  the  owner  if  he  liked,  but 
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even  foreigner  I  for,  when  I  asked  her  aome  question  about  the  road, 
she  answered  with  that  compassionate  distinctness  which  one  puts 
on  with  only  foreigners  or  idiots.  I  began  to  think  my  precautions 
for  keeping  incognito  in  my  native  plao)  might  turn  out  to  have 
been  superfluous.  One  of  these  precautions  had  the  foolishest  little 
consequence.  In  leaving  London,  I  had  written  the  addresses  for 
my  luggage  on  the  backs  of  other  people's  visiting-cards,  '  without 
respect  of  persons' — a  stupid  practice  when  one  thinks  of  it! — but 
at  Morpeth  I  removed  three  of  the  cards,  leaving  one  to  the  carpet- 
bag, carpet-bags  being  so  confoundablc.  I  was  at  the  pains,  how- 
ever, to  rub  off  my  own  name  from  that  card,  which,  for  tlie  rest, 
happened  to  be  Mrs.  Humphrey  St.  John  Mildmay's.  Well,  at 
Longniddry,  where  I  had  to  wait  some  fifteen  minutes  for  the 
cross- train  to  Haddington,  '  there  came  to  pass  *  a  porter!  who 
helped  mo  with  my  things,  and  would  not  leave  off  helping  me, 
quite  teased  mc  in  fact  with  delicate  attentions.  At  last  he  made 
me  a  low  bow  and  said  he  was  '  not  aware  that  any  of  the  family 
were  in  this  quarter.'  I  believe  I  answered,  'Quite  well,  I  thank 
you;'  for  I  was  getting  every  instant  more  excited  with  my  circum- 
stances. He  shut  the  carriage-door  on  me,  then  opened  it  again 
and  said,  with  anotlier  low  bow,  '  Excuse  me,  ma'am;  but  I  wus  in 
the  service  of  the  brother  of  Mr  Humplirey  St.  John  MiUlmay.'  I 
am  positive  as  to  my  answer  thin  time,  that  it  was,  '  Oh,  thank  you  I 
— no,  I  am  quite  another  person! ' 

A  few  minutes  more  and  I  was  at  the  Haddington  station,  where 
I  looked  out  timidly,  then  more  boldly,  as  my  senses  took  in  the 
utter  strangeness  of  the  scene;  and  luckily  I  had  '  the  cares  of  lug- 
gage '  to  keep  down  sentiment  for  the  moment.     No  vehicle  was  in 
waiting  but  a  dusty  little  omnibus,  licensed  to  carry  any  numl)er, 
it  seemed;  for,  on  remarking  there  was  no  seat  for  me,  I  was  told 
by  all  the  insides  in  a  breath,  '  Never  heed !  come  in  I  that  makes 
no  difference! '     And   so  I  was  tnmdlcd  to  the  '  George  Inn,' 
where  a  landlonl  and  waiter,  both  strangers  to  me,  and  looking 
half-asleep,  showed  mc  to  the  best  room  on  the  first  floor,  a  large, 
old-fashioned,  three-windowed  room,  looking   out   on  the   Fore 
Street,  and,  without  having  spoken  one  word,  shut  the  door  on  me, 
and  there  I  was  at  the  end  of  it!    Actually  in  the  '  George  Inn,' 
Haddington,  alone,  amidst  the  silence  of  death! 

I  sat  down  quite  composedly  at  a  window,  and  looked  up  tlic 
street  towards  our  old  house.  It  was  the  same  street,  the  same 
lK>ase8;  but  so  silent,  dead  petrified!    It  looked  the  old  place  Just 
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as  I  had  seen  it  at  Chelsea  in  my  dreams,  only  more  dream-likel 
Having  exhausted  that  outlook,  I  rang  my  bell,  and  told  the  silent 
landlord  to  bring  tea  and  take  order  about  my  bedroom.  The  tea 
swallowed  down,  I  notified  my  wish  to  view  *  the  old  cliurch  there,' 
and  the  keci>cr  of  the  keys  was  immediately  fetched  me.  In  my 
part  of  Stranger  in  search  of  the  Picturesque,  I  let  myself  be  shown 
the  way  which  I  knew  every  inch  of,  shown  '  the  school-boofle' 
where  myself  had  been  Dux,  '  theplay-ground,' '  the  boolin'  green,' 
and  so  on  to  the  church  gate;  which,  so  soon  as  my  guide  lud 
unlocked  for  me,  I  told  him  he  might  wait,  that  I  needed  him  no 
further. 

The  churchyard  had  become  very  full  of  graves;  within  the  ruin 
were  two  new  smartly  got-up  tombs.    His*  looked  old,  old;  was 
surrounded  by  nettles:  the  inscription  all  over  moss,  except  two 
lines  which  had  beeu  quite  recently  cleared — by  whom?    Who  had 
been  there  before  me,  still  caring  for  his  tomb  after  twenty-nine 
years?    The  old  ruin  knew,  and  could  not  tell  me.     That  place  felt 
the  very  centre  of  eternul  silence — silence  and  sadness  world  with- 
out end!    When  I  returned,  the  sexton,  or  whatever  he  was,  asked, 
'  Would  I  not  walk  through  the  church? '    I  said  *  Yes,*  and  he  led 
the?  way,  but  without  playing  the  cicerone  any  more:  he  had  become 
pretty  sure  there  was  no  need.     Our  pew  looked  to  have  never  been 
now-lined  since  wo  occupied  it;  the  green  cloth  was  become  all  but 
white  from  ago!     I  looked  at  it  in  the  dim  twilight  till  I  almost 
fancied  I  saw  my  beautiful  mother  in  her  old  corner,  and  myself,  a 
bright  looking  girl,  in  the  other!    It  was  time  to  'come  out  of 
llml! '    Meaning  to  return  to  the  churchyard  next  morning,  to  clear 
the  moss  from  the  inscription,  I  asked  my  conductor  where  he  lived 
— with  his  key.     *  Next  door  to  the  house  that  was  Dr.  Welsh's 'he 
answered,  with  a  sharp  glance  at  my  face;  then  added  gently, 
•Excuse  me,  mo'm,  for  mentioning  that,  but  the  minute  I  seteytf 
on  ye  at  the  "George,"  I  jaloosed  it  was  her  we  all  looked  after 
whenever  she  went  up  or  down .'     '  You  won't  tell  of  nic? '  I  said, 
crying,  like  a  child  caught  stealing  apples;  and  gave  him  half-a* 
crown  to  keep  my  secret,  and  open  the  gate  for  me  at  eight  neX^ 
morning.     Then,  turning  up  the  waterside  by  myself,  I  made  tU© 
circuit  of  the  llaugh,  Dodds's  Gardens  and  Babbie's  Butts,  the  cu^ 
ternary  evening  walk  in  my  teens;  and  except  that  it  was  perfectly 
solitary  (in  the  whole  round  I  met  just  two  little  children  walkit^S 
hand  m  hand,  like  the  Babes  of  the  Wood)  the  whole  thing  look.^^ 


*  Her  father's. 
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exactly  as  I  lef  I  !t  tweaiy-tlirtv  years  Imck :  llie  very  puddles  made 
by  the  lact  mlo  I  felt  to  hn«e  stepped  over  liefore.  But  wliore  were 
tU  ttie  liviog  t>elugB  one  used  lo  meet?  Wbat  <.-oiit<l  liuve  (.-onie  lo 
ibe  pl&ce  to  strike  it  bo  deaill  I  have  been  since  ansnered — tlic 
railway  Ii&d  come  to  it.  antl  ruined  it  At  all  rates  '  it  oiust  tisve 
lakes  a  great  deal  to  moke  a  place  so  dull  aa  IbntV  L(>HTmg  Ilie 
lunea.  I  n»w  went  boldly  tlirough  tbo  streets,  tbe  lljlck  black  veil, 
■III  on  for  the  occaBiOQ,  thrown  back;  I  waa  getting  confident  Ibat 
1  iiiigtil  liare  ridden  like  tbe  Lady  Oodiva  through  Haddlogton. 
■.  Lib  impunity,  so  far  as  recogaition  went.  I  looked  tlirongli  llie 
sfmnvU  door  of  our  old  coach -house,  nliicli  seemed  lo  be  vacant; 
llie  houM  itself  I  left  over  till  morniuj;.  when  Its  occupants  should 
be  aalee]).  Passing  a  cooper's  shop,  which  I  liod  once  bad  the  run 
<>r.  [  slept  in  and  bought  two  little  qunidis;  then  iu  the  character 
of  travelling  Englishwotnan,  suddenly  aeijwid  with  aa  uiiaccouo table 
pnsMon  for  wooden  dblies,  I  questioned  the  cooper  as  to  the  past 
uiid  present  of  bin  town.  He  was  the  very  man  for  me.  i>eing 
Li-aily  to  talk  the  tongue  small  In  his  bead  about  his  tciwn'a-folks — 
nieu,  woineu,  nud  children  of  lliem.  He  told  me,  amimgEt  other 
iniercsting  lliingi,  'Doctor  Welsh's  death  was  tlio  sorest  loss  ever 
(-Mine  to  the  place,'  tlial  myself  '  went  away  into  England  and— died 
llierel  *  adding  a  handsome  enough  tribute  to  my  memory  "  Teal 
Hiss  Welsh!  he  remembered  her  famously,  used  to  thtak  her  the 
laslje^t  young  lady  in  the  whole  place;  but  she  was  very — not  just 
lo  call  proud — very  reserved  in  her  com|iauy.'  In  lenving  this  man 
1  felt  inure  than  ever  like  my  own  ^hnttt;  if  1  had  been  walking 
Mlier  my  dcnlli  and  burial,  there  could  not,  I  tliink,  have  been  any 
iuaterial  dilTercnee  in  my  Rpcculatioiis. 

~  y  next  vidt  was  to  the  front  gate  of  Sunny  Bank,  where  I  stood 

a  mimiles,  looking  up  at  Ihe  beaulifully  quiet  house;  not  unlike 

r'DUtcast  Peri 'done  into  prose.     How  would  my  old  godmother 

e  otliers  have  looked,  I  wondered,  had  tliey  known  who  was 

C  M)  near  them  ?    I  longed  lo  go  in  and  kias  them  once  more, 

t  po«itivc)y  dared  not;  I  felt  that  Ibeir  demonstrations  of  utfec- 

D  would  break  me  down  Into  a  torrent  of  tears,  which  there  wub 

I  for;  so  I  contented  myself  with  kissing  llie  gate  (?)  and 

I  to  my  inn.  it  being  now  near  dark.     Surely  it  was  the 

.  inn  on  the  planet!  not  a  living  being,  male  or  female,  to 

in  it  except  when  I  mng  ray  bell,  and  then  the  landlord  or 

r  (both  old  men)  did  my  bidding  promptly  and  silently,  and 

aliod  agaiu  iiilo  space.    On  my  re-entranco  I  rang  tor  candles, 
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and  for  a  glass  of  sherry  and  hot  water;  my  feet  had  been  wetted 
amongst  the  long  grass  of  the  churchyard,  and  I  felt  to  be  takug 
cold;  so  I  made  myself  negus  as  an  antidote,  and  they  say  I  am  not 
a  practical  woman  1  Then  it  struck  me  I  would  write  to  Mr.  Gtf- 
lylc  one  more  letter  from  the  old  place,  after  so  much  come  and 
gone.  Accordingly  I  wrote  till  the  town  clock  (the  first  familiir 
voice  I  had  heard)  struck  eleven,  then  twelve,  and,  near  one,  I 
wrote  the  Irish  address  on  my  letter  and  finally  put  myself  to  bed 
—in  tlic  '  George  Inn  *  of  Haddington,  good  G^odl  I  thought  it  too 
strauge  aud  mournful  a  position  for  ever  falling  asleep  in;  neTer* 
thelt'ss  I  slept  in  the  first  instance,  for  I  was  '  a-weary,  a-weaiy,' 
body  and  soul  of  me!  But,  alasl  tlie  only  noise  I  was  to  hear  in 
Iliuldington  'transpired'  exactly  at  the  wrong  moment;  before  I 
had  slept  one  hour  I  was  awoke  by — an  explosion  of  cats  I  The 
rest  of  that  night  I  spent  betwixt  sleeping  and  waking,  in  night- 
mare efforts  to  *  sort  up  my  thoughts.'  At  half  after  five  I  put  my 
clotlies  on,  and  began  the  business  of  the  day  by  destroying  in  a 
moment  of  enthusiasm — for  silence — the  long  letter  *  all  about  feel- 
ings '  which  I  had  written  the  night  before.  Soon  after  six  I  was 
huiinting  our  old  house,  while  the  present  occupants  still  slept.  I 
found  the  garden  door  locked,  and  iron  stanchions — my  heavens!— 
on  the  porch  and  cellar  windows,  '  significative  of  much! '  For  tbe 
rest,  there  was  a  general  need  of  paint  and  whitewash ;  in  fact,  tbe 
whole  preniisea  had  a  bedimmed,  melancholy  look  as  of  having 
'seen  better  days.' 

It  was  difllcult  for  me  to  realise  to  myself  that  the  people  inside 
were  only  asleep,  aud  not  dead — dead  since  many  years.  Ah!  one 
breathed  freer  in  the  churcliyard,  witli  the  bright  morning  sunshine 
streaming  down  on  it.  than  near  that  (so-called)  habitation  of  the 
living!  I  went  straight  from  one  to  the  other.  The  gate  was  still 
locked,  for  I  wjis  an  hour  before  my  time;  so  I  made  a  dash  at  the 
wall,  some  seven  feet  high  I  should  think,  and  dropt  safe  on  tbe 
inside — a  feat  I  should  never  have  imagined  to  try  in  my  actiwl 
phase,  not  even  with  a  mad  bull  at  my  heels,  if  I  had  not  trained 
myself  to  it  at  a  more  elastic  age.  Godefroi  Cavaignac's  *^ 
(Jonc,je  ne  sui's  jxis  mort."  crossed  my  mind;  but  I  had  none  of  that 
feeling — inoi — was  morte  enouirh  I  knew,  whatever  face  I  might 
put  on  it;  only,  what  one  has  well  learnt  one  never  forgets. 

When  I  had  scraped  the  moss  out  of  the  inscription  as  well  «*^ 
could  with  the  only  thing  in  my  dressing  rase  at  all  suited  to  ^^ 
purpose,  namely  his  mon  button-hook  with  the  motherof-pc*" 
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handle,  I  made  a  deliberate  survey  of  the  whole  churchyard ;  and 
moat  of  the  names  I  had  missed  out  of  the  sign-boards  turned  up 
for  me  once  more  on  the  tombstones.  It  was  strange  the  feeling  of 
almost  glad  recognition  that  came  over  me,  in  findiDg  so  many 
familiar  figures  out  of  my  childhood  and  youth  all  gathered  together 
in  one  place;  but,  still  more  interesting  for  me  than  these  later 
grayes  were  two  that  I  remembered  to  have  wept  little  innocent 
tears  over  before  I  had  a  conception  what  real  weeping  meant — the 
grave  of  the  little  girl  who  was  burnt  to  death,  through  drying  her 
white  muslin  frock  at  the  fire,  and  that  of  the  young  officer  (Ruth- 
erford) who  was  shot  in  a  duel.  The  oval  tablet  of  white  marble 
over  the  little  girl's  grave  looked  as  bright  and  spotless  as  on  the 
fiiBt  day — as  emblematic  of  the  child  existence  it  commemorated; 
it  seemed  to  my  somewhat  excited  imagination  that  the  youthf  ul- 
neas  and  innocence  there  buried  had  impregnated  the  marble  to 
keep  it  snow-white  for  ever! 

When  the  sexton  came  at  eight  to  let  me  in,  he  found  me  ready 
to  be  let  out  '  How  in  the  world  had  I  got  in  ! '  '  Over  the 
wall! '  •  No!  surely  I  couldn't  mean  that  ? '  *  Why  not? '  *  Lord's 
sake  then,'  cried  the  man  in  real  admiration,  *  there  is  no  end  to 
youl'  He  told  me  at  parting,  'There  is  one  man  in  this  town, 
me'm,  you  might  like  to  see,  James  Robertson,  your  father's  old 
■ervant.'  Our  own  old  Jamie!  he  was' waiter  at  '  The  Star.' — Qood 
gracious  I — had  returned  to  Haddington  within  the  last  year.  '  Yes, 
indeed,'  I  said,  'he  must  be  sent  to  me  at  *'  The  George"  an  hour 
hence,  and  told  only  that  a  lady  wanted  him.' 

It  was  still  but  eight  o'clock,  so  I  should  have  time  to  look  at 
8anny  Bank  from  the  back  gate,  and  streamed  off  in  that  direction; 
but  passing  my  dear  old  school-house,  I  observed  the  door  a  little 
a]ar»  walked  in  and  sat  down  in  my  old  scat,  to  the  manifest  aston- 
iflhment  of  a  decent  woman  who  was  sweeping  the  floor.  Adi 
OcU!  our  maps  and  geometrical  figures  had  given  place  to  texts 
from  Scripture,  and  the  foolishest  half -penny  pictures!  It  was  be- 
come an  Infant  School!  and  a  Miss  Alexander  w^os  now  teacher 

where  Edward  Irving  and  James  Brown  had  taught.     Miss  A 

and  her  infants  were  not,  it  seemed,  early  risers,  their  school-room 
after  eight  o'clock  was  only  being  swept:  it  was  at  seven  of  the 
morning  that  James  Brown  found  me  asleep  there,  after  two  hours' 
hard  study,  asleep  betwixt  the  leaves  of  the  Great  Athis,  like  a 
keep  lesson!  but, '  things  have  been  all  going  to  the  devil  ever  since 
the  Reform  Bill ' — as  my  uncle  is  always  telling  us.    The  woman 
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intemipted  ber  sweeping  toinfarm  lue  arooDgBtoilier  tUioK^Uial 
was  '  u  ni'tst  terrible  plscc  for  dust,'  Uist  'a  dc«l  woa 
bairns  now.  wliicli  slie  dooted  vbs  wtaU  isark,'  lliAt  'it 
Oiie  got  bj  cleaning  after  tliem.'  and  '  if  her  huBlKtQd  Itad  Lis  log 
the^  might  have  the  school  lliat  liked.'  Not  tl»^  veeli£«  of  k  boj 
even  of  n  girl  was  lo  be  seen  about  tJie  Onuumur  School  eiUM 
Tbat  school,  I  afterwards  heard  from  Jamie.  '  had  gone  to  juM 
feet  nonsense.'  '  There  was  a  master  (one  White),  but 
'  Bow  is  that?'  I  asked:  '  are  there  no  (.'hlldren  here  hay  loagc 
'  Why,  it's  not  allogetlier  the  want  o'  cliildren,'  said  Jaini«  villi 
queer  old  ttiiudgf  of  ioiultculate  fuu;  '  but  the  new  master  b  rat 
seTere— broke  the  jawbone  of  a  wee  boy.  tbej  tell  me;  but  indi 
the  whole  place  lit  sore  gone  down.'  1  should  tUitik  sot  Bui  1 
DOt  got  to  Jamie  yet,  anotber  meetiDg  cnme  off  before  that  one. 

Sunny  Bank  looked  even  lovelier  '  in  the  light  of  a  tiew  momti 
than  it  had  done  in  the  evening  dusk.  A  betjge  of  red  ro««ii  in  I 
blow  extended  now  from  the  house  to  the  gale;  aod  I  thni 
might  go  in  and  gather  one  without  evoking  any — beaat.  Once 
aide  the  gale,  I  passed  easily  to  the  idea  of  proceeding  as  far  mI 
back-door,  just  to  ask  the  servant  bow  tliey  all  were,  and  In 
compliments  without  namiDg  myself:  the  servants  only  would 
aslir  so  early.  Weill  when  I  had  knocked  at  the  door  with  a 
finger,  '  sharp  but  mannerly.'  it  was  opened  by  a  tidy  maid-serri 
exhibiting  no  more  surprise  than  if  1  bad  been  the  baker's  boy! 

Strange,  was  it  not,  that  anybody  should  be  in  a  calm  stalejV 
mind,  while  I  was  so  full  of  emotions*  Strange  that  llio  uultGoa 
ehould  pursue  its  own  course  without  refcreucc  to  my  ptesencutii 
HaddingtonI  'Are  your  ladies  quite  well?'  I  aaked  Devenbcle«> 
'Miss  Jess  and  Miss  Catherine  are  quite  well:  Mias  DonaldMB 
rather  complaining.  You  are  aware,  me'm,  that  Mr.  DuDaldsoo  it 
dead.'  'Oil,  dear,  yes!'  I  said,  thinking  she  meant  Alcxuultr. 
'  At  what  hour  do  your  ladies  gel  up!'  'Tbcyareup,  nic'm.tnd 
done  breakfast.  Will  you  walk  round  to  Ibc  front  door?  '  Good- 
ness gracious t  should  I  '  walk  round  '  or  not!  Hy  own  nerves  W 
got  braced  somewhat  hy  the  morning  air;  but  their  nervos! — lia' 
would  the  sight  of  mc  thus  '  promiscuously '  operate  on  Uiun)^ 
'  Tou  bad  better  go  round  and  let  me  tell  the  ladies.'  put  in  il 
Tanl,  as  If  in  reply  to  my  cogitations;  'what  name  shall  I 
'None;  1  think  perhaps  my  name  would  stanle  them  mor«  than 
self; — tell  them  some  one  they  will  be  ^Ind  lo  see.'  Aud 
the  respoQBibilily  on  Providence,  who  is  made  for  being 
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^^^Hi  ill  neb  iWMnmi  (ProTiilMtoe  miul  Lave  munt  me  to  wv 
^^^^M  in  nUngUMSlont  of  bedso  betimes!  |.  1  did  'go  ri>iiod.' vtlib 
^^Hpheut  ibnmpiog,  'like,  lilic,  likanuj'iiitDg.'  The  uiAld-tcrvuii 
^^^Mt  B>  Bl  the  fioUdoor.uid  cooducUxl  me  to  tliadrawliif;  ruom; 
wben  WW— nobody,  but  oD  a  table  Uy  n  piece  of  black  bordered 
■Ma-|M|)«r  wbidi  MpbtloMl  to  me  Unit  \i  waa  Mr.  Doualdnoa  ot 
1 M will II  wbowaadcad— Ilu  laat  tuother — dead  in  llicM  very  days  i 
I  wlab  1  had  not  come  In,  but  It  wu  nut  of  linie  now.  Tbe  door 
npimrf  and  abowed  me  Ulas  Catlwdfte  cbanged  lulu  aa  old  woman, 
anil  aluiwed  HiM  Catliuinc  nwcliangcd  into  oae  ot — s  certain  age' 
Hfea  MandDod  al  Uw  door,  inoUonlew,  «p«echl«9s.  nod  I  couldn't 
rtM  aS  Of  ebalr— *l  lout  1  didn't ;  but  -wltcu  I  taw  ber  eyes  Hlur 
tttf.  *Uke  wauJi  fac<a.'  I  Mid,  'Oti,  Ulu  CnibKrino,  don't  t>e 
(rlgtauaod  al  ma; ' — and  tli«n  dke  quite  alif  ittkud  '  Jeaiinii'l  Jeaaiile! 
J^ume  Walab?  my  Jcannle!  my  Jeanole! '  Ob,  mcrcyt  I  tiita'i 
Inrget  lliat  (e«at  In  a  burry.  1  got  lier  in  my  amis  ami  klSKd  hnr 
IniD  witiaitalu;  and  Uien  we  Iniii  cried  a  liitle — naiurally;  botbuf 
LU  bad  bad  pnouj^  aaat  we  lul  met  to  cry  fur.  1 1'Xploiued  lo  bur 
tiow  1  waa  liliiBlad,'  aa  Mr.  C.  would  amy.  and  tbal  1  wbk  meanknx 
-  rWl  tii«n  af Uir.  like  a  Cbrtaliau ;  and  *b«  fouu'd  It  kII  '  must 
>EKty  ilono.  done  liko  my  i>wn  aeU.'  Humph!  pour  SIlu  CnUier- 
ia«:  ll'a  littla  atw  Iidows  o(  my  own  toU,  and  pertaps  the  Ivm  Hm 
latlirl  SliAlold  a*  about  tbelr  brotlier'»  dcatu.  wliicli  had  b*'tn 
aoddBi  It  Ibe  kn.  Sappuaing  me  (UU  In  Lunduu  as  iitual.  and 
IhU  la  Laadon  «t  hear  of  one  anothor'a  dcntlia,  liicy  bad  been  lay 
iaf  h  wu  cinugs  I  did  not  write  to  iL«ro.  and  my  pj>lm»ibeT 
kad  tnmatkad.  'Il  U  not  Ukc  bcrf  Juil  wbUe  I  waa  bisuiIIiii;  al 
telr|BteiMMt  likaly,  (or  ii  waa  'tbe  cnoing  beforv.  aUiui  dark,' 
ttf  ImuI  hoan  tptakiug  ol  mu. 

But  tgtitt  liiB  door  opened  and  ahownl  Mias  Juio.  Aelt !  ilia  had 
to  be  (old  wbo  1  Wat.  nod  r'^^^'T  Icudly  tun;  bnl  wbi-o  *be  did  laka 
la  tha  iminraae  fact,  uli,  my'  if  itw  didn't  'ihow  fenllng  cnnufh' 
tarown  hTOurite  ■i[iiinrtiin  ot  old).  IVmt  JfM  after  alii  We 
MadtarUuafc  abo  ibowcdcvcn  morv  frvUnglban  vbefell,  and  nulb' 
taff  caOM  out  un  tbe  pfeaent  MHTgeuoa  to  alter  our  opinion  of  lirr. 
Bttt  iiiinh — the  very  aid.  It  leema  lo  me.  iliouid  Ims  admllted  by 
bVBor  la  IbepfirikcsD  ot  the  Dead — tiavc  *  no  ill'  tpoltcnuf  Uiaai 
ttai  cae  powlbly  t«  lialpad. 

Jfy  'godmMbar'  wbi  keeping  ber  bed  with  rbmmaifam'  and 
yMM-  Aal  -  would  nslly  cDOie  Imcit  aoon.' ti  wMactUrd  to  Itam 
^^Bvi)**-    1^7  oOiMd  aw  bMaklaal,  It  waa  lUU  on  Uw  table,  bn 
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'  hii:rr/.:Le  -ru  'he  uicnric '  sc  me.    I:  ww  all  ao  solemn  and  dofe- 

tiL  'Siftn  'SiAZ  I  <£!.•:  >il<i  ]i:k'r»  jeard  eTcrr  morsel  going    down 

SIT  'jiszaz    ':eai*ie<.  I  -^n  rRxiJKd  :o  breakfieC  wiUi  mjself  it  the 

Gr±i:ri».      5i:.  v.:j.  ':L«:9fii=zs  ijt  m^z j  d^js.  I  slipt  awaj  fron 

Kj  fr^r:!  i  :^'t  :':<:per.  esp j-jix  ae  from,  his  doorway  on  the  md 
'za*:s^  ziz'^i  ^jrjici  zizs^j  iz  zij  paiii:  '  if  I  woald  just  compli- 
CLiz,'.  --=.  -v-.-ii  "7  2jj2«i  lie  vjJilo.  be  ierridiy  obliged:  we  had  been 
iZfZzcizLiz  ::zLi .r^'zl'i  zc^zhitzr.  Kid  he  muse  know  what  thej 
ca^-^:  is.^"  I :.:!  I  '"--^  az<i  ji<  ::e:«aer  *i:«d  ca  ihe  spot  nor  went 
rr..i«: .  be  li^ikeii  r'.-sas*Hi.  iz.:  i?k>>d  Lo'ar  many  children  I  had  had 
'  y-jz^.'  I  :•:'.:  :.-n.  *  X int? '  in  a  tone  of  aotonishment  Tergiflg 
on  h-irrcr.  '  ^^ine  i:  ill.*  :iicn  "Krh^:  oa  earth  had  I  heen  doing  lU 
tLii  usee? '  *  .\:r.isiz.z  myself. '  I  ;old  aim.  He  ran  after  me  to 
ber  I  vouM  zi-re  Llm  n  ixill  oz  my  recam  I  had  spoken  of  retom- 
inz  '  aj  Le  mi^ii:  b<  makinz  »jme;hir.g.  belike,  to  send  south  with 
me.  :ome:Lizz  smjll  and  of  a  fancv  sort,  liker  mvself  than  them  I 

Br*r.ikf.^'  rMv'i  ready  f  :r  me  a;  the  inn,  and  was  discussed  iu 
fir*  zLiiuT-ra.  TLvz  I  wroic  a  core  :o  >Ir.  C.  a  compromise  be- 
t-xix:  •  -i;".  i':-: ::  To^Ii-rs "  ani  •  :iie  new  sLen:  system  of  ibe  prisoM. 
Ti-^n  I  t^l:  :o  my  t-etiri-im  'o  pack  up.  The  chambermaid  came 
to  ?ay  a  ^ez.:lvr.-.;.z.  wis  askiz^  f:r  me.  'For  me?'  'Yes:  be 
ank^rd  fj7  '-e  1- ly  s-.orr-i-z  Lere  *  no  influx  of  company  at  the 
'  Ge-.rje '  i:  seeme-i  .  •  Di :  you  see  him? '  I  asked.  diviniDg 
Jarai-r:  "  are  you  ^ure  ::  :s  a  •jziTU-n-zn  f  *  I  am  sure  of  his  being 
z*-i-.  OT*  l.K---  .Le.'  I  :!e'v  .:»  -.vr.  :■■•  mv  parlour  and  there  was  Jamie 
s:ire  cL  jiijii.  J:im;e  to  :l;c  l.ic!  a-d  I  threw  mv  arms  round  his 
n'.-ck — tLat  did  I.  He  s:-.:.7d  quiie  passive  and  quite  pale,  with 
grf-fit  v.-ars  rouI::z  down:  it  vras  minutes  before  he  spoke,  and  then 
he  said  on'.v,  low  unier  his  breath.  "Mrs. — Carlvlel'  So  nice  he 
\f/ffkfA,  and  bardiv  a  duv  ulder.  and  rea'dv  as  like  "a  srentlemaa'  as 
fifjin*-,  lord^;  he  had  dre^seii  himself  in  his  Sunday  clothes  for  the 
oofM^ion,  and  they  were  capital  gooii  ones.  *  And  you  knew  mc 
jMriii'.',  at  lirst  siffiit? '  I  askfti.  •  Tool  I  we  knew  ve  afore  we  seed 
ye.*  *  Then  you  were  icld  it  was  me? '  '  Xo;  they  told  us  just  we 
wa.s  to  .speak  to  a  lady  at  the  "GeDrgre."  and  I  knew  it  was  Mis- 
Carlyle.*  'But  how  c-.iuid  yon  itll.  dear  Jamie?'  *  Hoots!  who 
flflo  could  it  Ix.'?  '  Dear,  funniest  of  created  Jamics !  While  be 
wtm  ostler  at  the  '  Black  Bud,'  Edinburdi.  *  one  of  them  what-fC- 
call  bagmen  furgotted  bis  patterns '  at  Haddington,  and  he  (Jami^) 
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WM  '  sent  to  take  them  ap;  aud  falling  In  talk  witli  him  at  ilie 
"Star,"  it  came  out  lher«  was  nci  wiuter,  and  ao  in  [Lnl  wny.'BBid 
Jamie.  '  ne  came  beck  to  the  nld  place'  He  lold  me  all  ^rla  ol 
particulars  '  more  proSlable  to  the  soul  of  mnn '  lljan  anything  1 
should  hBve  got  oul  ot  Mr.  Charleris  in  three  yeare,  never  to  say 
•three  weeks.'  But  'a  waggon  came  in  niween  ten  and  elevcu, 
and  be  must  be  stepping  wea.'  '  He  was  glad  lo  bare  seen  me 
looking  so  '  (dropping  his  Toicc)  'stootieh,'  [I  saw  him  from  the 
omoihu!),  after  unloading  the  waggon,  in  bis  workday  cloiLca  al- 
most on  the  very  spot  where,  for  a  doten  years,  he  had  helped  me 
in  and  out  of  our  carriage.] 

And  DOW  there  only  remained  to  pay  my  bill  and  await  the  om- 
i^bus.  1  have  that  bill  of  6*.  M.  in  my  writing-case,  and  shtii!  keep 
it  all  my  days;  not  only  as  an  eloquent  memorial  of  human  change, 
like  gnss  from  graves  and  nil  that  sort  of  thing,  but  as  the  first 
iim-tuU  I  ever  in  my  life  contracted  and  paid  on  my  own  bnsia. 
Another  long  look  from  the  '  George  Inn  '  window,  and  then  into 
the  shabby  little  omnibus  again,  where  the  faces  of  a  ludy  next  me 
and  a  gentleman  opposite  me  tormented  my  memory  without  re- 
sult. 

!□  Ibe  railway  carriage  which  I  selected  an  old  gentleman  had 
taken  li!s  scat,  and  I  recognised  him  at  once  as  Hr.  Lea.  the  same 
who  made  the  tittle  obelisk  which  hangs  in  my  bedroom  at  Chelsea. 
He  had  grown  old  like  a  golden  pippin,  merely  eHrttit,'  with  the 
bloom  upon  him,  I  laid  my  band  on  his  arm,  turning  nway  my 
face,  sod  said ;  '  Thank  God  here  is  one  person  1  feel  no  difBeully 
about r  'I  don't  know  joti,'  he  said,  in  his  old  bluul  way;  '  who 
are  you? "  "  Ouesa  \ '  '  Was  it  you  who  got  over  Ihe  churchyard 
wall  this  momingT  I  saw  a  alraoger  lady  climb  the  wall,  aud  I 
aaid  lo  myself,  that's  Jeannie  Welsh!  no  other  woman  would  climb 
the  wall  instead  of  going  in  at  the  gate.  Are  you  Jcnnnle  Welsh! ' 
led  the  soft  impeachment:  then  (^uch  shakiug  of  hands,  cm* 
ig  even!  But  so  soon  as  iliingn  lind  calmed  down  a  Itllle  be- 
I  IIS,  JSi.  Lea  laid  bis  band  on  my  shoulder  and  said,  as  If 
luin^  knowledge  tinder  difflculties,  'Now  tell  me,  my  dear. 
did  you  pet  over  the  wall  instead  of  just  iiskiiig  tor  the  keyf ' 
He  spoke  of  William  Aiusley's  dentb;  I  said  I  bad  never  known 
him.  that  he  went  to  lortis  before  I  could  reniciiiber,  '  Nonsense," 
Mid  Mr.  Lea;  '  col  remember  William  AinsleyT  Never  knew  Wil- 
AinsleyT    What  are  you  thinking  oft    Why,  didn't  he  wrap 
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you  in  a  ahawl  and  run  away  with  you  to  our  hotiie  the  wy  dif 
you  were  born,  I  believe?  *  I  said  it  might  be  very  true,  but  that 
the  circumstance  had  escaped  my  recollection.  Mr.  Lea  was  Mt  at 
Longniddry,  where  he  came  daily,  he  said,  to  bathe  in  the  ma. 
What  energy! 

Wliile  waiting  there  for  the  train  from  London,  I  saw  again  nj 
lady  and  gentleman  of  the  omnibus,  and  got  their  names  from  Mr. 
Lea.  They  were  not  people  I  had  ever  visited  with,  but  I  had 
been  at  school  with  them  both.  We  passed  and  repassed  one  an- 
other without  the  slightest  sign  of  recognition  on  their  aide. 
Qcorge  Cunningham,  too,  was  pacing  the  Longniddry  platfmm,  Ibe 
boy  of  our  school  who  never  got  into  trouble,  and  never  helped 
others  out  of  it — a  slow,  bullet-headed  boy,  who  said  his  leaaooa 
like  an  eight-day  clock,  and  never  looked  young;  now,-  on  tha 
wrong  side  of  forty,  it  might  be  doubted  if  he  would  ever  look  oU. 
He  came  up  to  mo  and  shook  hands,  and  asked  me  by  name  how  I 
did.  exactly  as  though  we  mot  on  'change  every  day  ol  our  livaa 
To  be  sure  I  had  seen  him  once  since  we  were  at  school  together, 
had  met  him  at  Craik*s  some  twelve  years  ago.  Such  as  he  wai^ 
we  stood  together  till  thc>  train  came  up,  and  'talked  of  geography, 
politics,  and  nature.' 

At  Edinburgh  Jeannie's  >  sweet  little  face  looked  wildly  into  tbe 
carriage  for  mc,  and  next  minute  we  were  chirping  and  twittering 
together  ou  the  platform,  whilst  the  eternal  two  boxes,  writing- 
case,  and  carpet-bag  were  being  once  more  brought  into  one  focua 
'  Look,  look,  cousin ! '  said  Jcannie,  '  there  are  people  who  know 
you ! '  And  looking  as  I  was  bid,  who  but  the  pair  who  had  ac- 
companied me  from  Haddington,  with  their  heads  laid  together, 
and  the  eyes  starting  out  of  them  mc-ward.  The  lady,  the  instant 
she  saw  1  noticed  them,  sprang  forward  extending  her  hand;  tbe 
husband,  *  emboldened  by  her  excellent  example,'  did  the  same; 
they  were  'surprised.'  '  delighted,'  everything  that  could  be  wished; 
'  had  not  had  a  conception  of  its  being  mo  till  they  saw  me  smil- 
ing.' '  Eh,  sirs! '  said  my  mother's  old  nurse  to  her  after  a  separa- 
tion of  twenty  years,  '  there's  no  a  featur  o'  ye  left  but  Just  the  bit 
smile!' 

I  will  call  for  these  Richardsons  when  I  go  back  to  Haddington: 
I  like  their  hop  step-and-junip  over  ceremony,  their  oblivion  in  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  moment  that  we  had  '  belonged  to  different  dr* 
cles '  (Haddington  speaking). 

>  Cousin  from  Liverpool  (now  Mrs.  ChrTStal).    ■ 
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Aaod  now  hsvtag  broogfat  myself  to  Bdinburgfa,  and  under  the 
Httie  proteoUng  wing  of  Jeannie,  I  bid  myself  adieu  and  '  wave  my 
lily  band.'  I  was  back  into  the  preteoti  and  it  is  only  in 
oomeetion  with  tba  paU  that  I  can  get  up  a  sentiment  for  myself. 
The  present  Mrs.  Carlyle  i»— what  shall  I  say?— detestable,  upon 
my  honor.' 

AQObtartoal  Kanse:  Aug.  S. 

LETTER  114. 

Sonny  Bank  (now  Tenterfleld)  is  the  Donaldsons*  residence,  a 
pleasant,  most  tranquil  house  and  gaiden  in  the  suburbs  of  Had- 
dington—to  her  alwuys  a  quasi-materual  house.  Glen  Truin  (pro- 
nounced Troon)  is  Lord  Ashburton's  deer-bunting  station  in  Mac- 
pherson  of  Cluny's  countiy,  rented,  twice  over  I  think,  at  tbe  eas7 
rata  of  1,0001,  a  season — intrinsic  value,  perbaps,  from  60/.  to  25«. 
Thither  I  had  passed  from  Scotsbrig;  saw  my  darling  at  Linlathen 
fur  a  day  or  two  in  passing  (she  ill  oft,  I  ditto— much  out  of  sorts 
both  of  us);  had  there,  too,  a  miserable  enough  hugger-mugger 
time.    Mr  own  blame;  none  others'  so  much — saw  that  always. — 

T.  a 

To  T.  Oarlyle,  at  OUn  Train  House, 

Scnmj  Bank,  Haddington:  SepC  6, 1810. 

It  looks  a  month  since  we  parted  at  Dundee!  I  have  had  so 
much  of  both  motional  and  '  emotional  culture '  since  that  evening. 
Qooi  look  did  not  follow  me  into  the  Orient '  by  any  means.  A 
headache  followed  me,  and  stuck  by  me  till  the  Monday  tbat  I  left 
KMccaldy;  of  heartacbo  I  will  not  spenk;  but  there  is  no  reason 
why  I  should  be  silent  on  the  misfortune  I  happened  one  hour 
after  my  return  to  Fergus-dom ;  thai  might  have  happened  to  any- 
one, however  little  of  an  egoist.  I  bad  lain  down  on  tbe  black 
coffin- like  sofa  in  my  bedroom  to  try  what  rest,  such  as  could  be 
bad  under  the  circumstances,  woiild  do  for  my  head,  wben  I  felt 
something  like  a  blue-bottle  creep  inside  my  band;  shook  it  off, 
and,  oh,  myl  the  next  instant  I  was  on  foot  like  'a  mad' — stung 
by  a  wasp!  Miss  Jessie  got  the  sting  out,  and  admired  it  tbrough 
her  glass,  and  applied,  on  my  own  advice,  laudanum  and  honey; 
bat  the  pain  went  up  to  my  G^oulder  and  down  to  my  side,  and  the 
swelling  and  inflammation  spread  so  fast  all  up  my  arm,  that  Miss 

>  ▲  llazsinl  locution. 

*  Aipro,  Haddington  is  east.   Mrs.  Carlyle  had  returned  thither  to  stay  with 
the  Donaldsons. 
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Jessie  could  bordl;  be  hindered  from  running  beise]f  for  both  ■ 
doctor  and  n  silversmilb;  Uie  last  to  cut  a  ring  (bat  could  not  b« 
got  off;  but  it  was  my  rootber's  little  pebble  ring,  and  1  would  a 
suffer  it  to  be  cut,  and  neilber  would  I  be  at  tbe  cost  of  e 
Just  jet.     A!)  tliat  evening  I  suffered  horriblf,  in  sUenoe.  and  i 
night  'the  [ropliiea  of  the  wasp  would  not  let  me  sleep,'  not  o 
wink.     However.  I  went  nelt  day  to  Aucbtertool  with  niy  LaEid  ■ 
a  poultice,  being  atill  determined  to  'come  out  of  Ib&t'  onUondl 
and  unwilling  tu  go  without  saying  farewell  to  tnj  poor  t 
whom  it  is  likely  enough  1  aball  never  sec  a;^iD. 

On  Sunday  night  the  pain  was  autBcieutly  abated  to 
So  I  was  up  to  leariug,  according  to  programme,  by  tlie  quarti 
arter-cigiit  train.  John  and  Jessie  weio  up  to  give  me  breakful 
uad  see  me  off.  and  Mrs.  Nixon  gave  me  a  nice  iiitle  trunk  to  fu 
late  my  packing.  They  were  really  very  kind,  the  poor  PergiiHi: 
but  somehow  or  other  lliey  are  radically  uncomfortable  people  fot 
US  to  be  mixed  up  with,  in  spite  of  their  '  good  intentions.' 

I  got  to  the  Princes  Street  station  a  little  before  ten,  and  fou 
on  inquiry  that  I  could  have  my  luggage  taken  care  of  for  n 
paying  the  sum  of  lixpence  for  booking;  so  I  left  there  ever 
but   tny  writing-caae,  in   wbicli  were  my  Jewels  and  your  rau 
script:  and  with  that  I  got  into  a  cab,  having  bargained  with  tl 
cabman  for  two  shillings  an  hour  (I  tell  }-ou  these  det&ila  for  yoq 
own  guidance  in  case  of  your  relurnlag  by  Edinburgh),  and  d 
to  Adam  Street  to  Betty.' 

Of  all  the  meetings  I  have  hod  in  Scotland,  that  w 
moviag,  as  well  as  the  happiest;  was  Just  all  but  a  meeting  betwt 
mother  and  child  after  twenty  years'  separation.  Shi 
knees  b1  acklead in g  her  grate,  all  in  confusion,  poor  soul  I  her  UUlj 
onrpet  up,  everything  topsy-turvy,  a  domestic  earthquake  bavJM 
been  commenced  that  very  mornitig  in  preparation  for  my  cvmliii 
MinsAune  having  kindly  warned  her  that  she  might  bo  'all  nadfi 
but  I  was  too  early,  and  so  found  her  all  unready,  only  ber  heart  ■ 
right  as  could  be.  Uh,  dear  met  how  siiQ  does  low  roe,  tli^^ 
woman,  and  how  good  and  pious-hearted  she  Isl  While  I  Mt  O'^ 
her  knee,  with  ray  arms  about  ber  neck,  nod  she  called  me  b^^' 
'deal  bairn,'  and  lo(.ked  at  me  as  if  she  would  have  made  tne  we^^ 
0  her  'skin.'  I  felt,  as  nearly  as  possible,  perfectly  happy-' 

<  The  old  Haddington  servBDt—Aliaost  from  nir  JbbiiiiIb's  birth— la  UlU  fl 
IngdBffl),  one  of  theTenerableet  and  toost  talchtul  ot  women,    t  nen 
tosh  perlecUon  of  attacbment,  end  doubt  U  It  eiiaU  eliewhere.— T.  C. 
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Just  fancy  thatt  But  I  must  not  get  into  the  detaila  of  my  visit  to 
lier  Jost  now;  my  few  days  here  are  so  filled  up,  I  have  not  yet 
seen  half  the  people  I  wish  to  see.  She  gave  me  four  biscuits 
'wrapl  in  her  best  pocket-handkerchief,  and  promised  to  see  me  at 
my  aunt's  before  I  left  in  the  eyening;  and  then  I  Jumped  into  my 
oab  again,  and  proceeded  to  Clarence  Street.  ■ 

A  kind  note,  received  at  Kirkcaldy  from  Elizabeth,  had  prepared 
me  for  a  rather  warmer  welcome  than  I  hod  anticipated,  but  not 
for  so  warm  a  one  as  I  got;  it  was  a  great  comfort  to  me  to  be  so 
received  by  my  father's  sisters,  however  unlike  him.  My  heart  was 
opened  by  their  kindness  to  tell  them  that  it  was  nothing  but  ap- 
prehension of  their  bothering  me  about  my  soul  which  had  es- 
tranged me  from  them  so  entirely.  Anne's  reply,  given  with  an 
arch  look  and  tone,  was  very  nice,  *  Indeed,  Jeannie,  you  need  not 
have  been  afraid  of  our  setting  ourselves  to  reform  you ;  it  is  plain 
enough  that  nothing  short  of  God's  own  grace  can  do  that,  but  I 
won't  despair  that  a  time  may  come,  though  I  am  not  such  a  fool 
as  to  think  that  I  can  hasten  it.'  Anne  went  out  with  me,  and  we 
called  for  Mrs.  George* — not  at  home;  at  the  Stoddarts'—the  lady 
in  the  country,  John  petrifled-looking,  either  hardened  into  stone, 
or  quite  stunned  at  seeing  me,  I  could  not  tell  which.  On  our  way 
to  Mrs.  Sterling's  *  we  met  her,  and  she  flew  into  my  arms  in  the 
open  street.  Just  as  she  would  have  done  before  writing  '  Fanny 
Hervey.'  I  walked  into  Blarshall  the  Jeweller's,  who  knew  me  at 
once;  and  a  Mrs.  Watson,  who  met  me  on  the  bridge,  shouted  out 
Jeannie  Welsh  1    But  I  will  tell  you  all  the  rest  afterwards. 

Miss  Catherine  was  waiting  for  me  with  a  carriage  at  the  Had- 
dington station,  told  me  there  was  a  letter  from  you  here  for  me, 
but  it  proved  only  the  briefest  of  notes  from  John.  Yours,  how- 
ever, came  yesterday  forenoon,  Just  when  I  was  sallying  out  to 
make  calls.  I  was  through  all  our  house  yesterday,  from  garret  to 
kitchen;  everybody  is  so  good  to  me,  so  very  goodl  Miss  Howden 
brought  me  a  bouquet '  out  of  your  own  garden '  last  night,  and 
Helen  Howden  has  Just  sent  me  her  children  to  look  at,  and  you 
wrote  me  a  nice  long  letter— so  I  ought  to  be  thankful.  I  go  back 
to  10  Clarence  Street  on  Thursday  (to-morrow  night),  and  stay  with 
my  aunts  till  Saturday,  when  I  shall  go  to  Scotsbrig.  I  have  writ- 
ten to  John.  J.  W.  C. 

No  more  room;  margin  itself  half  full. — ^T.  C. 


>  To  her  aimts,  Elizabeth,  Ann,  and  Qraee  Welsh. 

>  Widow  of  George  Welsh.  •  Suian  Hunter. 
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MaiylADd  Stroet,  Llyerpool:  BMdaj,  B^pt.  U^  IMIi 
Oh,  my  dear,  my  dearl  How  thankful  I  may  be  that  I  knew 
nothing  of  that  colic  *  till  it  was  oyer  I  A  colic  in  these  cMeia- 
times  would  hayo  alarmed  me  in  any  circumstances;  but  tbers— 
remembering,  as  I  still  do,  '  rather  exquisitely/  my  own  sora  throat 
transacted  at  Alyerstoke  three  winters  ago,  and  other  little  attaito 
of  my  own,  under  the  same  rigime — ^how  could  I  haye  stayed  in  ny 
skin,  with  no  certainty  that  you  would  be  able  to  get  so  much  as  a 
cup  of  bad  tea,  never  to  speak  of  hot  water  to  your  feet,  or  human 
sympathy?  You  were  not,  it  would  seem,  so  wholly  left  to  Provi- 
dence as  I  was;  still  it  is  a  great  mercy  that  you  were  not  long  laid 
up  in  that  house,  or  any  other  of  their  houses.  As  my  annt  Chaos 
told  me  yery  often  during  my  bad  day:  '  There  is  mercy  mixed  op 
Willi  all  our  afflictions!  It  is  a  great  comfort  to  think  you  axe  in 
better  hands  than  ours — I  mean  in  Jesus  Christ's.'  'Oh,  ay  1'  said 
dear  Betty.  '  Christ  has  care  of  my  bairn  a'wheres,  even  on  tbs 
railway!  And  a  great  comfort  that  is  for  me  to  think,  now  that 
she  gangs  sae  muckle  be  them! '  But  of  all  that,  some  quiet 
ing  at  Chelsea. 

I  have  to  tell  you  now  that  a  note  from  Elizabeth,  lying  for 
here,  stated  that  she  continued  better,  but  not  strong  yet,  and  that 
her  sister  was  still  with  her,  and  would  stay  till  I  came— a  greit 
luck  that  this  sister  happened  to  be  out  of  a  place  Just  now.  I 
faucy  the  poor  girl  had  been  in  a  yery  dangerous  way  before  we 
heard  of  her  illuess. 

Now  that  I  know  of  this  sister  being  with  her,  I  feel  in  less 
breathless  haste  to  fly  to  her  rescue — can  yield  to  Jeannie's  wish, 
which  is  indeed  an  obligation  of  duty  on  me,  with  a  good  grace, 
that  I  would  stay  here  over  Sunday,  to  giye  her  my  adyice  about 
Helen ;  she  (Jeannie)  being  to  arrive  from  Auchtertool  to-morrow 
night,  to  look  after  poor  Helen,  who  has  been  very  ill  indeed,  and 
I  am  afraid  has  a  disease  on  her  that  may  end  fatally,  sooner  than 
any  of  them  are  aware.  I  was  dreadfully  shocked  with  her  shape, 
and  emaciated  look;  still  she  can  go  out  for  exercise,  and  protests 


>  Oct  by  a  too  violent  excursion  to  Olen— lan^  misceHaneoua  party.    Lofd 
Ashburton  and  I  rode  over  stock  and  stone  on  Highland  pooloa. 
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thftt  she  it  gating  better,  but  there  ie  death  in  her  face.  We  lifish 
lohft  to  exmmine  into  her  case;  but  she  is  extremely  nenrous  about 
tiim,  and  it  must  be  gone  about  delicately  when  Jeannie  comes.  I 
im  fjM.  dear  John  came  with  ma 

When  I  have  talked  with  Jeannie  I  can  be  of  no  further  use  here, 
naif  a  trouble  in  fact;  so,  on  Monday,  I  mean  to  go  to  Manchester, 
to  make  amends  to  Qeraldine  for  the  vexation  about  me,  caused  by 
that  foolish  Harriet  Martineau; '  and  to  London  straight,  next  day. 
rhat  is  my  present  programme;  if  it  recelYe  any  modiflcation  I  will 
write  again  to  Sootsbrig,  where  I  hope  this  will  find  you  safe  and 
ilepk  If  you  get  as  nice  porridge,  and  nice  coffee,  and  nice  eyery- 
tUng,  with  such  s  seasoning  of  human  kindness,  as  I  got  there,  you 
will  need  no  more  pity. 

Jdhn  went  oat  with  Betsy  *  Ust  night,  there  being  no  bed  for  him 
here,  unless  he  had  chosen  to  sleep  in  a  little  one  in  my  room, 
iilliab  I  told  him  he  was  welcome  to  do,  if  he  liked  II  But  he  de- 
Bilned.  He  promised  to  come  to-day  about  one,  and  stay  till  night 
had  to-morrow  Betsy  is  to  bring  the  carriage,  and  take  me  to  Sea- 
forth  for  a  few  hours.  Just  to  satisfy  her  that  I  have  not '  registered 
a  vow  in  Heaven '  never  to  set  my  foot  in  her  house  again.  But  a 
tmr  hoars  will  be  enough  of  that.  She  looks  to  be  more  than  ever 
fasASlate  of  'mild  delirium.' 

And  now  I  must  end  and  go  to  Helen.  Kindest  love  to  your 
■otber  and  all  of  them.  And  tell  Isabella  I  forgot  the  woodrifl; 
and  she  must  stuff  some  into  your  carpet-bag. 

If  yoa  write  on  Sunday  or  Monday,  in  time  for  Tuesday  mom- 
ia^  address  to  Geraldine's.  Tou  remember  Carlton  Terrace,  Green 
Btft  Manchester. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

Jasb  W.  0. 

LETTER  110. 

lb  Mr$,  Odrltfle,  BeoUfnig. 

6  Ch«7ne  Bow:  Sunday,  Oct  1848. 
My  dear  Mrs.  Carlyle, — ^If  John  is  not  there  to  talk  to  you, 
how  you  will  be  needing  more  than  ever  to  be  written  to.  And  I 
should  be  very  ungrateful  for  all  your  affection  and  kindness  if  I 
did  not  contribute  my  mite,  especially  as  you  are  the  only  person 
that  ever  complimented  me  on  my  handwriting  1 


1  GoHtp  of  lome  kind.  *  Mrs.  Faulet 


874  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OF 

The  settling  down  at  home  after  all  those  wanderingB  has  been  t 
serious  piece  of  work  for  both  Mr.  C.  and  myself;  for  me,  I  hafe 
only  managed  it  by  a  large  consumption  of  morphUL  At  last, 
however,  I  begin  to  sleep,  if  not  like  a  Christian  yet,  at  least  1m 
like  a  heathen.  Mr.  C.  is  at  his  work  again,  and  my  maid  is  at  her 
work  again;  and  the  supernumerary  sister  is  gone  away;  and  now 
that  the  house  should  go  on  in  its  old  routine  there  is  only  needed 
a  cat  (the  last  was  drowned  for  unexampled  dishonesty  during  my 
absence)  to  eat  the  regiments  of  mice,  who  have  effected  a  settle- 
ment in  every  part  of  the  house,  the  parlour  not  excepted,  and  who 
threaten  to  run  up  one*s  very  petticoats  while  one  is  reading  ooe'i 
book!  Mr.  C,  in  the  midst  of  talking  to  me  the  other  evening, 
suddenly  stamped  his  foot  on  the  hearth-rug  and  called  out  furi- 
ously '  Qet  along,  sir  I '  and  he  had  not  gone  mad,  had  merely  per- 
ceived a  mouse  at  his  feet! 

I  am  also  terribly  ill  off  for  curtains,  bugs  having  invaded  ths 
premises  as  well  as  mice,  and  all  my  curtains  having  been  frantic- 
ally torn  down,  and  sent  to  the  dyers;  not  so  much  to  have  the 
colour  renewed,  as  to  have  the  bugs  boiled  to  death. 

The  middle  of  next  week  it  is  promised  I  shall  have  my  bed  set 
up  again;  but  in  the  meanwhile  I  feel  like  a  poor  wretch  in  an 
hospital,  or  a  beggar's  lodging-house,  lying  without  a  rag  about  me 
to  bide  my  'sleeping.' or  oftenest  sleepless,  'beauties'  from  the 
universe  I  What  troubles  people  have  in  this  world  in  merely  pro- 
tecting themselves  from  the  inferior  animals! 

For  the  rest:  London  is  quiet  enough  for  the  most  retired  taite 
at  present,  and  I  like  it  best  so;  there  are  always  some  'dandering 
individuals  *  dropping  in,  to  prevent  one  from  growing  quite  sav- 
age, and  of  excitement  I  had  enough  in  Scotland  to  serve  me  for 
many  months  to  come.  I  am  very  glad  I  have  been  in  Scotland 
once  more,  and  seen  all  those  places  and  people;  though  it  was 
smiisbing  work  at  the  time!  I  have  brought  away  many  recollec- 
tions that  will  be  a  pleasure  for  me  all  my  life;  and  my  visit  to 
Scotsbrig  was  the  one  in  which  I  had  most  unmixed  satisfac- 
tion ;  for,  along  with  my  pleasure  at  Haddington  and  Edinburgh, 
there  was  almost  more  pain  than  I  could  bear.  But  you  were  all 
so  kind  to  me,  and  then  you  were  little  changed.  I  had  seen  you 
all  so  much  more  recently,  and,  in  short,  in  finding  so  much  to 
please  me  at  Scotsbrifr,  I  miss  nothing  I  had  ever  possessed  there. 
In  the  other  places  it  was  far  otherwise. 

I  hope  you  have  the  same  mild  weather  that  has  been  here  the 
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last  few  days;  that  your  poor  face  may  be  quite  mended.  We 
diall  be  veiy  anxious  till  we  hear  that  you  are  in  your  usual  state 
again,  and  that  Jamie  is  come  home  well.  I  am  yery  sorry  about 
Jamie's  ill-health;  he  seems  to  deserve  more  than  any  of  us  to  be 
strong,  leading  the  natural,  hard-working  life  that  he  leads,  and 
manifesting  at  all  times  such  a  manly,  patient,  steadfast  mind. 

My  love  to  Isabella,  who  I  hope  is  not  gone  with  him;  for  she  is 
not  strong  enough  for  encountering  agitations  of  that  sort. 

Hoping  to  hear  soon  good  news  of  you  all,  I  remain,  dear  Mrs. 

Owlyle,  ever  youn 

AiTectionately, 

jAira  W.  C^BLTLB. 

LETTER  117. 

lb  Mn.  AUken,  Duntfriei, 

6  Cheyne  Row:  Oct  1848. 

My  dear  Jane, — ^Your  letter  was  one  of  the  letters  that  one  feels 

a  desire  to  answer  the  instant  one  is  done  reading  it— an  out  of-the- 

heart  letter  that  one's  oifto  heart  (if  one  happen  to  have  one)  Jumps 

to  meet.    But  writing  with  Mr.  C.  waiting  for  his  tea  was.  as  you 

will  easily  admit,  a  moral  impossibility;  and  after  tea  there  were 

certain  accursed  flannel  shirts  (oh,  the  alterations  that  have  been 

made  on  them  I)  to  'piece;'  and  yesterday,  when  I  made  sure  of 

writing  you  a  long  letter,  I  had  a  headache,  and  durst  not  either 

write  or  read  for  fear  of  having  to  go  to  bed  with  it.    To-day  I 

write;  but  with  no  leisure,  though  I  have  no  'small  clothes'  to 

make,  nor  any  disturbance  in  that  line  (better  for  me  if  I  had);  still 

I  get  into  as  great  bustles  occasionally  as  if  I  were  the  mother  of  a 

tine  boisterous  family.    Did  you  hear  that  I  found  bugs  in  my  red 

bed  on  my  return?    I  who  go  mad  where  a  bug  is!  and  that  bed 

'such  a  harbour  for  them,'  as  the  upholsterer  said.  Of  course  I  had 

It  palled  in  pieces  at  once,  and  the  curtains  sent  to  the  dyeing — at 

immense  expense — and  ever  since  I  have  been  lying  in  the  cold 

nights  between  four  tall  bare  posts,  feeling  like  a  patient  in  a  London 

liospital.    To-day  at  last  two  men  are  here  putting  up  my  curtains, 

mnd  making  mistakes  whenever  I  stay  many  minutes  away  from 

them;  and  as  soon  as  their  backs  are  turned  I  have  to  go  off  several 

miles  in  an  omnibus  to  see  Thackeray,  who  has  been  all  but  dead, 

and  is  still  confined  to  his  room,  and  who  has  written  a  line  to  ask 

me  to  come  and  see  him.   And  I  have  great  sympathy  always  with, 
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and  show  all  the  kindness  in  my  power  to,  sick  people-^iaTingi» 
much  sickness  myself,  and  knowing  how  much  kintiw^f  then  k 

gratifying  to  me. 

So  you  sec,  dear,  it  is  not  the  right  moment  for  writiiig  you  the 
letter  that  is  lying  in  my  heart  for  you.  But  I  could  not,  under  aoj 
circumstances,  refrain  longer  from  telling  you  that  your  letter  wm 
very,  very  welcome;  that  the  tears  ran  down  my  face  over  it— 
though  Mr.  C.  was  sitting  opposite,  and  would  hiave  scolded  me  for 
'sentimentality'  if  he  had  seen  me  crying  oyer  kind  words  merely; 
and  that  I  have  read  it  three  times,  and  carried  it  in  my  pocket 
ever  since  I  got  it,  though  my  rule  is  to  burn  all  letters.  Oh,  yes; 
there  is  no  change  in  me,  so  far  as  afFection  goes,  depend  upon  that 
But  there  are  other  changes,  which  give  me  the  look  of  a  very  cold 
and  hard  woman  generally.  I  durst  not  let  myself  talk  to  you  at 
Scotsbrig,  and  now  that  the  opportunity  is  passed  I  almost  wish  I 
had.  But  I  think  it  not  likely,  if  I  live,  that  I  will  be  long  of  re- 
turning to  Scotland.  All  that  true,  simple,  pious  kindness  that  I 
found  stored  up  for  me  there  ought  to  be  turned  to  more  aoconnt 
in  my  life.    What  have  I  more  precious? 

Please  burn  this  letter — I  mean  don't  h^d  it  to  the  rest;  there  is 
a  circulation  of  letters  in  families  that  frightens  me  from  writing 
often ;  it  is  so  difficult  to  write  a  circular  to  one. 

How  glad  I  am  to  hear  such  good  news  of  Jamie.'  I  hope  to* 
night's  post  will  tell  us  he  is  safe  home.  John,  I  fancy  from  Jean- 
nie's  last  letter,  does  not  go  back  with  him,  but  to  Auchtertool  for 
a  little  longer. 

Tour  poor  mother  and  her  face — what  a  bout  she  must  have  had! 
For  me,  I  am  really  better;  though  I  may  say,  in  passing,  that  Mr. 
C.'s  *  decidedly  stronger'  is  never  to  be  depended  on  in  anyaocoant 
he  gives  of  me — as,  so  long  as  I  can  stand  on  my  legs,  he  never  no- 
tices that  anything  ails  me;  and  I  make  a  point  of  never  complain 
ing  to  him  unless  in  case  of  absolute  extremity.  But  I  have,  for  tht 
last  week,  been  sleeping  pretty  well,  and  able  to  walk  again,  which 
I  had  not  been  up  to  since  my  return. 

About  the  bonnet:  send  it  by  any  opportunity  you  find,  Just  as  it 
is;  I  can  trim  very  nicely  myself,  and  perhaps  might  not  like  Miss 
Montgomery's  colour.  But  I  cannot  have  it  for  nothing,  dear.  If 
Miss  G.  won't  take  money,  I  must  find  some  other  way  of  paying 
her.     God  bless  you,  dear  Jane,  and  all  yours.     Remember  me  to 


'  Brother  Jamie.    Been  at  Edinburgli  for  a  sui^dcal  opeoratlon  with  Jcdnk 
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JnieB;  and  iief?«  doubt  my  affectloD  for  yourself,  as  I  shall  newer 
doabt  yours  f 6r  me. 

Erer,  J.  W.  0. 

LETTER  118. 

John  FoinUfr,  Esq,,  58  Lineoln'i  Inn  Ffelds. 

Oielwa:  TuMday  erenliig,  Noy.  14,  IMflL 
Ctod's  win  be  donel  dear  Mr.  Foster.  If  one  said  otherwise,  it 
would  do  itself  all  the  same  in  spite  of  our  teeth;  so  best  to  sub- 
seribe  with  a  good  grace.  I  haye  taken  '  a  heavy  cold ' — bad  not 
Ihre  minutes'  sleep  all  night  with  it,  and  am  Just  risen  after  a  fever- 
iah  day  in  bed;  There  is  no  present  prospect  of  my  being  up  to 
any  sort  of  pleasure  to-morrow;  and  I  think  with  dismay  of  Mrs. 
IHckeoB  brought  to  meet  me,  and  me  Dot  forthcoming.  Bo  I  write 
at  once  that  you  may  if  you  like  put  the  other  female  off.  But  for 
Mrs.  Dickens,  who  may  not  perhaps  feel  so  perfectly  at  home  '  in 
Obambers'  as  you  have  taught  me  to  feci,  I  should  have  waited  till 
tlM  last  moment  in  hope  of  a  miracle  beiDg  worked  in  my  favour. 

M^.  C.  of  course  will  be  with  you  as  little  too  late  as  possible  for 
anaB «f  his  habits. 

Affectionately  yours, 

Jaitb  Cabltub. 

There  is  a  novel  I  might  read  if  I  could  get  it  during  this  period 
of  aueexing  and  streaming  at  the  eyes,  written  by  a  very  young  giil 
of  the  name  of  Mulock;  not  Dickens's  'a  young  lady  grow'd.'  I 
caa't  remember  the  name  of  the  book;  but  the  authoress's  name  is 
Molock  or  something  very  like  it,  and  it  is  published  by  Chapman. 
It  must  be  rather  curious  to  see,  for  I  am  told  by  Madame  Pepoli 
the  Molock  is  eighteen,  has  read  'absolutely  no  books,'  and  seen 
'nothing  whatever  of  society; '  and  the  book  is  coming  to  a  second 
edition — '  circulates  in  families,'  and  will  yield  profit 

LETTER  119. 

Poor  little  Nero,  the  dog,  must  have  come  this  winter,  or  *  Fall ' 
(1848^7  Railway  Guan)  (from  Dilberoglue,  Manchester)  brought 
l)im  m  one  evening  late.  A  little  Cuban  (Maltese?  and  otherwise 
hiungrel)  shock,  mostly  white — a  most  affectionate,  lively  little  dog, 
otherwise  of  small  merit,  and  little  or  no  training.  Much  innocent 
tport  there  rose  out  of  him;  much  quizzical  ingenuous  preparation 
of  me  for  admitting  of  him :  '  My  dear,  it's  borne  in  upon  my  mind 
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mind  giving  a  man  a  little  gratification  when  it  can  be  done  at  the 
■mall  cost  of  one  penny.  Tour  affectionate 

Jai7E  Carltlb. 

Oil,  Lordt  I  forgot  to  tell  you  I  have  got  a  little  dog,  and  Mr. 
C.  has  accepted  it  with  an  amiability.  To  be  sure,  when  lie  comes 
down  gloomy  in  the  morning,  or  comes  in  wearied  from  his  walk. 
the  infatuated  little  beast  dances  round  him  on  its  hind  legs  as  I 
on^tto  do  and  can't;  and  he  feels  flattered  and  surprised  by  such 
unwonted  capers  to  his  honour  and  glory. 

LETTER   120.  ^ 

John  Fmier,  E$q,,  58  Idncoln'i  Inn  Fiddt. 

Cheltea:  Deo.  1810. 
Hy  dear  Mr.  Forster, — ^I  hope  the  newspaper  arriTed  safel 
Heniy'  looked  so  excited  when  he  heard  it  was  consigned  to  the 
Poet  Office,  and  exclaimed  so  wildly,  '  I  would  not  for  five  pounds 
that  it  were  lostl  Mr.  Forster  would  be  in  such  a  way/  that  I  quite 
trembled  with  apprehension  about  it  all  the  evening.  Mr.  0.  put 
it  in  with  his  own  hand,  and  out  of  his  own  head. 

I  am  Btill  confined  to  the  house  in  a  very  shabby  condition  in- 
deed, and  need  cheering  spectacles  (don't  I  wish  I  may  get  'em?), 
a  Bight  of  you  for  example.  Meanwhile  thanks  for  Mulock's  book, 
which  I  read  with  immense  interest.  It  is  long  since  I  fell  in  with 
a  novel  of  this  sort,  all  about  love,  and  nothing  else  whatever.  It 
quite  reminds  one  of  one's  own  love's  young  dream.  I  like  it,  and 
like  the  poor  girl  who  can  still  believe,  or  even  '  believe  that  she  be- 
lieves,' all  that.  Qod  help  herf  She  will  sing  to  another  tune  if 
she  go  on  living  and  writing  for  twenty  years! 

I  am  desired  by  the  other  Forster,*  the  unreal  it  must  be  since 
you  are  'the  real,'  to  forward  to  you  his  defence  of  W.  Penn,  as  if 
anybody  out  of  the  family  of  Friends  cared  a  doit  about  W.  Penn. 
For  me,  I  could  never  get  up  a  grain  of  interest  about  any  Quaker, 
dead  or  alive,  except '  Tawell '  *  of  ^the  apple  pips.^ 

All  good  be  with  you. 

Tours  affectionately, 

Janb  Carltlb. 

1  Mr.  Fbrster'B  lerrant. 

•  William  Edward  (of  Bradford),  the  ez-Quaker,  now  Her  Majesty's  Minis- 
ter, &0.  Ac. 

*  Mnrdarer.  «  Advocate's  ezcnse. 
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LETTER  121. 
Jfft.  Bus»eU,  ThamML 

De&rest  Mrs.  Russell,— To  think  that  I  should  never  hare  written 
you  one  line  since  the  distracted  little  note  I  tent  you  from  Notting- 
ham in  July  last,  and  so  often  I  have  thought  of  it  tool  Nay,  I 
actually  began  a  letter  one  day  in  October;  I  had  Just  been  writing 
Drumlanrig  Castle,  Thornhill,  on  the  back  of  a  letter  to  Lady  Asb- 
lArton,  who  was  on  a  visit  there,  and  had  written  me  out  the  ad- 
dress as  particularly  as  if  I  had  never  heard  of  Drumlanrig  in  my 
life.  And  it  struck  me  as  something  quite  unnatural  that  I  should 
be  writing  Thornhill  after  any  other  name  than  yours;  Just  as  when 
I  first  wrote  to  you  I  found  it  so  very  strange  and  sad  to  be  writing 
that  place  after  anyone's  name  but  my  mother's  And  so,  by  way 
of  making  amends  to  nature.  I  began  a  second  letter,  one  to  you  to 
go  by  the  same  post;  but  some  visitor  came  in,  and  what  does  not 
get  done  by  me  at  the  right  moment  is  apt  to  miss  getting  done  al- 
together. 

When  I  wrote  from  Nottingham  I  remember  I  durst  not  trust 
myself  to  tell  you  anything  about  me,  even  if  there  had  been  lei- 
sure for  it.  I  was  in  such  a  nervous  state:  promised  to  Mr.  G.  and 
to  my  own  mind  to  go  to  Scotland,  but  afraid  to  make  my  purpose 
known  lest,  after  ull.  I  should  shirk  it  at  the  last  moment,  as  I  had 
done  once  before;  and,  even  if  I  got  into  Scotland,  I  could  not 
have  told  you,  for  my  life,  what  I  was  going  to  do  there,  where  I 
should  go  or  not  go.  Sometimes,  in  brave  moments,  I  thought  of 
visiting  Tliorobill  as  well  as  Haddington;  and  then  it  seemed  all 
but  impossible  for  me  ever  to  set  foot  in  either  place — and  if  I  did 
I  was  not  sure  that  I  would  show  myself  to  any  living  person  of 
my  friends,  in  either  the  one  place  or  the  other.  So  I  thought  it 
best  to  say  nothing  to  you  of  my  intentions  till  I  ascertained,  b}' 
trying,  what  part  of  them  I  could  carr}'  out  It  was  not  till  I  was 
in  the  railway  for  Haddington  that  I  was  sure  I  was  really  going 
there.  And  I  did  speud  a  night  there  in  the  principal  inn,  the  win- 
dows of  which  looked  out  on  our  old  house,  witiiout  anyone  sus- 
pecting who  I  w:is.  I  arrived  at  six  in  the  evening,  and  left  at 
eleven  rext  day,  after  having  walked  over  the  whole  place,  and 
?*een  everything  I  wished  to  see — except  the  people.  I  could  not 
U:\w  Stood  their  embraces,  and  tears,  and  'all  that  sort  of  thing,' 
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wfthoat-breakiBg  down  entirely;  so  I  left  that  part  of  the  biuinen 
tin  the  agitation,  caaaed  by  the  sight  of  the  old  place,  should  have 
sabsided,  and  I  could  return  with  my  nenres  in  good  order. 
Which  I  did  for  three  days,  after  haTing  been  eix  weeks  in  Fife  and 
other  places,  with  which  I  had  no  associations  either  sad  or  gay.  It 
was  the  same  when  I  went  to  Annandale;  till  the  last  moment  I 
was  not  sure  I  could  go,  and  would  not  have  gone  but  for  the  pain 
I  was  going  to  gire  n^y  husband's  family  by  passing  them  by. 
Actually  when  I  left  Edinburgh  for  Ecclefechan,  I  did  not  know 
whether  the  railway  went  through  Thombilll  had  not  dared  to 
satisfy  myself  I  and  at  all  the  stations  after  I  got  into  Dumfriesshire 
I  kept  my  eyes  shut,  This  will  sound  to  you  like  sheer  madness; 
but  it  was  no  more  than  extreme  nervousness,  which  I  could  not 
ooDtfol,  and  so  aiust  be  excused  for.  I  stayed  only  two  days  at 
8ootsbrig,  and  then  hurried  on  to  Manchester,  where  I  was  detained 
by  serere  illness.  Another  time  it  will  not  be  so  bad,  I  hope;  and 
I  shaU  behaTe  more  like  a  rational  woman.  Tou  may  believe  I  got 
little  good  of  the  country,  under  such  circumstances:  I  returned  to 
Iiondon  so  ill,  and  continued  so  ill,  so  long  a  time,  that  I  got  into 
llie  way  of  doing  nothing  I  could  possibly  help;  and  so  it  happened 
that,  having  lightened  my  conscience  of  the  half-sovereign  which  a 
Kdnner  nndertook  to  convey  to  you,  I  postponed  writing  till 
4iowl 

If  anniTersaries  be,  in  many  respects,  painful  things,  they  are 
il  at  least  in  putting  orderly  people,  like  me,  on  settling  up 
their  duties  as  well  as  their  accounts.  And  so  I  am  busier  this 
week  than  for  months  back,  bringing  up  my  correspondences,  &c., 
4ec»  Fortunately  I  am  on  foot,  and  even  able  to  go  out  a  little  in 
the  forenoon,  though  the  frost  is  hard  enough.  I  seem  to  have  got 
off,  this  winter,  with  only  three  weeks'  confinement.  For  the  rest, 
the  pleasantest  fact  in  my  life  for  a  good  while  is,  that  I  have  got  a 
beautiful  little  dog,  that  I  hope  I  will  not  make  such  a  fool  of 

myself  witli,  as  Mrs.  M used  to  make  of  herself  with — what 

was  the  object's  name?  He  is  not,  of  course,  either  so  pretty  or  so 
clever  as  Shandy,  and  if  he  were  I  should  not  think  so;  but  he  is 
'better  than  I  deserve,'  as  Coleridge  said  of  his  cold  tea;  and  I  like  /^ 
1dm  better  than  I  choose  to  show  publicly.  The  sad  part  of  the 
business  is  that  I  dare  not  take  him  out  with  me  without  a  chain, 
for  fear  of  the  'dog-stealers,'  who  are  a  numerous  and  active  body. 
I  am  sending  you,  for  good  luck,  a  book,  which  I  hope  you  will 
fet  some  amusement  out  of— perhaps  the  best  New  Tear's  gift  one 
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can  make— a  little  amusement  I  mean.    The  two  bits  of  things^ 
Margaret  and  Mary,  you  will  give  them  with  my  kind  remem 
brance,  and  the  Post-OflElce  Order  I  need  not  point  out  the  use  ol 

Qod  bless  you,  dear  Mrs.  RusseU,  with  love  to  your  huaband  a 
father. 

I  am  ever  your  affectionate 

Jahx  Gablylb. 

Please  tell  me  how  old  Mary  standi.    When  la  bar  money  doe        ^ 
I  always  forget 

LETTER  128. 

'Latter-Day  Pamphlets'  had  at  last,  winter,  1849.  resolTedthem  ' 

selves  into  that  form;  and  were  to  be  published  by  Chapman 


Forstcr,  he.  and  I  walking  toother  (I  very  sad  and  heavy)  toward 
Chapman's  house,  which  I  did  not  enter,  on  cold  windy  Sunda' 


(Chapman  with  the  rough  MSS.  in  his  pocket):  this  I  can  stil 
recollect;  and  that  my  resolution  was  taken  and  Chapman's  n( 
doubted  of — but  not  the  month  or  day.    Probably  after  Deocmbor. 
on  which  day  Nigger  Question  (in  'Eraser')  had  come  out 
exL'crative  shrieks  from  several  people — J.  S.  Mill  for  one;  who  in 
deed  had  personally  quite  parted  from  me,  a  year  or  two  before, 
knew  not  and  to  this  day  know  not  why;  nor  in  fact  ever 
inquired,  since  it  was  his  sillv  pleasure,  poor  Mllll 

First  '  Latter  Day '  dated  'iTeby  1 '  had  come  out  January  28  am 
been  sent  to  me  at  'The  Grange*;  where  with  Robert  Lowe  am 
Delane  I  recollect  being  for  a  day  or  two — and  ultimately  having  --      * 


pleasant  wise  kind  of  night  wiih  Milnes  as  the  one  other  ^esC^^* 


'  Boreas '  the  lady's  arch  designation  for  me  as  we  talked  1 

phlet  1st  was  reail  by  both  the  Lady  A and  Milnes  next  day  L 

the  railway  as  we  all  journeyed  up;  remarks  few  or  none.  I  w: 
to  be  very  busy  thenceforth  till  the  chaos  of  the  MBS.  was  all  _ 
spun  out  into  distinct  webs — and  after  that  till  I  tired,  which  w 
soon  after,  essential  impulse  being  spent  there. 

In  this  short  absence,  I  iiavc  no  letter,  except  this  which  Ne 
wrote  me,  dear  little  clever  dogl  'Columbine*  is  the  black  cai 
with  whom  he  used  to  come  waltzinc:  in.  directly  on  the  dinin^ 
room  door  open  in  vr.  in  the  height  of  joy;  like  Harlequin  and  Co 
umbine,  as  I  onto  heard  remarked  and  did  not  forget. 
Lindsay,'  I  believe,  is  a  sister  of  Miss  Wynne's.  'Small  beings^ 
Mazzini's  name  for  two  roasted  larks  she  would  often  dine  os- 
especially  when  by  herself!  For  smallness,  grace,  salubrity  anc: 
ingenuity,  I  have  never  seen  such  human  diners. — T.  C. 

To  T,  Cariyle,  The  Grange,  Alresford,  HantB. 

5  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Tuesdaj,  Jan.  89, 18SQ. 
Dear  Master, — ^I  take  the  liberty  to  write  to  you  myself  (my  mis- 
tress being  out  of  the  way  of  writing  to  you  she  says)  that  you  may 
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know  Ck>luinbine  and  I  are  quite  well,  and  play  about  as  usuaL 
There  was  no  dinner  yesterday  to  speak  of;  I  had  for  my  share 
only  a  piece  of  biscoit  that  might  have  been  round  the  world;  and 
If  Columbine  got  anything  at  all,  I  didn't  see  it  I  made  a  grab  at 
one  of  two  'small  beings'  on  my  mistress's  plate;  she  called  them 
lieralds  of  the  morn;  but  my  mistress  said,  'Don't  you  wish  you 
xnaj  get  it? '  and  boxed  my  ears.  I  wasn't  taken  to  walk  on  ac- 
count of  its  being  wet  And  nobody  came,  but  a  man  for  '  burial 
rate';  and  my  mistress  gave  him  a  rowing,  because  she  wasn't  go- 
ing to  be  buried  here  at  all.  Columbine  and  I  don't  mind  where 
we  are  buried. 

This  is  a  fine  day  for  a  run ;  and  I  hope  I  may  be  taken  to  see 
Mohe  and  DumnL  They  are  both  nice  well-bred  dogs,  and  always 
ao  ^ad  to  see  me;  and  the  parrot  is  great  fun,  when  I  spring  at 
her;  and  Mrs.  Lindsay  has  idways  such  a  lot  of  bones,  and  doesn't 
mind  Mohe  and  Dumm  and  me  eating  them  on  the  carpet.  I  like 
Mm.  Lindsay  very  much. 

Tuesday  erenlng. 
Dear  Master,— My  mistress  brought  my  chain,  and  said  '  come 
■long  with  me,  while  it  shined,  and  I  could  finish  after.'  But  she 
kept  me  so  long  in  the  London  Library,  and  other  places,  that  I  had 
to  mlsB  the  post  An  old  gentleman  in  the  omnibus  took  such  no- 
tioe  of  me  I  He  looked  at  me  a  long  time,  and  then  turned  to  my 
and  said  '  Sharp,  isn't  he? '  And  my  mistress  was  so  good 
to  say,  'Oh  yes  I'  And  then  the  old  gentleman  said  again,  'I 
knew  it!  easy  to  see  thatl'  And  he  put  his  hand  in  his  hind- 
pockety  and  took  out  a  whole  biscuit,  a  sweet  one,  and  gave  it  me 
In  bits.  I  was  quite  sorry  to  part  from  him,  he  was  such  a  good 
Judge  of  dogs.  Mr.  Greig  from  Canadagua  and  his  wife  left  cards 
while  we  were  out  Columbine  said  she  saw  them  through  the 
bilnd,  and  they  seemed  nice  people. 

Wednesday. 
I  left  off,  last  night,  dear  master,  to  be  washed.  This  morning  I 
have  seen  a  note  from  you,  which  says  you  will  come  to-morrow. 
Columbine  and  I  are  extremely  happy  to  hear  it;  for  then  there 
win  be  some  dinner  to  jcome  and  go  on.  Being  to  see  you  so  soon, 
no  more  at  present  from  your 

Obedient  little  dog, 

Nebo. 
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LETTER  Ua. 

lb  Mf.  BmM,  ThernkOL 

6  CSieyne  Bow,  CSielaea:  Wadnetdaj,  M>.  ST,  tH 

My  dear  Mrs.  Russell,— Perhaps  Mr.  C.  may  be  in  Scotland  thl^ 
coming  month;  you  may  have  seen  by  the  newspapeta  that  on^ 
party  of  the  Aberdeen  students  want  him  for  their  Lord  Rector «» 
the  others  wanting  the  Dulce  of  Argyll,  who  will  suit  the  purpoe^^ 
better,  I  should  think.    If  Mr.  C.  be  elected,  he  must,  in  commcn::^- 
civility  to  his  admiring  boys,  go  and  make  them  a  speech, 
come  back  again.    A  long  journey  for  so  brief  a  purpose!  and 
an  inconvenient  time,  when  he  is  bothering  with  his  pami)hlets^ 
So  he  rather  wislies  the  Duke  may  be  the  happy  man. 

The  great  delight  of  my  life  at  present  is  the  little  dog  I  think 
told  you  of.  It  was  stolen  for  a  whole  day;  but  escaped  back 
me  on  its  own  four  legs.  Mr.  C.  asked  while  it  was  a-missing'^ 
'What  will  you  be  inclined  to  give  the  dog-stealers,  for  bringing  iCs 
back  to  you?'  (dog-stealing  being  a  regular  trade  here);  and  I 
swercd  passionately  with  a  flood  of  tears  '  my  whole  half-year'i 
allowance!'  So  you  may  fancy  the  fine  way  I  am  in.  Lad; 
Ashburton  has  given  me  the  name  of  Agrippina;  the  wit  of 
you  would  not  see  unless  I  told  you  my  dog's  name  was  Nero. 

I  want  you  to  do  something  for  me,  if  you  can: — I  saw  at  Auc! 
tertool,  a  slip  of  the  Tcmpl&nd  sweetbriar,  that  had  taken 
finely,  brought  by  one  of  those  ladies  I  saw.    If,  at  the 
time  for  slipping,  you  could  get  me  a  little  bit  and  send  it  by 
I  should  be  very  grateful.    I  brought,  or  rather  had  sent^  f: 
Haddington,  a  slip  of  the  jessamine  that  grew  over  our  dining-: 
window,  and  another  of  a  Templand  rose,  which  my  mother 
with  her  to  Sunny  Bank;  and  both  are  growing  to  my  great 
faction. 

All  good  be  with  you,  dear  Mrs.  Russell. 

Your  ever  affectionate 

Jans  Cabutul 

LETTER  124. 

Is  at  Addiscombe,  on  visit  for  a  few  days;  returned  thence,  aoo: 
as  will  be  seen.     I  was  too  deep  in  '  Latter-Day  Pamphlets '  to 
company.    '  Poor  orphan  '  was  to  me  abundantly  ridiculous,  thou, 
lost  to  any  stranger.    Willie  Doualdsou  and  Mrs    (usually  call' 
Peg)  Irrin,  crossing  Solway  sands,  wiih  their  small  cargo  of  mer-^ 
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duuidifet  in  tbeir  whaasy  little  equipace,  fancy  themselTea.  at  one 
moment,  lost  utterly;  but  are  not,  ana  are  overheard  in  dialogue: 

William:  'O  Paig,  Pai£,  a  misspaiut  life! '  Peg  (as  if  in  solilo- 
qny):  '  What'U  become  ox  the  poor  orphin  at  hoQie?* — their  only 
cQild  *  Bett,*  a  loudhaTeril  of  a  lass,  against  whom  this  bit  of  pathos 
w«a  lemembered. 

Willie  was  an  Aberdeen  man;  probably  a  carpenter  before  en- 
Hating;  had  fought  at  the  Bunker  Hill  business;  was  now  a  pen- 
ikmfiT,  asthmatically  makinff  rakes,  used  to  lend  his  cart,  on  bon- 
flre-Tiotoiy  oocaaions  (as  if  In  duty  bound)  to  be  whirled  rapidly 
from  door  to  door,  over  the  village  in  peremptory  demand  of  the 
fod  neceaaary.— T.  C. 

7b  Ufuiat  N^ro,  (wader  cowr  to)  T.  CatiyU,  JB$q.,  CheUea. 

Addlfloombe:  WednsMlay,  Maieh  tO,  1860. 

My  'poor  orphanl '  My  dear  good  little  dog !  How  are  you? 
How  do  they  use  you?  Above  all,  where  did  you  sleep?  Did 
tli^  put  you  to  bed  by  yourself  in  my  empty  room,  or  did  you 
'cuddle in'  with  your  surviving  parent?  Strange  that  amidst  all 
mj  anzietiea  about  you,  it  should  never  have  struck  me  with  whom 
w«re  you  to  sleep;  never  once,  until  I  was  retiring  to  bed  myself 
without  you  trotting  at  my  heels!  Still,  darling,  I  am  glad  I  did 
aol  take  you  with  me.  If  there  had  been  nothing  else  in  it,  the 
parrot'  aJonewas  suflScient  hindrance;  she  pops  'all  about;'  and 
for  certain  you  would  have  pulled  her  head  off;  and  then  it  would 
iMve  been  '  all  over '  with  you  and  me.  They  would  have  hated 
na '  intensely! ' 

The  lady  for  whom  I  abandoned  you — to  whom  all  family  ties 

yield — is  pretty  well  again,  so  far  as  I  see.    She  is  very  kind,  and 

in  good  apirita;  ao  my  absence  from  you  has  all  the  compensation 

poaaibk.    But  I  ahall  be  glad  to  receive  your  affectiomite  caresses 

lo*monow.    Kiaa  your  father  for  me.  ^ 

Ever  your  loving 

AORIFPINA. 

LETTER  125. 
Jffs.  Aiiken,  Duntfria. 

Chelaaa:  Sunday,  April  ISBO. 
My  dear  Jane,— The  spirit  moves  me  to  write  you  a  letter  this 
morning;  if  I  begin  with  excuses,  the  impulse  will  get  overlaid  by 
the  difficulty  of  the  thing,  and  stick  short  in  a  mere  '  good  inten- 
tion; '  so  here  goes  '  quite  promiscuously.'    I  have  little  to  tell  you 

^  Lady  A.^B  *  green  chimera.* 
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worth  even  a  penny  stamp:  oneself— at  least  myself —is  a  sort  of 
Irish-bog  subject  in  which  one  is  in  danger  of  sinking  OTethesd; 
common  prudence  commands  therefore  to  '  keep  out  of  that,' whit- 
ever  else;  and  my  days  do  not  pass  amidst  people  and  thingi  so 
interesting,  in  themselves,  as  to  be  worth  writing  about  to  <ne  Hie 
and  sound  on  the  outside  of  all  that,  as  you  are.    What  good 
would  it  do  you,  for  example,  to  have  given  the  '  most  gr^iic' 
description  of  the  great '  flare  up '  we  had  at  the  Wedgwoods  j» 
tcrday — ^where  all  the  notabilities  Mrs.  W.  had  ever  got  a  catch  it 
were  hauled  in  '  at  one  fell  swoop,'  making  a  sort  of  Tower  of 
Babel  concern  of  it;  that  has  left  nothing  behind  for  me,  *asooe 
solitary  individual,'  but  a  ringing  in  my  ears,  and  a  dull  headache! 
What  a  -tenacity  there  must  be  in  human  nature,  that  people  cin 
go  on  to  the  oldest  age  with  that  sort  of  thingi    The  young  ladiei 
in  wreaths  and  white  muslins  with  '  the  world  all  before  them 
where  to  choose ' — a  husband— those  one  can  understand  delighting 
in  such  gatherings;  as  a  young  Irish  lady  told  a  friend  of  mine,  'I 
go  wherever  I  am  invited,  however  much  I  may  dislike  the  people 
who  ask  me;  for  nobody  knows  on  whose  carpet  one's  lot  maybe!' 
But  the  people  who  have  already  taken  up  their  lot  and  fooodit 
(as  who  does  uot^)  a  rather  severe  piece  of  work,  what  they  get  or 
expect  in  such  scenes  to  compensate  the  cost  and  fatigue  I  have  no 
conception.     I  was  sitting  beside  old  Mrs.  Fletcher  of  Edinbursh 
last  night — she  is  seventy-four,  I  believe — when  old  Sir  R  Ingl'* 
was  brought  up  to  her,  'to  renew  their  acquaintance.'    *I  d*^ 
hardly  say,'  said  Sir  Robert,  '  how  long  I  believe  it  to  be  tkno^  ^ 
had  last  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  in  society.'     '  It  is  Just  toT^T 
one  years,'  replied  Mrs.  Fletcher!  and  these  two  old  people  did  <^^ 
burst  into  tears  or  '  go  aboot  worship '  but  fell  to  talking  triviali*-^ 
just  like  the  young  ones!    Well  I  shall  be  dead  before  I  am 
thing  like  as  old  as  Mrs.  Fletcher,  and  I  shall  not  wait  till  I 
dead  to  retire  from  public  life.    My  beau-ideal  of  existence  I 
long  while  has  been  growing  farther  and  farther  from  that  'getta 
on  '  or  rather  '  got  on '  in  society  which  is  the  aim  of  so  much 
male  aspiration  and  effort! 

I  suppose  John  will  be  coming  back  soon  now,  and  that  will 
one  good  tiling.     I  have  a  little  dog  tliat  I  make  more  fuss 
than  beseems  a  sensible  woman.     The  next  time  I  go  to  Scotk 
he  shall  accompany  me,  and  see  if  he  don't  '  ingrush  himself  w 
the  people  *  I    He  walks  with  me,  this  creature,  and  sleeps  with 
and  sits  with  me — so  I  am  no  longer  alone  any  more  than  you 
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with  yoor  bairoB-^Choagh  the  company  is  different!  mine  has  one 
advantage  however;  it  needs  no  sewing  for,  and  then,  too,  I  am 
troubled  with  no  anxiety  about  its  prospects  in  life. 

An  old  East  Lothian  friend  turned  up  for  mc  lately  who  comes  a 
great  deal  and  makes  terrible  long  stays.  The  last  time  I  had  seen 
her  she  was  riding  away  in  bridal  finery  beside  her  artillery  officer 
husband;  I  found  her  now,  after  thirty  years  and  odd,  without 
teeth,  all  wrinkled,  in  weeds  for  that  same  husband,  whom,  how- 
ever, she  had  long  been  separated  from.  So  goes  the  world  I  Here 
is  a  specimen  of  a  new  sort  of  lady's  work — the  embroidery  is  cut 
out  and  stiched  on— it  is  done  very  fast. 

With  kind  regards  to  James, 

Ever  your  affectionate 

J.  0. 

LETTER  126. 
7b  Mr:  BusieR,  ThamUa, 

6  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Monday,  July  15, 1860. 

My  dear  Mrs.  Russell, — ^I  could  give  myself  a  good  whipping 
(with  a  few  side  strokes  to  the  getters-up  of  our  new  Post  Office 
regulations),  for  having  let  the  14th  pass  without  any  remembrance 
of  mc  to  old  Mary.  But  it  is  myself  who  am  the  chief  delinquent; 
for  I  might  have  sent  my  packet  to  you  any  day  of  the  week,  who 
would  not  have  been  too  puritanical  to  transmit  it  to  her  on  the 
Sunday.  I  did  not  think  of  that,  however,  till  too  late,  having  not 
yet  got  familiarised  to  these  new  regulations;  it  was  only  on  Friday 
that  it  struck  my  stupidity,  a  letter  despatched  that  night  would  not 
be  delivered  any  longer  on  Sunday.  Better  late  than  never,  any- 
how; so  I  send  to-day  five  shillings  for  a  pair  of  new  shoes  to  Ma- 
ry, or  anything  else  you  may  please  to  invest  it  in,  and  some  lace 
for  Margaret  to  put  on  a  cap. 

Two  of  the  roses  you  sent  me  are  in  a  promising  way,  and  also 
the  polyanthuses,  but  the  third  rose  is  clean  dead,  and  the  sweet- 
briar  too,  I  fear,  is  past  hope;  it  did  well  at  first — too  well,  I  sup- 
pose— ^for  it  hurried  itself  to  put  out  leaves  when  it  should  have 
been  quietly  taking  root — a  procedure  not  confined  to  sweet-briars; 
one  sees  many  human. beings  go  off  in  the  same  fashion. 

There  has  been  a  dreadful  racket  here  this  season — worse,  I 
think,  than  in  any  London  season  I  ever  lived  through — it  has 
leemed  to  mo  sometimes  as  if  the  town  must  burst  into  spontane- 
ous combustion.    All  the  people  of  my  acquaintance  who  come  to 


288  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OF 

London  occasionally,  have  come  this  year  at  one  limap  spoiling  the 
pleasure  I  should  have  had  in  seeing  them  individuallj  by  preaeot- 
ing  themselves  all  in  a  rush — in  fact,  our  house,  for  two  monthfl 
back,  has  been  like  an  inn,  only  '  no  money  taken,'  and  I  feel  like 
a  landlady  after  an  election  week.    And  the  balls  and  puties  alL 
round  one,  to  certain  of  which  I  have  had  to  go,  for  the  sake  of 
what  is  called  *  keeping  up  one's  acquaintance,'  have  been  enouij^ 
to  churn  one  into  a  sort  of  human  '  trifle.'    Peel's  death  came  lik9 
a^black  cloud  over  this  scene  of  so-called  '  gaieties,'  for  a  few  days 
but  only  for  a  few  days.    Nothing  leaves  a  long  impressioa  here. 
People  dare  not  let  themselves  think  or  feel  in  this  centre  of  frivol!^ 
and  folly;  they  would  go  mad  if  they  did,  and  universallj  eosunit 
suicide;  for  to  '  take  a  thocht  and  mend '  is  far  from  their  intention. 

I  don't  know  what  is  to  be  done  next,  now  that  the  town  is 
emptying,  and  my  husband  in  the  act  of  flnishlbg  his  last  pamphlet 
I  suppose  he  will  go  away  somewhere,  but  where  or  when  will  not 
be  known  till  the  day  before  he  does  it.  My  old  Helen  (now  gone 
to  the  dogs)  used  to  beg  pathetically  that  she  might  be  *  told  in  time 
to  wash  all  Uis  shirts,'  but  he  couldn't  tell  what  he  didn't  know  him- 
self till  the  eleventh  hour.  Probably  he  will  be  in  Annandale 
wherever  else ;  for  myself,  I  liave  an  urden  tand  wholesome  desire 
to  get  my  house  cleaned,  under  my  own  eyes  this  year,  for  docsnt 
it  need  it!  Besides,  I  had  such  a  fagging  about  last  year  that  I  feel 
no  need  of  stirring  at  all,  and  Loudon  is  always  pleasantest  to  me 
wlien  it  is  what  is  called  *  empty.'  For  my  health,  it  is  rather 
better  than  last  year — not  much,  but  I  make  it  do. 

All  good  be  with  you  and  yours,  dear  Mrs.  Russell. 

Ever  your  affectionate 

Janb  Cabltul 


LETTER  127. 

'  Latter-Day  Pamphlets '  finished  and  safe  behind  me,  I  go  for 
Wales,  to  R^wood,  '  last  day  of  July '  it  would  seem,  on  which 
evening,  till  near  uoon  of  next  day,  I  was  Walter  Savage  Landor*9 
Iciest,  much  taken  with  the  gigautesque,  explosive,  but  essentially 
chivalrous  and  almost  heroic  old  man.  In  his  poor  lodging,  3 
Rivers  Street,  Bath,  and  his  reception  and  treatment  of  me  there. 
I  found  something  which  I  could  call  '  ducal '  or  higher  than  if  he 
liud  been  a  duke,  and  still  palatial.  To  Bristol,  to  Cardiff,  to  good 
solitary  Redwood's  country  cottage  next  day.  There  for  pertiaps  a 
month — solitary  and  silent. — T.  C. 
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To  T.  Oarlifle,  GnoMdge. 

Sunday  night,  Aug.  i,  IBBOi 
*  Oh  dmr  mel '  It  looks  already  a  month  siuco  you  went  away, 
eouDtiDg  by  the  number  of  things  I  have  pulled  to  pieces,  and  the 
weary  hours  I  have  lain  awake,  and  the  lonely  thuughto  that  have 
peraecuted  me.  But  to  lie  awake  at  nights,  and  to  haye  lonely 
tbou^ts  by  night  and  by  day  is  surely  nothing  new  or  strange  for 
me,  that  I  should  think  it  worth  recording  at  this  date  I  And  for 
the  work,  it  will  not  be  irksome,  but  *  a  good  joy,'  such  good  Joy 
as  I  am  still  susceptible  of — when  it  gi*ts  into  the  stage  of  restoring 
to  order.  The  house  has,  in  fact,  been  rushing  down  towards  chaos 
during  the  last  year  ;  a  certain  smoothing  of  the  surface  kept  up; 
and  underneath,  dirt  and  confusion  really  too  bad.  But  it  is  in  the 
way  of  getting  itself  rehabilitated  now;  and  I  shall  try  in  time  com- 
ing to  be  a  better  housewife  at  least;  that  career  l>eing  always  open 
to  talent.  I  remember,  when  I  was  very  ill  of  a  sore  tliroat  at 
Craigenputtock,  thinking  that,  if  I  died,  all  my  drawers  would  be 
found  in  the  most  perfect  order;  and  there  was  more  satisfaction  in 
the  thought  than  you  (a  man)  can  conceive.  Curious  to  think  how 
all  would  have  gone,  if  I  had  died  then!  But  you  will  like  better 
some  news  than  '  bottomless  speculations  of  that  sort.' 

Well,  till  Thursilay  night  I  had  no  speech  with  any  mortal;  then, 
about  eight  o'clock,  walke<l  in  Mrs.  N ,*  of  all  undesired  peo- 
ple! My  first  feeling  was  that  I  was  intruded  upon  by  '  an  im- 
proper female;'  but  as  the  interview  proceeded,  her  calm  self- 
approving  manner,  and  radiant  face — radiant  as  with  conscious 
virtue  (!)  really— quite  subjugated  me,  and  I  l)egan  to  fancy  it  must 
be  'all  right'  for  her,  though  looking  so  very  shm'king  to  mo. 

N came  to  take  her  home;  in  tearing  spirits.     He  theatrically 

kissed  the  tips  of  my  fingers  when  I  shook  hands  with  him,  and 

then  kisscfl  Mrs.  N on  the  mouth!  and  s^iid,  '  Well,  darling! 

how  did  you  get  here? '    A  more  comfortable  well-duiugliko  piur 
one  could  not  wish  to  seel 

On  Friday  night  Count  Rcichenbach  camo,  a  shade  less  silent 
and  woebegone.  Then  Masson.  I  am  going  to  take  Cotmt  Reichcn- 
bach  to  Mre.  Austin's  with  me,  if  she  permit — will  write  to-morrow 
to  propose  the  thing  for  Wednesday  or  Thursday  (to  give  myself  a 


>0^—  N.*8  wife.     Ones  a  verj  pretty  little  wonuui,  hut  now  getting 

•tnoded  on  a  most  miterahle  thorol   Thjuiks  to ,  itc.  fto.    Faughl— T.  C 

L— 13 
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day's  recreation  from  my  eartbquakery).    I  am  8ony  for  the  Dan, 
he  looks  80  lost. 

To-day  (being  Sunday)  I  told  Elizabeth  to  take  herself  off  for  the 
whole  day  if  she  chose,  that  I  might  have  no  proposals  to  '  go  oat' 
during  the  week,  when  I  intend  that  she  shall  work.    Most  likdy 
no  one  would  conic,  I  thought;  and  if  anyone  did,  I  would  simply 
not  open  the  door.     I  was  standing  with  hands  all  over  wbitiog, 
having  just  made  a  brilliant  Job  of  the  curtain  rods,  when  there 
came  a  rap  and  ring — no  reply;  I  held  Nero's  nose  that  he  might 
not  bark;  again  a  rap.  very  loud;  then,  after  a  long  pause,  both  to- 
gether as  loud  as  could  be.    Decidedly  the  individual  would  get  in. 
I  kept  quite  still;  *  surely  it  is  over  now,*  I  was  Just  saying  when 
the  knocking  and  ringing  recommenced,  and  went  on  at  intervals 
for,  I  am  sure,  ten  minutes!    I  could  hardly  help  screaming,  it 
made  me  so  nervous.    At  last  all  was  quiet;  and,  some  quarter  of 
an  hour  after  the  uproar,  I  went  to  look  in  the  letter-box  if  the 
horrid  visitor  had  left  a  card.    When  I  looked  in,  I  met,  oh  mercy, 
a  pair  of  fox-eyes  peering  at  me  through  the  slit.     I  threw  the  door 
open  in  a  rage  (my  hands  had  been  washed  by  this  time);  and  a 
coarse-featured  red-haired  squat  woman  exclaimed;  'She  will  com 

now,  please  no  to  shut;  Mees  S com.*    '  What  is  it?  *  I  asked 

sharply.  '  Oh  she  sit  in  so  small  house  at  corner  I  I  nml  keep 
open!  no  shoot! '    And  off  she  went;  and  in  three  minutes  brought 

back  Miss  J S J    I  felt  ready  to  strangle  her  inthefiret 

moment;  but  she  looked  so  pale  and  grave,  like  the  widow  of 
Chopin,  and  was  so  friendly,  and  unconscious,  to  all  appearance,  of 
my  dislike  to  her,  that  I  behaved  quite  amiably  after  all.  She  had 
asked  at  Chalmers'  door  if  we  were  all  gone;  and  the  manscnranl 
said  you  were  gone,  that  Elizabeth  had  told  him  you  were  togoflrst 
to  Bath,  then  to  Scotland,  then  to  the  Black  Sea!!  And  at  the 
slick-shop  at  the  corner  the  woman  assured  her  '  I  always  came 
home  at  five  to  my  dinner*  (it  was  then  half  after  four);  so  she  had 
meant  to  wait,  and  sent  her  maid  to  keep  watch! 

A  letter  for  you,  from  Chorley,*  not  read  by  me  for  the  world! 
And  an  invitation  from  that  barenecked  booing  gawk  Stewart- — "• 
I  might  have  sent  word  you  were  away;  but  he  deserves  to  he 
left  for  speculating,  for  his  imi)udence— sitting  in  Sloane  Street 


>  A  hoarse-voiced,  restlcFw,  invalid  Scotch  lady,  of  some  rank,  mostly  ^•°' 
derini?  about  on  the  Continent,  cntert^iininp:  lions,  and  PiaDO  Chopin,  Ac  *^ 
but  always  swoopinj?  down  ui>on  L<^ndon  and  us  now  and  then. 

2  Come  back  from  Si)ain,  I  suppose. 
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lad  rammoning  you  to  him  to  be  presented  to  his  grand-lady  wife, 
aa  he  thinks  her;  a  '  rum  '  lady  tbat  could  marry  the  like  of  liim! 

For  me  a  note  from  Emily  Baring,  an  invitation;  very  kind;  but 
necessarily  answered  in  the  negatiTe.  It  is  too  long  and  expensive 
a  Journey  for  a  few  days;  and  in  my  present  complication  I  could 
not  be  absent  longer  than  two  or  three  days.  Besides,  Geraldine  is 
■till  hanging  In  the  wind. 

Miss  W likes  '  Jesuitism '  best  of  all  the  pamphlets;  so  does 

Masson — 'such  an  admirable   summing  up;'  just  what  I  said. 
Your  mother's  copy  was  sent  on  Thursday. 

Took  morphine  last  night,  and  slept  some.  A  letter  this  morn- 
ing from  Mre.  Macready.  two  little  slieets  all  crossed  I  inviting  me 
to  Lyme  Regis.    Nero  desires  his  respectful  regards. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

Jaks. 

LETTER  128. 
2b  T.  CMifle,  CawbHdge,  Olamorganthire, 

Chelsea:  Thursday  night,  Aufc.  0, 1R60. 

Now,  dearl  I  have  done  a  fair  day's  work  (of  sewing  chiefly), 
and  can  sit  down  with  a  certain  leisure  to  write  you  a  ]H'accab](! 
little  letter.  Yes,  yes;  I  have  *  composed  myself,'  am  '  quiet.'  You 
shall  have  no  more  wail  or  splutter  from  me  on  this  occasion.  If 
I  had  been  an  able-bodied  woman  instead  of  a  thorouglily  broken- 
down  one,  I  shouM  surely  have  had  sense  and  reticence  enough 
not  to  fret  you,  in  your  seclusion,  with  details  of  my  household 
'worry.'  But  that  dreadful  Elizabeth*  'murdered  sleep;'  I  Most 
my  happetUe^*  and  became  so  weak  and  excited  tbat  I  \\i\s  nrally  no 
more  responsible  for  what  I  wrote  than  a  person  in  a  bruin  fever 
would  hare  been.  For  the  ]a<:t  three  nights  I  have  l)eeii  getting 
into  sleep  again  without  morphia,  which  had  become  worse  than 
useless;  and  for  the  last  three  days  I  have  eaten  some  dinner  *  to 
■peak  of,'  and  now  I  begin  to  feel  sane  again,  and,  us  Jolm  says, 
*to  see  my  way.' 

Geraldine  left  me  last  night,  very  unwillin^rly.  A  little  pressing 
would  have  made  her  throw  over  Lctty*  alto<retlier,  an<l  remain 
for  an  indefinite  time.     It  was  not  niv  wisli,  however,  that 


I  A  serTADt  who  had  Rl^en  trouble. 

*  Lsttj ,  AD  Intrusive,  stupid,  uiclj*.  fnt  Berlin  .TfwnM.  c«>urKin4(  altimt  on 

ttsstniicth  of  sanding  windy  gossip  to  the  ui  wsika\M>r^  U\«>u. 
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eLc  sLould  protract  Ltr  stay  longer  tliBD  alie  hod  Klreodj  iIodc,  fll 
pleasure  of  bavtug  her  to  Uilk  with,  and  to  rub  my  feet,  nu  tnHr^ 
at  least  would  not  have  oaliiiued  to  be — a  8>Lffieienl  competuUio 
for  the  addiUonal  trouhlc  of  a  visitor  in  the  lionsv.  with  no  senfl 
but  a  little  girl  who  had  '  never  been  out  Ijcfore,'  who  oouU  H 
cook  a  morsel  of  food  or  make  a  bed,  or  do  SJij  civUieed  ttilD| 
without  having  roe  at  lior  heels.  One  does  not  like,  if  one  ( 
stand  on  one's  legs  at  alt.  to  see  one's  visitor  dolug  serrant'B  va 
and  besides  poor  Ocraldine  can't  cook  or  make  a  bod  aaf  n 
thBD  LLegirl  who  has  'never  been  out;' and  at  the  same  linu  i 
is  nothing  like  so  indifftreot  as  I  am  to  eatiog,  and  'all  ihatKrtl 
thing.'  And  then  to  get  on  with  'the  rowans,'  and  her  here,*) 
impossible.  When  I  was  not  cooking  iu  the  kitchen,  or  in  •(■ 
wny  providing  for  the  present  moment.  I  must  'lie  down'  m 
Luve  my  feet  rubbed.  By  myself  I  get  on  quiie  uiceljwitht 
little  maid,  wlio.  now  that  I  have  got  her  to  tidy  hertelf,  and  fl 
she  is  no  longer  frightened,  has  developed  acurioiis  likeness  to  JO 
sister  Jane,  which  makes  me  feel  quite  friendly  towards  lier.  S 
being  to  keep  Iter,  I  put  off  no  time  in  traimug  her.  but  tueli 
up  lo  the  best  advantage.  To-day,  tor  example,  she  bos  been  clM 
ing  out  the  kitchen,  closets,  and  presses,  where  many  an  Bl 
lion  came  lo  light,  ahowing  new  cause  why  the  '  no-interf<naCI 
principle  should  never  more  get  'carried  out '  iu  this  bouse. or •■ 
house  of  which  I  am  the  mistress.  Tomorrow,  or  next  djiy^ 
shall  probably  bear  from  iiina  Darby  something  final  as  to  Ibel 
BCX  girl  she  had  in  view  for  me.  I  feel  it  very  kind  of  yon  lo  D* 
Id  take  me  away,  but  I  am  perfectly  clear  thai  I  should  be  b< 
rulher  thitu  unywhcrc  else  ju^l  now.  In  the  first  place,  lockloEl 
the  house  would  be  a  foolish  risk  to  mn;  there  arc  more  loowpi 
pie  about  here  now  than  when  we  did  so  formerly,  and  w«  M 
known  now  to  be  better  worth  robbing  Uian  we  wer«  foRB 
thought  to  be :  and  even  then  it  was  '  a  tempting  of  Provitafl 
only  to  he  repented  on  neaes»ly.  I  should  like  very  ill  to  ban  ■! 
hotisc  robbed;  Ihere  are  so  many  odds  and  ends  in  it  that  nonODl' 
cuuld  replace.  Secondly,  not  foreseeing  (how  could  If)  tJulI*' 
lo  be  left  sole  agent  of  my  own  will  and  pleasure,  1  commeDCsdl 
the  first  week  of  your  absence  a  series  of  operations,  vrblch  I  f^ 
my  housewife  honour  concerned  in  bringing,  without  help  or  wU 
such  help  as  1  cau  get,  to  a  more  or  less  eatisfnclory  cloce;  vk^ 
have  tumbled  up  and  pulled  down  must  bu  restored  to  at  imt'' 
habitable  slaU  I  found  it  In,  and  do  Brownie,  1  gue 
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thai  for  me  if  I  put  1h«  bouso-key  in  my  pockel  nod  vrtnt  uway. 
Tlilfilly  (d  wotnau  bu  slwnys  tliri-e  rPiBonsj,  Bying  from  Uib  pres- 
cQl  iocouvm)Fnc«  would  be  onl;  poaipoaing  l(;  n  servvDI  musl  be 
f.-uiid  mud  tcl  »-polng  in  *  tlie  right  way '  some  lime;  and  wlicii  bel- 
ter ilua  lion,  when  you  ftra  out  of  tlie  rouil  of  being  IwUwrtrd  by 
tlie  icilliitory  iiroccsst  Would  it  be  prrtcrnblR  to  ftrrive  at  bomc, 
hu&]tTy  *wi  Lravtl<w«*ri«d,  nlih  our  door-kpy,  lo  usbcr  ouraelved 
Lato  a  dvk,  cold.  foodlcBn  tiousu,  uud  go  out  the  tlrel  tldng  Deit 
day  lo  hunt  ap  ■  HTrantf  U  Crnik'a  woman  could  bave  b«(rD  fH' 
pifod  tvr  any  puUculu  time,  tbM  would  bnvc  met  tlic  Inii  objeo- 
ttolL  Itut  my  belief  it  tliat  Itaey  nil)  take  ber  to  Itelnod  and  keep 
ber  then  u  long  n*  she  will  stay.  At  nil  cvenu,  I  can  elicit  do 
pvticle  of  rerlainiy  aboui  ber;  and  iadi;cd.  feel  it  indelicate  to 
prae  Uicin  on  tiio  aubjetl.  So  now,  '  compose  yourself.'  and  trou- 
ble ymiT  bvart  oo  funber  wilb  my  '  diflltuitlca.*  When  I  am  not 
loo  ill  for  Miniiiii  about,  aa  1  bave  not  Imwd  to-day,  and  do  not 
IBean  to  be  for  aoine  time  to  come,  and  when  you  are  not  Uictc  to 
be  put  aboat  liy  ibom,  1  make  u  Ugbt  of  matpriol  difliculUca  as  any 
wooaan  I  know ;  And  thrm.  in  fact,  rattier  linpirilini;;  it  wax  en- 
llr«ly  tbt  tnoral  dlslurbnute  from  Etiiabrth  tliat  Dgltat«d  me  eo 
abaordly  al  the  commeDi^enieDl  ot  Ibo  prearut  mesi. 

fV<iAir  Btorrung.—So  far  I  hail  n-riltcn  laal  night  when  Ibc  clock 
tuvck  twelve,  and  Nero,  wilb  liU  unual  good  seiiM,  ioaiaicd  on  my 
tntni  lo  bnl:  be  bod  ^ne  lialf  an  Lour  before  by  hlmeeir,  and  ea- 
tabUabod  biniarif  under  tlw  ticdclolbra:  bul  be  rettuned  at  lw«lTe 
and  Jumped  UU  1  rou  and  foUowcil  him. 

I  have  bardty  anyUilng  to  tell  you  ot  Ibo  outer  world.  Haxzlnl 
tr  hack  (ram  f  aria,  waa  liero  on  Tueaday.  The  roToluUon  in 
Pari*  la  portpoti«l  for  ibe  moment  It  wa*  anticipated  that  the 
I'raaldeDl'a  rooeptlon  '  would  liave  been,  thmnglt— what  aliall  I 
•svl— btibety  and  so  on,  mure  enibuEilaatic '  i  ibeti  the  Pred- 
ili'M  would  have  been  emlwUluunl  to  venture  bis  great  (uup, 
uad  tbe  Commuiitat  party  would  Ibcn  have  tried  oaoclurinna 
vitb  liim.  A«  it  U.  these  '  bare  nolliiu|;  lo  ll);bt  agalnat,'  whkb 
!•  nrdy  very  wd  Annllur  concert '  bad  come  off  the  nigbt  be- 
fore. In  which,  at  the  hour  ol  commenrrment,  not  a  performer 
bad  arrtved.  nor  tor  half  aa  buur  afier.  Tlien  all  tli«  gaa 
WBt  aoddrnlr  out;  then  'a  very  fat— what  aliaU  I  aayT— drunk 
WMBBB  Mi  on  Hnzcini*  nn^k  and  aliiioat  KtiQcd  liUn,  upon  my 
Tlieu  tl>e  )trtncJiMl  ilugor  did  not  come  at  all.  and  hail 
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to  he  brought pa^  fdve  force  'in  a  state  of  horrible  drunkenness,* 
and  was  only  sobered  by  Mazzini's  taking  lus  hand  and  '  appealing 
to  his  patriotism.'  Then  Mario  and  Qrisi  arrived  for  the  last  act 
without  their  music.  My  late  difficulties  dwindled  into  insignifl- 
cance  beside  those  of  Mazzini  with  that  tremendous  concert — '  but 
there  will  be  much  money.' 

Anthony  Sterling  came  up  on  Wednesday,  and  took  Oeraldine  to 
the  railway  at  night,  I  not  feeling  at  all  up  to  taking  her  myself. 
Next  morning  he  was  to  start  for  Devonshire  to  have  a  week's 
yachting  with  Mr.  Trelawoy. 

Count  Reicheubach  started  for  Belgium  the  end  of  last  week,  ss 
mournful-looking  as  he  came.  I  have  seen  no  one  else  lately  ex- 
cept Mrs.  and  Miss  Farrar,  who  called  on  Tuesday,  I  think;  the 
old  lady  in  a  state  for  having  her  patriotism  appealed  to  (it  struck 
me),  and  the  young  one  very  pale,  *  needing  some  outing,'  she  said, 
and  was  to  start  on  a  yachting  expedition  this  day.  I  never  thanked 
you,  I  verily  believe,  for  the  heather,  or  the  peacock's  feather,  bat 
they  were  carefully  preserved  nevertheless. 

I  think  they  must  have  an  empty  room  at  Maryland  Street  Joflt 
now,  Helen  being  still  in  Scotland. 

Affectionately  yours, 

J.  C. 

I  am  sure  the  Nation^  miscarried  through  no  fault  of  mine. 
After  the  fate  of  the  former  week's  Le^ider,  I  was  very  careful  to 
put  up  the  paper  firmly,  and  it  was  posted  in  Chelsea  on  Monday. 

LETTER  129. 

To  T.  Carlyle,  Cowhridge,  8.  Wales. 

Chelsea:  Friday,  Aug.  2S,  18S0. 
My  dear,  my  dear,  my  dear! — I  sent  a  lonor  letter  off  yesterday, 
knowing  that  for  the  next  few  days  I  should  have  something  like 
the  sack  of  Troy  on  my  bands.  The  sweeps  are  here,  and  the 
whitewashers,  and  the  carpet-beaters!  and  myself  is  at  this  moment 
all  over  breadcrumbs,  from  clcjining  the  parlour  paper,  and— and 
— and — .  Even  Nero  luis  the  consideration  to  leave  off  jumping  for 
things,  and  has  retired  into  'a  place  b}'  himself.'* 


»  Newspaper  (Iri«<h). 

'  Biisanthropic  Joiner  in  Dumfries,  whom  we  had  heard  of. 
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And  now  'comes  to  pasB,''  k  poor  son  of  Adam'  in  want  of  a 
baUilng-oap  '  t)/  return  of  post,'  &nil  none  nearer  than  Albemarle 
Street  will  please  him!  WcH.  I  will  go  aftiT  tlie  cup,  bis  hair  being 
BO  !oag;  bat  for  wriiing,  it  cauiiot  be  naked  of  me  under  Ibe  present 
distrnctiDg  circnmstHncea.  Oulf  a  word  at  tlianka  for  jour  long 
iKlter.  DoD't  miuil  length,  at  least  only  write  longl;  about  your- 
self. The  cocks  lliat  awake  you;  everything  of  that  sort  is  very  \ 
inieresting.  I  hasten  over  the  cleverest  descriptions  of  extraneous 
people  and  things,  to  Sod  sonietliiog  'all  about'  yourself  'all  to  I 
myseU.'    Bui  1  must  not  dawdle. 

PYour  affection  nto 
Jane  C'arltia 
LETTER  130. 

Left  Wales,  intending  Gloucester,  Liverpool,  Scotsbrig.  Never 
saw  the  gii'Hl  Itedwood  again.  He  died  within  a  year.  I  still  re- 
mpml«r  him  wiilt  graleful  aJIeclion — the  thoroughly  honest  soul. 
First  station  (poor  Redwood's  and  railway's  blame)  bad  lowasic 
four  hours  in  reading,  on  the  frrass.  Chepstow;  Oloucesler  streets 
on  a  Saturday  night.  George  Job  oston  (Ecclefecban  scboolnsslcr), 
unsuccessful  visit  rather.  Break  off  for  Birmingham — Sunday 
dght    To  Liverpool  next  day— Ohel— T.  C. 

^K  7b  T.  OarlyU,  Seotibriff. 

^f  S  CbeTne  Row :  Friday,  Aug.  SO,  IBM. 

My  poor  dearl— That  was  the  woi'st  journey,  'but  one,'  I  ever 
read  of.  You  can  perhaps  guess  Ibe  exception.  One  good  Uiing 
will  corae  of  it,  I  hope;  and  that  is  a  certain  sympathy  with 
Quaaheel  You  will  I>c  more  disposed  henceforth  to  grant  to  your 
block  brother  the  com pensalion  of  unlimited  pumpkinsi  Such  is 
indeed  the  only  t>enefn  that  I,  '  as  one  solitary  individual,'  ever  get 
from  being  made  excessively  miserable  in  any  particular  way ;  it 
develops  a  new  sympathy  in  me  for  another  class  of  human  sut* 
ferere.  In  all  other  respects,  I  should  say  that  being  made  eiccs- 
fllvely  miserable  is  not  (or  one's  snul'a  good  at  all,  bul  the  reverse. 
Natures  strong  and  good  to  begin  with  (that  is,  the  exceptional 
naturusl,  may  be  '  made  perfect  tlirough suffering.'  When  one  can 
digest  it,  I  daresay  it  goes  to  fibre ;  but  where  tlie  moral  digestion 
is  imhappily  weak,  the  more  miserable  one  is,  the  more  one  grows 
— 'what  shall  I  aay7^jail.  upon  ray  honourl ' 
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» 


But  jou  would  rutbcr  be  told,  is  the  new  maid  comeT    YeB. 
arrived  yeaierday  uocspcGlodly  early,    Eliza,  the  young  person,  i 
who  has  beeu  '  doiog  for  mo.'  icteudet!  to  have  her  kitchen  eeduc 
tively  clean  for  the'strauger,  and  bad  just  lurabltd  evcrjlhing  up^ 
and  swashed  the  floor  with  fresh  water,  when  ber  successor  c 
to  baud,  with  pleoty  of  nice  trunks;  and  we  had  to  shut  her  up  !i 
the  spare  room  with  some  sewijig  (one  of  licr  accompliatimenu  ii 
■  oeedlework '),  until  she  could  find  a  dry  place  below  for  the  sola] 
of  her  fooll     '  With  the  best  iuteutions,'  &c.I    I  wUi  vi 
opinion  of  her  on  such  abort  observation,  further  than  that  si 
loolis,  though  rather  youthful,  perfectly  'respectable,'  and  that  hi 
maanerB  are  diaticiguislied  I  so  sel (-possessed,  and  soft-voiced,  aod  I 
calm,  as  only  English  people  cau  be  I 

The  second  volume  of  Dr.  Chalmers  is  come,  very  bulky,  thil  1 
one  weighs  an  ounce  over  Che  two  pounds,  or  I  would  hnve  sent  it 
at  once  by  post  to  your  nioilier,  who.  I  tliink.  got  the  first  votame. 
There  is  also  come  a  novel,  called  '  Alton  Locke.'  which  I  Buag 
aside  in  my  worry,  as  not  roadablei  but  now  I  bear  from  QentldbW..  . 
whom  the  'Athenxum'  has  invited  lo  review  it.  that  it  is  the  oovd 
of  young  Kingaley;  and,  tbougb  'too  like  Carlyb.'  n  production  d 
astounding  merit;  so  I  shall  fall  on  It  some  evening. 

For  the  rest,  t  have  notliing  to  tell,  except  '  gool  look'   has  dOlfl 
returned  to  me  yet  from  '  the  Orient;'  I  surely  never  had  such  a 
run  of  provoking  things  'since  I  kcnt  the  worll '  but  it  will  ' 
all  to  Ibe  same  ultimately,'  one  does  hope. 

From  the  Wednesday  nigbt,  when  Oeraldine  went  off  with  A 
thony  Bterliog.  I  had  no  speech  with  any  one  till  Sunday,  thenlj 
made  a  call  at  Miss  Wynne's;  no  one  bad  t>een  here ;  and  for  a 
eeroo   netnino.     Then,   again,   I  was  silent  till  Tuesday  evenine 
when  Craik  came,  and  insisted  on  playing  at  cbeas  with  me.    . 
bent  him  three  games  in  no  lime,  and  be  went  away  heavy  and  d 
pleased.     The  only  person  since  was  Anthony  Sterling,  yesterday,^ 
rattier  bored  by  bis  yachting  expedition.     His  wife  waa  to  return 
to  Knigbtsbridge  last  night,  and  be  intended  to  take  her  to  Head- 
ley;  where  Mrs.  Prior  is  coming  or  come,  ori  a  visit  of  indeKnlte 
duration.    The  Irish  business  is  going  on  towards  a  iaw-BuIt,  pe^ 
hops  the  l>est  for  Anthony  that  could  come  of  it.     The  posseasia^l 
of  more  money  will  only  odd  to  bis  troubles;  but  going  to  Uw  foS 
his  rlgtits  will  ha  an  excitement  for  bim,  as  good  as  any  oUter.       M 

Kindest  regards  to  ibcm  all  at  ScoUibrig.  H 

Ever  alli.<cliooateiy  youis,  fl 

Jasb  Cabltul   ■ 
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LETTER  ISl. 

'For  Tiitoe  erer  is  its  own  reward.'  So  bad  a  voang  tragic 
poet  written,  but  bis  critical  friend  objected,  argued,  &c. ;  upon 
wliicb  tbe  poor  poet  undertook  to  make  the  liue — *  Tor  virtue,  *^c., 
'unless  sometbing  very  particular  occur  to  prevent  it.' — John  Mill's 
story. 

'And  be  buried  ber  beautiful,  ma'am,'  said  a  certain  bousemaid 
to  her  once.  'Cockney  idea  of  a  future  state.' — Allan  Cunning- 
bam. 

•  If  so  obscure  a  person,'  &c.— Lady  Waldegrave,  of  berself.— 
T.  O. 

7b  T.  CaHyU,  Esq.,  SeaUbrig. 

Chelsea :  Monday  night,  Sept.  S,  1860. 

Yes  indeed,  dear,  a  letter  from  you  on  Saturday  night  would 
have  been  more  to  my  purpose  than  the  lot  of  newspapers,  which 
I  never  look  at  except  for  '  a  bird's-eye '  glance  at  the  leader,  Just  to 
see  how  the  creatures  'get  through  it,'  and  more  to  my  purpose 
than  even  the  new  *  Copperfield,'  which  came  at  the  same  rush,  and 
which  to  this  hour  remains  uncut;  the  former  one  having  given  me 
no  feeling  but  remorse  for  wasting  mortal  time  on  such  arrant  non- 
sense. But  on  Saturday  night  there  came  no  letter:  both  your 
letters  arrived  together  this  morning,  puzzling  me  extremely  which 
of  them  to  open  first.  It  is  much  to  be  wished  that  one  had  a  post 
that  knew  what  it  was  doing  again;  and  law-makers  that  knew 
what  they  were  doing.  If  I  were  the  Government,  I  should  feel 
rather  ashamed  of  making  regulations  one  month  and  unmaking 
them  the  next;  but  'folk  maun  do  something  for  the  bits  of  bairns' 
(as  Adam  Bogue  *  said  when  reproached  with  ruining  himself  in 
racehorses). 

Before  you  receive  this  I  hope  your  mother  will  have  got  the 
volume  of  'Chalmers.'  I  found  on  inquiring  of  the  postmaster  in 
Piccadilly,  when  I  posted  my  last  letter,  on  my  way  to  the  library, 
that  books  of  any  weight  could  be  sent  by  post,  at  the  rate  of  six- 
pence to  the  pound;  so  I  despatched  the  bulky  concern  today, 
with  nine  blue  stamps,  and  all  the  newspapers  at  the  same  time, 
deferring  the  writing  of  my  own  letters  to  the  evening,  partly  be- 
cause I  thought  you  hod  literature  enough  by  one  post,  and  partly 
because  '  I  felt  it  my  duty  *  to  go  and  ride  all  the  forenoon  in  an 


1  A  Haddington  farmer. 
18* 
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But  you  would  rather  be  told,  ia  the  -  sickiWM  1  was  feeling  by 
arrived  yesterday  unexpectedly  » 

who  has  been  •  doing  for  me/  ip'^wna,  that  '  a  gentleman  in  a  car 
lively  clean  for  the-atianger.  \.-  /*en  here— names  are  a  thing  sUe 
and  swashed  the  floor  witl   ,  -  but  a  *  Peudennis  *  on  the  table  lold 
to  hand,  with  plenty  of      .^'•i.  ^^  ^"^  <>'  ^^^  Romans!    Yesterday 
the  spare  room  with  f      ;:"■  ^^^"Je  houre.    I  wondered  at  the  length 
'needlework*)  ant'     .>r^  ^^  the  softness  of  her  manner;  t(Hlay 
of  her  footl    '  "^  .  .^.'.liiied;  il  was  our  last  meeting!    I  asked  her, 
opinion  of  he-    "-  ^ii«r^ '  ^^*^  ^^^  answered,  *  Soon,  but  don't  let  ii3 
looks,  thour'  •,-■*'■* ?f ell,*  I  said  at  parting,  *I  shall  go  to  you  on 
mannexB^  -  \"  ^IjW'*^"^*^'*     I'^^^S^'  is  come  a  note  saying,  'Dent 
calm,  8'    •''/•'Lr  J"*^®'  ^^^  J^^  ^*'^  °^'  ^^  ™®'  *    Alas!  what  a  way 

iji|,,  fl'^fiag  of  emotion  certainly  to  both;  but  should  we  never 
one  '*>^'^  si  ^  '^^^^^  likely,  some  farewell  words  would  have  been 
Hi        *i^for  the  survivor  to  recall. 

r        ^1^^.  j^  ja  depths  of  tribulation  at  present,  through  '  sometlung 

/*j2licular'  having  occurred  to  prevent  his  virtue  (in  the  case 

r^^f/Janfredi)  beini^  '  its  own  reward.*    (Is  it  not  always  through 

*/* virtue  on  which  one  i>i4ues  oneself  that  one  gets  over  the 

'^V.j.g  in  this  life?)    lie  would  take  a  painter  into  his  house,  're- 

^less  of  expense,' and  of  the  comfort  of  his  wife;  ami  having 
^^•c<l  out  that  freak  of  princely  generosity  without  justice,  and 
ijj'Manfredi  being  •eventually'  dead,  and  'buried  beautiful.*  the 
3{aafrL'di  relations  in  Boli)gnaCif  so  obscure  a  person  can  be  said 
to  have  relations')  institute  a  pro^eciilion  against  Pepoli,  for  hav- 
ing dislionestly  appropriated,  and  made  away  with,   immensely 
vahiable  pictures  bcloniring  to  the  old  man  he  pretended  to  pro- 
tect! ('The  female  Satyrs  sucklini;:  tlieir  young*  was  the  best  of 
tiiose   pictures.    Elizabeth   says,  and   was    sold   for  ten    shillings 
to  keep  ManfrLMli  in  brown  sugar  which  he  licked.)    The  idea  of 
fi:ruri:i^  as  a  swindler  in  his  native  town  has  taken  possession  of 
Pcpoli's  whole  soul,  and  caused  the  cholera;  but  the  worst  result 
is,  that  it  has  decided  him  to  return  to  Bologna  instead  of  settling 
in  Ancoua,  whurc  Elizabeth  anticipated  fewer  disgusts.     John  Fer 
gus  is  '  better,  but  far  from  well  j'et.' 

What  a  dismal  storv  i^  that  of  the  Curries!  Poor  old  man!  he 
will  surely  die  soon;  the  best  tliat  could  be  wished  for  him! 

Piussing  ali>ng  Paradise  Row  the  other  ilay,  1  found  two  mutes 
standin.i;  w^itii  their  liorrid  black  bags  at  Maynard's.  the  butcher's. 
door.     There  was  a  hearse  loo,  with  plenty  of  plumes,  and  many 
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ck  coaches,  and  all  the  people  of  tlie  street  seemed  turned  out 

>k.     'Is  old  ^Irs.  3Iaynurd  dead?'  I  asked  the  omnibus  con- 

'  surprised;  furl  had  seen  the  long  son  at  our  door  in  the 

'  as  usual,  and  had  heard  of  no  death  in  the  family.     '  Oh, 

'e  old  lady,  it  is  the  son  George  I  *  the  handsome  young 

aat  has  latterly  come  for  orders  with  the  cart.     On  the  Thurs- 

.y  he  had  come  and  I  shook  my  head  at  the  window,  and  he 

touched  his  hat  and  drove  on.     That  same  day  he  had  'three  fits,' 

which  left  him  delirious;  on  Sunday  he  died,  and  there,  on  the  day 

week  that  I  had  seen  him,  was  he  getting  himself  buried  I    His 

brother  tells  me  that  although  he  '  would  work  to  the  last,'  it  was 

*a  happy  release;'  that  for  years  he  had  been  suffering  horrors 

from  disease  of  the  liver,  but  he  wouldn't  give  in,  for  he  was  as 

fine  a  lad  as  ever  breathed,  the  tall  butcher  said,  with  a  quivering 

mouth.     Just  think!  going  round  asking  all  the  people  what  they 

wanted  for  dinner,  and  return  home  to  die  I 

I  think  the  new  servant  will  do;  she  looks  dotice,  intelligent, 
well-conditioned.  Very  like  Lancaster  Jane  (if  you  remember 
her),  with  a  dash  of  Ann  and  of  Phoebic  B:iillicl  She  is  not  what 
is  called  'a  thorough  servant,'  but  that  will  be  no  objection  to  sig- 
nify, as  I  am  not  *a  thorough  lady,'  which  Grace  Macdonald  de- 
fined to  be  one  '  who  had  not  entered  her  own  kitchen  for  seven 
years.'  I  must  say,  however,  that,  so  far  as  I  have  seen  her  yet,  I 
have  not  discovered  wherein  she  falls  short  of  the  servants  who  give 
themselves  out  for  'thorough'  Yet  she  is  only  twenty,  and  for 
the  last  two  and  a  half  years  has  been  acting  as  nursemaid  I  How- 
ever she  may  turn  out,  I  am  certainly  under  great  obligations  to 
Geraldine's  old  Miss  Darby,  for  having  hunted  up  this  girl  and 
taken  much  trouble  to  'suit  me, 'in  a  situation  that  was  really  very 
desolate,  my  state  of  weakness  at  the  time  considered.  But  all  is 
going  on  decently  now  again. 

And  so,  good  night,  for  it  is  time  I  were  in  bed.  Love  to  your 
mother  and  the  rest. 

Ever  yours  affectionately, 

Jane  W.  Carltlb. 

Pray  do  not  go  ahead  in  milk  diet  too  impetuously  '  In  every 
inordinate  cup  the  ingredient  is  a  devil  '—even  in  an  inordinate  cup 
of  innocent  inilk. 


LETTERS  AND  M'" 


I  omnibus,  iosteitd  of  nggr^ 
I  -writiug  or  indoors  wo-' 

On  my  rclura  1 ' 
[  ridge  wilU  two  • 
I   does  not  &l  kit  r  ^ 

Die  thai  DarW  „ 

\  I  had  £liul' 


J,  Etg.,  8eobi)rig. 


^S"^.  Cbelsm:  Wednradar,  Bept,  IB,  I8S0. 

^aa  Wudnosday  tbej  will  be  Id  abundant 

'^)yivauldl  and  Moo'l  you  wish  you  may 

"  '  '        tbem  there  on  Wednee- 

fij  I  ">"  immcdialuty  lust  night,  after  reading 

.  ^"^i-i  "■'^lowing  my  ten,  dashed  oil  in  an  omnibus  to 

T^T         -"'  I  j?^^'hf  (iwli :  and  then,  haTing  bought  porliape  yellow 

rr,  '''r/  *"'"]iii  "0*1  posted  them  before  my  return  to  Chulsoa? 

'''''i.«<' '■'' f'lte  ''f  *"''''  "''^  "^  devotion  to  save  '  u  roan's  life,  or 

Iflf  '*"''tc'i''    ^"^  luerely  to  expedite  liis  buttons?  hardly  I 

*i#''"^  ro  dow.  however,  when  I  have  wrilten  a  bit;  for  lam 

/  <*''  ^ut  ftg*""  without  riait.    The  town  seemed  to  come  mo- 

♦'^"'jC  alive  yesterday,  like  a  bluo-boiile  on  an  unseasonable 

v)""'*^  j](j.    I  was  just  finishing  the  nailing  down  of  the  library 

"''^(^■atill  that  todo.'you  think,   'after  nearly  two  moathsof 

iiiakingi '    Tea;  and  it  coutd  not  have  been  got  done  Boooer, 

the  circumstances,  by  the  exemplary  Martha  Tidy  liarseUt 


AK  that  is  the  mystery 
Ot  [his  wonderful  hiatoiy. 
And  ]rnu  Klab  that  you  uoiHd  teU. 


'  I  have  a  fine  misadvenlure  about  the  library  also  to  reveal  to  yon; 
tiut  that  and  my  other  various  misadventures  shall  form  a  Cbelsean 
night's  enlertainmeDt.  when  sufficiently  remote  to  be  laughed  over. 

I  So  I  decided  some  weeks  ago.  when  I  saw  the  part  your  ungrateful 
■  Destinies'  hod  token  against  mc.  that  it  would  be  better  to  kMp 

I  my  squalid  difficulties  to  myself  liill  could 'take  a  bird'a-eye  view'* 

i  of  thent  in  the  past  tense,  and  work  tbem  up.  at  my  ease,  into  a 
cimversationul  'workof  lut.'  But  I  was  going  losay  that  just  Ml 
was  dnishing  the  above-mentioned  job,  I  was  surprised  by  the  laro 
sound  of  a  knock  and  ring,  and  a  brisk  liiilc  voice  asking,  'la 
your  mistress  within!'  Emma  came  up  with  much  awe  in  ber 
face,  und  said,  'It  is  the  Bi.sliop  of  sometblug,  I  d<m't  know  what' 
Actuiilly  •    •    •    •  ogaiu!    lie  Lad  been  brought  up,  not  at  hl» 
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own  expense,  to  bear  witness  that  he  had  married  a  couple  who 
want  to  be  divorced,  and  deny  having  been  properly  married  ever. 
'It  was  a  love  runaway  sort  of  match.'  After  an  hour  and  half, 
be  went  his  way  and  I  returned  to  my  carpet.  In  five  minutes  I  was 
called  down  again  to  'two  gentlemen  and  a  lady.'  'Don't  you 
know  their  names?'  'No;  but  there  is  a  coachman  and  afoot- 
man,  and  the  lady  is  very  stout.'  Bunsen,  Madame  Bunsen, 
and  a  young  German  doctor.  The  lady  was  formal  as  usual;  but 
Bunsen  was  really  charming.  He  praised  much  the  pamphlets; 
'already  saw  them  doing  much  good;'  especially  he  delighted  in 
'Jesuitism'!  'Oh!  his  definition  of  Jesuitism  is  capital,  so  good, 
so  good ! '  By  the  by,  nobody  that  I  have  ever  asked  about  it  under- 
stands Bunsen  recalled. 

After  these  came  my  cousin  John  to  early  tea,  his  second  visit 
since  he  was  settled  at  Kew,  three  weeks  ago.  And,  lateish,  Craik, 
who  improves  in  sententiousness  and  that  universal  forgiveness 
which  springs  from  universal  understanding.  A  luck  I  didn't  wait 
for  his  maid.  He  now  '  thinks  of  keeping  her  three  months; '  and 
she  thinks  of  '  a  little  shop  after.' 

If  I  don't  be  off  I  shall  be  belated.  Nero  bids  me  give  his  kind 
regards,  and  wishes  you  had  seen  him  this  morning  when  he  came 
to  breakfast,  with  hair  on  his  face  all  dyed  bright  crimson  1  I 
thought  he  must  have  done  it  himself  to  improve  his  looks;  till  I 
recollected  that  he  was  sent  down  last  night  to  have  his  face  washed; 
he  had  been  rubbing  it  dry,  I  suppose,  after  his  fashion,  on  a  piece 
of  red  cloth  that  was  lying  under  the  table;  but  the  effect  was 
startling.    Love  to  your  mother  and  all. 

Tour  affectionate 

J.  0. 

LETTER  188. 

Carlyle  was  about  to  return  from  Scotland.  Mrs.  Carlyle  was 
going  on  a  visit  to  the  Grange. — J.  A.  F. 

To  T.  Carlyle,  Scotabrig. 

6  Cheyne  Row:  Monday,  Sept.  88, 186Q. 

Alas,  dear!  I  am  very  sorry  for  you.  You,  as  well  as  I,  are  '  too 
vivid ; '  to  you,  as  well  as  to  me,  has  a  skin  been  given  much  too 
thin  for  the  rough  purposes  of  human  life.  They  could  not  make 
ball-gloves  of  our  skins,  dear,  never  to  dream  of  breeches.'    But  it 

1  French  Revolution,  Tannery  of  Meudoo. 
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is  to  be  hoped  fou  will  feci  aotne  benefit  from  all  ibis  knockiog    ' 
about  ^lieu  it  is  over  and  you  are  settled  at  borne,  such  as  it  is. 
does  not  hetp  to  raiee  my  spirita,  for  mj  own  adventure,  lliat  you 
BIB  likely  to  urriTO  here  iu  my  absence.    You  may  be  better  with- 
out mo,  BO  tar  as  my  conipaay  goes.     I  make  myself  no  illufiiOD  OD 
tbat  head;  my  company,  I  know,  is  generally  worse  tlian  odds;  and 
jou  cannot  suffer  mons  from  ihe  fact  than  I  do  from  llie  conscious- 
uesB  of  it.    God  knows  Low  gladly  I  would  be  sweet-tempered  AOd 
cheerful -hearted,  and  all  tbut  sort  of  tlung  for  youi  single  sake,  if   | 
my  temper  were  not  soui'ed  and  my  heart  aaddened,  beyond  n 
own  power  to  mend  them. 

But  you  would  certainly  be  the  better  for  me  to  stand  betweua 
you  and  this  new  servant,  who  haa  as  little  idea  of  going  on  with- 
out '  interference '  as  Elizabeth  of  going  on  with  it.  She  is  very 
willing,  hovrever,  and  'not  without  sense:'  otily  you  must  give 
your  orders  ia  simple  unGguralive  st>cech,  and  one  after  another. 
If  you  were  to  tell  her,  In  the  same  breath,  three  things  to  be  done. 
she  would  fly  at  Ihcm  all  at  one  time,  and  spin  round  on  her  hed 
simply.  For  living,  you  must  conSne  yourself  to  broiled  chops,  or 
fowl  quartered,  one  quarter  boiled  in  soup,  anollier  brail«d.  Mut- 
ton broth  is  beyond  her;  and  in  roasting,  she  ia  far  from  strong 
We  are  getting  very  plausible  polatoea,  and  ahe  boils  these  pretty    ' 

I  did  not  find  Miss  Wynne  on  Saturday,  She  had  been  'poorly' 
at  Dropmure,  and  was  not  expected  till  Thursday;  so  I  shall  not     ' 

I  was  [oo  lalo  for  Miss  Parrar  sft«r:  ho  I  went  to  her  yesterday. 
Miss  li^irrar  could  not  go  on  Wednesday  after  nil ;  "  lipr  brother  was    I 
coming  to  town  on  Thursday,  and  she  ivould  not  for  tlje  whole  t 
world  go  away  without  having  seen  him.'    The  old  mother  had  just 

told  John  and  nie,  liefore  Miss came  into  the  room,  that  she   i 

was  'detained  on  account  of  the  means  not  being  procurable  before  J 
Fridayl'    I  intended  lo  p>  on  Wednesday  all  the  same  before  get- 
ting the  inclosed  Ibis  morning  from  Lady  A.' 

1  Imve  'the  means,'  Itiank  Ood,  though  Mrs.  Fitrrar  and  her  j 
daughter  did  ask  Mrs.  White  it  we  didn't  live  dreadfully  poorly  I   I 
have  had  no  money  from   Chapman,  however.     Ho  has  not  come 
nor  sent,  and  my  house-moDey   is  utterly  done,  and  no  mistake. 
But  then  I  Sailer  myself  I  have  a  good  many  things  to  show  for  it   J 


d  day.    Nob 


EtIU  e. 


.    '  Ladr  William  B 
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All  my  little  accounta  are  aetUed,  except  ouo,  wbit/b  I  leave  [or  jwi, 
■s  beyontl  the  limits  of  m;  attvinga;  ami  if  jou  ilo  not  approve  the 
outlay,  I  tiavu  a  heurt  above  eluver;,  luid  will  pny  il  iny»i|f  out  of 
my  next  twelvemonth'B  income.  But  though  the  Louse-moaey  ia 
tluue,  my  ona  alJowance  is  not.  I  have  atil]  6ve  poiiods — miglit 
huve  bad  more  if  I  bad  out  cboseu  to  lay  out  what  you  repaid  me 
for  my  ball  dreas  on  my  own  bedroom ;  a  much  more  Ealisfaclory 
iDvestmeot,  U>  my  ideasi  If  I  fltid  myself  in  danger  of  baakraiping 
I  will  tell  you.  So  do  not  plague  youreelf  by  sending  any  money 
for  the  prcsenL  I  have  been  interrupted  in  Uiis  note  by  Blac- 
Diarmld  and  Colonel  Quroa.  Oh,  such  a  withered  up  tkitt  poor 
Hac  b  become. 
I  am  goiug  to  be  very  vexed  at  having  to  leave  Nero. 


I 


Ever  your 


LETTER  134. 
7b  T.  CarlnUi,  Eig..  CAdwa. 


r^m  J.  c. 

The  Gruige:  Thureday,  Oct.  1. 1850. 
I  have  put  a  lucifer  to  my  bedroom  fire,  dear,  and  sat  dowa  to 
write,  but  I  feel  more  disposed  to  lay  my  bead  on  the  table  and  cry. 
By  this  lime  I  suppose  you  are  at  home;  returned  after  a  two 
moutha'  abaenoe,  arrived  oS  a  long  journey— and  I  not  Ihtre!  no- 
body there  but  a  stranger  servanl.  who  will  need  to  be  told  every- 
tliiog  you  want  of  her,  and  a  mercy  if  she  cim  do  it  even  then. 
The  comfort  which  offers  itself  under  ihia  last  innovation  in  our 
life  together  (for  it  is  the  first  time  In  all  the  twetity  years  I  have 
lived  bcaide  you  that  you  ever  arrived  at  home  and  I  away)  is  the 
grealeslpartot  the  grievance  for  my  irraiional  mind.  I  am  not  con- 
soled, but '  aggravated '  by  reflecting  that  iu  point  of  fact  you  will 
prefer  finding  '  perfect  solitude '  in  your  own  house,  and  tbat  if  I 

I  were  lo  do  as  nature  prompts  me  to  do,  and  start  off  home  by  the 
next  triun,  I  abould  take  more  from  your  comfort  on  one  side  than 
I  should  add  to  it  on  aDotbcr.  besides  being  considered  here  as  be- 
yond measuri^  ridiculous.  Certainly,  this  is  the  best  school  tbat  the 
like  of  me  was  ever  put  to  fur  getting  cured  of  every  particle  of 
'the  finer  sensibilities," 
Hra. was  in  London  yesterday  and  saw  my  mnid  on  businesB 

of  her  own,  and  brought  Iwck  word  from  her  tbat  you  were  coming    j 
iHtnightiandliicBhoubi  of  luugbler.  and  cutting 'wits,' with  wliicb    { 
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my  Btartled  look  and  exdunnUon,  'Oh,  gracious!'  were  Tifflted. 
wLea  the  oewa  naa  told  me  aa  we  sttt  down  to  dinner,  vere  «nougli 
to  terrify  one  from  'ahowiag  feeling '  for  twelve  monlUs  to 

Airs. Bhan't  snub  me,  liowevcr.     I  am  qulU  om  clever  at  abe 

any  day  of  tbo  year,  and  am  liound  Ln  her  by  no  lies,  humsu  or 
diTinc.  And  bo  I  ebowcd  her  so  plainly  Ihal  I  woe  diapleaaed  wilh 
her  impertinent  jesting  at  my  expense  that  she  mule  me  an  apology 
in  the  coarse  of  the  evening. 

And  now  what  is  to  be  done  neitt  You  say.  stay  wbeie  I 
OS  if  you  were  not — easily  said,  but  not  at  all  easily  done.  It  is 
quite  ont  of  Uie  question  my  remaining  here  till  the  20tb,  the  day 
Lady  A.  baa  appointed  for  the  term  of  my  visit,  doing  nothing,  and ' 
thinking  of  you  at  home  with  that  Ineiperienced  girl.  Who 
one  doit  for  me  here,  that  I  should  slay  here,  when  you,  who  elill, 
cam  a  tittle  for  me.  more  any  how  than  any  other  person  iiving 
docs,  are  again  at  horned  And  what  gcxid  can  'ornament  and 
grandeur,' and  'wila.'  and  'the  honour  of  the  thing,'  do  to  my 
health  when  '  my  heart's  iu  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here? ' 
Ob  dear!  certainly  nol:  I  shall  keep  to  my  original  pragromme,  vid 
come  homo  after  a  fortnight — that  will  be  next  Wednesday,  when 
you  will  have  had  plenty  of  time  to  subside  from  your  jumbling, 
and  will  have  exhausted  all  Emma's  powers  of  cooking:  iinleas  joa 
are  savage  enough  to  wish  not  to  see  my  face  till  the  30ih,  and 
hoiiiist  enough  to  tell  mo  so ;  or,  unless  you  prefer  to  accept  the  In- 
vitation, which  Lady  A.  \a  again  writing  lo  you,  lo  come  here  after 
you  are  rested.    Tou  would  be  bored  here  Jusl  at  present  with 

'e  solemn  faUierhood,  and  the  much  talk  and  bother  about  the 

children.    But  the s  depart,  aucking-haby  and  all,  on  the  eighth, 

and  after  tliai  I  hear  of  no  one  coming  hut  Thackeray  and  Brook- 
fleld  and  Lady  Montague.  George  Buosen  and  Colonel  Rawllosoo 
ore  coming,  but  only  for  a  day  or  two.  Do,  dear,  'conault  your 
authentic  wish,'  whether  you  will  join  me  here,  or  have  me  back 
there;  whichever  way  of  it  you  like  best,  I  shaL  like  best,  upon  my 
honour.  The  only  very  good  reason  for  my  staying  till  the  twen- 
tieth, viz.  to  be  'another  woman  in  the  house,'  as  Lady  A.  said. 
while  men  visitors  are  here  in  Lord  A.'s  absence,  is  done  away  with 
by  the  fact  of  Lady  Montague's  coming,  and  Hiss  Fairar'a  being  to 
slay  till  the  nineteenth.  In  going  nest  Wednesday,  I  shall  not  put 
Liidy  A.  about  then  the  least  in  the  world.  At  the  same  time  joa 
might  be  belter  here,  perhaps  till  the  twentieth,  than  in  L 
Lady  A.  says  you  should  have  this  bedroom,  whlcli  ia  quiet  enougb  i 


\ 
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— ftt  least,  will  be— when  the children  have  ceased  to  'run 

horses '  overhead;  and  shall  have  your  dinner  by  yourself  at  what 
hour  you  please. 

And  so  I  will  now  go  and  try  to  walk  off  the  headache  I  have  got 
by — ^by  what  do  you  think ?--crying  actually.  Prosaic  as  this  letter 
looks,  I  have  not,  somehow,  been  able  to  '  dry  myself  up '  while 
writing  it.  I  suppose  it  is  the  *  compress '  put  on  me  in  the  draw- 
ing-room that  makes  me  bubble  up  at  no  allowance  when  I  am 
alone.  Ever  your 

J.  0. 

Octobers,  I860. 

Thackeray  is  here — arrived  yesterday,  greatly  to  the  discomfort 

of evidently,  who  had  '  had  the  gang  all  to  himself '  so  long. 

First  he  (Thackeray)  wrote  he  was  coming.    Then  Lady  A.  put 

him  off  on  account  of  some  Punch-offence  to  the  s;  then 

Thackeray  wrote  an  apology  to 1  .then  Lady  A.  wrote  he  was 

to  come  after  all,  and  went  to  Winchester  to  meet  him,  and 

sulked  all  yesterday  evening,  and  to-day  is  solemn  to  death.  In 
fact  he  has  been  making  a  sort  of  superior  agapemane  here,  in  which 
he  was  the  Mr.  Price,  the  Spirit  of  Love;  and  no  wonder  he  dislikes 
the  turn  that  has  been  given  to  things  by  the  arrival  of  the  Spirit 
of  Punch.  Col.  Rawlinson  comes  to-morrow,  Kinglake  with  Brook- 
field  on  the  15th,  and  a  great  clerical  dinner  to  the  Bishop  of  Win- 
chester comes  off  on  Tuesday,  so  that  you  will  happily  escape. 
Poor  dear  little  Nero  I  I  am  so  glad  he  knew  you,  and  showed 
himself  'capable  of  a  profound  sentiment  of  affection,'  in  spite  of 
your  disbelief. 

LETTER  135. 

To  Mrs,  EusseU,  ThomhiU. 

5  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Dec.  81, 1860. 
Don't  the  years  get  to  gallop  so  fast,  dear  Mrs.  Russell,  that  it 
seems  no  longer  worth  while  to  take  note  of  them?  Since  last  New 
Year  to  this  one,  I  seem  to  have  hardly  had  time  enough  for  one 
good  long  sleep!  To  those,  however,  whom  the  winter  finds  with 
no  money  in  their  pockets  to  buy  fire  and  food,  the  new  winter  may 
not  look  so  short;  I  wonder  if  to  old  Mary,  for  example,  time  seems 
to  fly  in  this  way,  with  ever-increasing  velocity?  Do  you  think 
she  has  any  satisfaction  in  her  life?  If  so,  what  shame  to  some  of 
us!    Poor  old  soul!  as  long  as  the  life  is  in  her,  I  fancy  she  will 
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like  a  bit  of  finory.  especially  if  sent  from  Londou;  ood  so  the  s( 
let  scitrt  (I)  I  scDtl  her,  honerer  preposterous  a.  present  yo 
think  It,  noD't  have  been  bo  ill-judged.  1  wish  I  nere  near 
I  could  give  her  plenty  of  old  warm  things,  that  poor  people  here 
bardly  th&nk  me  for,  and  p&wn  generally  for  drink;  but  the  car- 
riage of  sucb  ttungs  coata  more  than  they  are  all  worth,  and  such 
trifles  ua  can  be  easily  sent  by  post  ore  not  adapted  to  the  wants  ot^ 
a  poor  old  woman.  Yet  I  am  sure  she  likea  aometluDg  c 
from  myself  bettei  than  she  would  like  the  money  to  buy  a  Se^ 
Tear's  triGe  to  herself.  So  tell  her,  with  my  kind  regards,  ti 
this  scarf  several  times  round  her  old  throat,  and  to  be  sure  a 
strangle lierself  with  tt.  Tliorelsa ribbon  for  Slargarel — the  ugliei 
I  must  say.  that  I  ever  set  my  eyea  on ;  but  I  sent  my  maid  to  bu] 
it,  having  got  a  little  cold  to-day.  and  ILig  was  her  doII 
becomingi  I  must  put  In  a  cap  border  with  it  to  carry  it  oC. 
sovereign  please  to  distribute  for  me  according  to  yoiir  discretion. ' 

Things  are  going  on  well  enough  with  us  for  the  preaeut.     "i 
has  been  no  winter  hitherto  to  g^ve  me  a  chance  at  getting  ni 
laid  up  (for  my  cold  to-day  is  nothing  to  spcnk  of),  and  my  hea 
oches  have  neither  been  so  fretjuenl  nor  so  severe  latterly.    Bulla 
with  a  horrid  accident  some  weeks  ago — banged  my  right  breast] 
against  the  end  of  lUe  sofa,  and  for  three  weeks  the  pain  continued. 
and  so.  not  being  able  to  gel  Ihe  thing  forgotten.  I  was  frighlen 
out  of  my  wits  for  the   possible    consequences,  especially  as  i 
brother- in -I  aw  wrote  from  Scotsbrig  that  1  was  not  lo  go  to  any  . 
docior  with  it,  '  London  doctors  being  so  unsafe  for  Qiaking  a  « 
out  of  everything,  and  any  meddling  with  such  a  thing  a 
ing,  in  Ids  opinion,  positively  in jiirioiis.'    There!  what  does  Dr,  | 
Russell  say  to  aucU  views  of  the  medical  profession?    The  pain  ll 
quite  gone  now,  however,  and  I  try  to  think  no  more  about  it 
it  may  be  escused  to  me,  all  things  recollected,  tlint  I  have  Kuffcn 
a  good  deal  of  apprehension  from  this  accident.    I  have  also  b 
bolUered  to  death  with  servants  this  autumn— have  bad  three  ii 
quick  succession.    The  first  new  one  roasted  fowls  with  the  croij 
and  bowels  in  themi  and  that  modeof  cookery  was  not  to  our  taste. 
Tbo  second,  a  really  clever  servant  and  good  girl,  came  to 
a  serious  disease  upon  her,  and  had  to  be  soon  sent  tfi  iho  bospltal 
where  she  la  Etill,  after  two  months;  the  third  and  lant,  Uiu 
Heaven,  suits  capitally — but  I  had  best  not  praise  her  too  much,  I 
is  ■  a  tempting  of  Providence '  to  '  cry  before  one  is  out  of  tl 
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Kindest  regards  to  your  father  and  husband.  Tell  me  about 
your  health,  and  '  the  smallest  news  will  be  gratefully  received.' 

Ever  yours  affectionately, 

Jjlse  Cablylb. 

LETTER  136. 
To  John  Welsh,  Esq.,  Liverpool 

Chelsea:  Jan.  2, 1851. 

'Johnl  Sole  uncle  of  my  bouse  and  heart  T  I  have  just  one 
word  to  say  to  you  to-day,  viz.  that  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  ever  give  you 
anything  another  time,  if  you  are  to  go  on  the  William  Gibson  tack 
and  instantly  set  about  making  'a  suitable  return.'  I  thank  you 
heartily  for  your  New  Year's  gift;  but,  only,  don't  do  the  like  of 
that  again,  uncle  of  me!  I  hope  the  summer  will  plump  out  my 
poor  scraggy  arms  into  a  state  adapted  for  such  transparent  ele- 
gancies.  And  now  I  must  simply  promise  you  a  long  letter;  for 
to-day  is  most  unfavourable  for  writing  one. 

There  arrived  on  us  yesterday  a  young  heroine  of  romance,  with 
a  quantity  of  trunks  and  a  lady's-maid,  who  is  for  the  moment 
keeping  this  poor  house  and  my  poor  self  in  a  state  of  utter 
disgust  I  had  invited  her  to  dine  one  day,  and,  if  it  suited  her 
better,  to  stay  over  the  night.  And  she  has  so  arranged  her  affairs 
that,  if  she  leaves  here  to-day,  it  must  be  to  live  till  next  week  in 
an  hotel  (at  nineteen).    What  can  one  do,  then,  but  let  her  remain 

— ^with  protest  against  the  lady's-maid-    She  is  Mrs. 's  adopted 

daughter,  whom  you  may  have  heard  of,  and  has  just  been  playing 

the  Sultana  in  India  for  a  year  and Oh  dear,  here  is  her  lover 

come  to  see  her,  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  a  prison  inspector  is 
coming  to  take  Mr.  C.  and  me  through  Pentonville  Prison.  I  am 
bothered  to  death,  my  blessed  uncle;  so  adieu.  I  will  write  again 
next  week.  Your  affectionate 

Jaitb  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  137. 

To  John  Welsh,  Esq.,  Liverpool. 

Chelsea:  Jan.  7, 1861. 
Dear,  estimable  uncle  of  me, — Have  you  been  reading  Thacke- 
ray's *  Pendennis '?  If  so,  you  have  made  acquaintance  with  Blanche 
Amory ;  and  when  I  tell  you  that  my  young  lady  of  last  week  is  the 
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oiigioal  of  thitt  portrait,  jou  wUl  give  me  Joy  that  Blie,  lady'v-niftld, 

hud  infinite  bnggagc,  arc  all  gonel    Mot  tbat  tlie  poor  little ia 

quite  Buch  a  little  devil  as  Thackeray,  who  Uub  destcBt«d  her  from 
a  child,  has  here  Tepreseoted:  but  the  looks,  tbe  nuutncrs.  the  wilea, 
the  larmti,  'and  all  that  sort  of  tbiiig.'  are  a  perfect  likenesa.  The 
blame,  however,  is  chiefly  on  those  who  placed  her  in  a  position  si> 
falae  that  i1  required  cxtmordiDary  virtue  not  to  become  false  along 
yritli  it.      Blie  was  the  only  legitimate  child  of  a  beautiful  young 

'Improper  female.'  who  wag  for  n  unmlKr  of  years 's  mistrew 

(she  had  bad  a  husband,  a  swindler).  His  raoiher  took  the  freak  of 
pntronisiiig  this  mistress,  saw  the  child,  and  bcbotd  it  was  veij 

pretty  and  clever.     Poor  Mrs.  had  tired  of  parties,  of  politica. 

of  most  Ihjuga  in  heaven  aud  earth:  '  a  sudden  tliougbt  struck  her,' 
she  would  adopt  this  child;  give  herself  the  excitement  of  making 
ft  scandal  and  braving  public  opiaioa,  and  of  educating  a  flesh  and 
blood  girl  into  the  heroine  of  the  three- volume  novel,  which  she  had 
(or  years  been  trying  to  write,  but  wanted  perseverance  to  elaborate. 
The  child  was  made  the  idol  of  the  whole  house;  her  showy  edU' 
cation  was  flltjng  her  more  for  her  own  mother's  proteasion  than 
for  any  honest  one;  and  when  she  was  Bevenleen.  and  the  novel  was 
Just  rising  into  the  iutcresl  of  love  affairs,  a  rich  young  mau  having 
been  refused,  or  rather  jilted,  by  her.  Mrs.  —  died,  her  husbaad 

ftnd  Bon  being  already  dead;  and  poor waa  left  without  any 

earthly  stay,  and  with  only  250'.  a  year  to  support  her  in  the  ex- 
travagantly luxurious  habits  she  bad  lieen  brought  up  in. 
Bhe  has  a  splendid  voice,  and  wished  to  get  trained  (or  the 

opera.    Mrs. 's  fine  lady  friends  screamed  at  the  idea,  but 

ottered  her  nothing  instead,  not  even  Ibeir  counteniince.  Uer  two 
male  gnsrdians,  to  wash  tlieir  hands  of  her.  resolved  to  send  her  to 
India,  and  to  India  she  bad  to  go,  vowiug  tbat  if  their  object  waa 
to  marry  her  off,  she  would  disappoint  tbem,  and  returned  'to  pros- 
ecute the  artist  life.'  She  produced  the  most  extraordinaryy^rofV 
at  Calcutta;  had  offers  every  week;  refused  them  point-blank;  teni- 

licd  Sir  by  her  extravagance;  lormeuted  Lady by  her 

caprices; '  fell  into  consumption '  tor  the  nonce;  was  ordered  by  the 
doclora  hack  to  Englandl  and,  to  the  dismay  of  her  two  cowardly 
guardians,  arrived  here  six  months  ago  with  her  IteaUh  perfect  ra- 
llortd/  But  her  Indian  repulatiou  had  preceded  her,  and  the  fine 
4Adiai  who  turned  their  backs  on  her  in  her  extreme  need  now  is- 
'1  who  has  refused  Sudar  Judges  by  the  dozen.  She  has 
alMUt  from  one  butise  to  another,  while  no  home  could 
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be  found  for  ber.  Tlie  guardians  had  a  lirilliaut  idea — '  would  w« 
take  lierT '  '  NcH  for  her  weight  io  gold,'  I  said;  but  I  asked  her  to 
spend  a  day  with  me.  tlial  I  might  see  what  sbc  was  growu  to,  and 
wbetlior  1  could  do  anjiliitig  \a  placing  Lct  wiUi  iomo  proper  pvr- 
«no.  The  result  of  tliia  invitation  was  that  alarming  arrival,  bag 
and  iMiggage,  on  New  Year's  Diijl 

She  has  saved  us  all  furibcr  speculation  about  bcr,  bowever,  bj 

ongnging  berself  to  someoue  ((row shire)  who  came  botne  in  tlie 

ship  wilb  her,  and  seems  a  most  devoted  lover.  She  told  aie  she 
'  had  been  hesitating  some  time  lietwixt  ucevpling  blm,  or  going  on 
Uie  stage,  or  drowning  herself.'  I  told  hor  her  decision  was  good, 
u  Durrjiiug  did  not  preclude  eiiber  '  goiag  on  ibc  stage '  at  a  eub- 
aequeut  period,  or  *  drowning  herself; '  wberi^as  bad  she  decided  on 
the  drowning,  there  cuuld  have  been  no  more  of  it. 

I  have  my  own  notion  that  site  will  throw  him  over  yet;  meaD- 
white  it  waa  a  blessed  citlm  after  the  By  rolled  ber  away  from  bure 
on  Saturday.  '  Oh.  my  dear! '  Mr.  Carlyle  said.  '  we  eaunot  bo 
sufBdently  tliankfuH  '  Lndced  you  can  have  no  notion  bow  tbe 
whole  routine  of  this  quiet  house  was  tumbled  beels  over  bead.  It 
bad  been  for  tbese  three  days  and  three  nights  not  Jonah  in  tlie 
whale's  belly,  but  the  wliule  in  Jonah's  belly;  that  little  creature 
seemed  to  hate  absorbed  this  whole  estabtishment  into  berself. 

Tbere  is  a  long  story  for  you.  which  perhaps  jou  can't  lake  any 
interest  in;  I  am  sure,  however,  you  would  be  amused  with  an  ac- 
count of  our  visit,  tbe  other  day,  Co  Pcntonville  Prison,  if  I  had  left 
myself  time  and  breath  to  tell  it.  '  Ob,  my  I '  (as  old  Helen  used  la 
ssy)  'lioweipcnsirel'  prisoners  costing  SOI.  a  year  eachi  Youmay 
fancy  their  accommodations  are  somewhat  remarkable.  Id  eadt 
cell  I  saw  a  pretty  little  comer  cupboard,  on  one  shelf  of  which  was 
the  dressing  apparatus— a  comb  and  brush,  and  small  tooth  comb) 
— Inidon  a  neatly  fotdedup  towel;  a  stiaTing  jug  with  metal  lop  on 
one  side,  an  artistic  soap- box  on  the  otberl  In  one  cell  I  remarked 
a  blue  tassel,  with  a  bit  of  steel  chain  attached  to  it.  huag  upon  a 
brass  nail.  '  Wlinl  is  the  use  of  that  titssel;  '  1  asked  the  inspector. 
■That  tassel,  ma'am?  why  that  tasael  Is — a  fancy  of  the  prisoner's 
own;  we  allow  them  to  have  their  Utile  fanciesl'  They  all  wear 
matki  when  in  each  other's  presence,  that,  should  they  afterwards 
meet  In  society,  their  feelings  may  be  spared.  Tbey  have  auoh 
otaarming  batb-roomsl  Each  mao  has  a  good-sized  court  all  to  him- 
aelf  to  run  about  in  for  an  hour  at  a  lime;  and  while  we  were  Iben 
they  all  '  went  to  school.'  with  books  and  slates  under  tbelr  arm, 
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mukedl  If  any  man  wisljes  to  liave  Ilie  comforts  of  lifo,  and  be 
tftught,  &nd,  'have  bis  fancies.'  let  him  rush  out  and  commil  a 
felony  1 

Wc  nent  to  hem  their  religious  teaching  in  the  chapel.  An  tm- 
dcf'i^hBplnin  stood  on  tlie  altar  with  a  bible  in  one  hand  and  a  red 
book  (tiko  a  butcher's)  in  the  other;  he  read  a  passage  from  tbe 
Bible,  tUUQ  loolted  in  the  red  book  for  the  numliers  (the;  have  Do 
names)  whose  turn  it  was  to  bo  examined.  For  instiince,  be  rend 
about  the  young  man  who  came  to  Jesus,  and  asked  wlial  he  ahontd 
do  to  be  saved?  Then  after  consulting  the  red  book  he  called  out, 
'Numbers  tliirty  two  and  seven ly-cighl;  What  shall  I  do  to  enter 
Into  eternal  liteT'  Thirty-two  and  seventy-eight  ansnered,  the  one 
in  a  grow),  the  other  in  a  iqueal,  '  Sell  all  that  thou  hast  and  give 
to  the  poor.' 

Now.  my  blesaed  uncle,  did  you  ever  hear  snch  nonsenseT    If  a 
grain  of  logic  was  in  tbe  heads  of  thirty-two  and  Beventy-ctgbt. 
mustn't  they  have  iliought,  "  Well,  what  the  devil  are  we  taken  up, 
and  imprisoned,  and  called  criminals  for.  hut  just  because  we  take 
this  injunction  seriously,  and  help  you  to  carry  it  out,  by  relierlng 
you  of  your  watches  and  other  sundrieB."    I   should  leU  you  too 
that  each  prisoner  has  a  bell  in  his  celll    One  man  atud  tosomevisj- 
lor,  'and  if  I  ringmy  hdl  a  fool  answers  it." 
I      Uncle  dear,  good  jjifrlil.    It  yon  and  I  were  the  Government, 
I  wouldn't  we  BWei;]i  siieli  tonfiumded  hnmbu!.'  out  of  creatioDi 
I  Ever  your  affectionate 

JASB  CARLTI.B. 

Love  to  the  children. 

LETTER  138. 

I      End  of  July  or  be^nning  of  August.  1851.  we  went  U>  HalrBni 

[  to  tilt)  water  cure,  which  was  then,  and  perliaps  is  still,  a  prevalent 

I.  delusion  among  ehronic  invalids.    Dr.  Oully.  a  disr.inguislied  pro- 

I,  fcssor  of  the  new  art,  by  far  Hie  most  distinguished  then,  had  presB- 

I,  luKly  again  and  again  invited  us.     '  Oh.  come,  lodge  in  my  hmnc; 

I  only  come  and  I  will  cure  you  t  *    He  eBpeuially,  I  suppose,  which 

I'  indeed  would  have  suited  well  two  ways  had  he  succeeded  ivita 

•  Lylton  Bulwer'a  flaming  pamphlet,  and  other  noneenses).    My  own 

faith  in  water  cure  was  nearly  eero,  and  has  not  since  risen  hi^er. 

But  1  reflected  with  myself.  '  You  will  have  to  try  it  some  day  (u 

you  had  to  try  that  rubbing  with  liair  gloves  humbug,  though  with 

damngeV    No  humbug  can  prevail  among  your  acqiiaiutauces,  but 

k  Ihey  will  force  you  Co  get  the  means  of  saying.  "  Oh.  I  have  tried 

I' nil  that  and  fonnd  it  naught  I"'    8n  lying  open  fur  a  summer  lawnt, 

land  judging  humanly  well  ot  Oully,  we  decided  to  go;  stayed  with 
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him.  ftS  !>«■  bargain,  n  monlh:  nioet  bumanly  and  boepitnbly  enter- 
taincd;  drank  a  good  (leal  of  excellent  water  there,  and  for  some 
"  e  nfter  tried  compressors,  eitling  batlig.  packings.  &c.  Admired 
floe  air  and  country;  found  by  degrees  water,  liiken  as  ii  mi'di- 
vioe.  to  be  the  moat  destructive  dnig  I  had  ever  tried — and  IhuB 
paid  my  lax  lo  contemporary  stupor,  and  had  done  with  water  cure, 

1  lemember  Tividly  enoutrh  our  roUinp  off  for  WorcesicPL  and 
except  (more  iodislinctly)  our  porting  somewliere,  and  my  arriving 
at  Scolsbrig,  almost  notliiug  more.  Hy  Jeaooie  (as  this  letter  ru- 
kindles  into  light  in  my  memory  (had  gone  for  Hanclicslcr;  I  fi>r 
9cot«brig,  full  of  gloom  and  ]icftvlrie»9,  and  totally  out  of  healih, 
bodily  and  spirilual.  Pruxsinn  Friedrich,  and  tlie  Pelion  lud  od 
Oaift  of  Prussian  Dryasdust,  lay  crushing  me  with  the  continual 
question.  'Dareltrrit!  darelnotT' 

The  portmanteflu  I  do  recollect.  Ii  had  been  flung  off  at  Kendal 
junction  by  mistake,  and  next  afternoon  arrived  safe  at  Scolsbrig. 

Mn.  Qnskell  is  the  novelist,  since  deceased.     Dr.  Smith  (Angus 
Bmilh),  a  chemi.'^I  of  moril  and  man  of  much  nititfte  and  simplicity, 
is  he  who,  now  in  Qovemment  pay.  eoea  about  invosli^liiie  foul    . 
almoaplieres  (mines,  factories,  cities,  Blums},  and  says,  'Bow  foul)' 
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a  BlrcbOeld  Place.  Elgl»>r  Ardwick,  UuicbeMer: 

Fridny.  Sept.  6.  IRSi, 
Well,  really!  you  don't  '  beat  us  all  for  a  deep  tbouglit."  If  you 
had  lost  my  address,  why  not  send  a  letter  for  mu  to  the  c&re  of  F. 
Jewsbnry,  Fire  Insurance  Office,  Munchefiter!  or  to  the  core  otHr. 
Ireland,  or  any  of  tbe  many  people  in  Mnncbcster  you  are  in  coirc- 
spoudence  with,  if  you  could  not  risk  writing  lo  tbe  care  of  Hiss 
Jewsbury,  Manchester,  which  is  address  enough  for  practical  ptir- 
poBe«.  Bound  by  Chelsea,  at  second-hand,  was  a  very  '  slow '  pro- 
ceeding—' upon  my  honour  I '  Besides,  thcsigbt  of  aletteraddrcssed 
lo  Ckraldine.  in  John's  hnndnriiing,  was  calculated  to  give  mc  a 
serious  fright.  When  we  came  in  late  last  night  from  Bowden, 
Where  we  bad  passfd  the  day.  and  I  saw  on  the  table  only  that  kt- 
l«r  for  her.  instead  of  the  one  I  made  sure  of  for  myself,  my  heart 
jumped  into  my  mouth,  I  assure  you;  and  I  tore  it  open  witliout 
asking  her  leave,  and  was  downright  Uiankful  lo  learn  that  'my 
brother  bad  merely  found  his  portmanteau  missing.'  I  hope  you 
have  recovered  it  by  this  time;  it  can't  be  that  it  is  permanently  lost? 
If  ft  be  irrecoverable,  however,  you  must  just  try  to  think  how 
h  worse  it  would  have  been  to  have  lost  a  manuscript  or  me? 
llut  (m  far  as  I  am  aware)  it  is  bul,  after  all,  a  question  of  shirta 
ftnd  woollen  clothes,  which  may  all  be  replaced  with  a  small  expen 
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diture  of  money  and  patience.  I  shall  be  very  happy,  bowcvei 
heur  tbul  llic  old  portmunteau  is  safe  at  Bcotsbrig.  tor '  you  an  Ihc 
last  man  in  England '  that  should,  in  the  course  of  a  kiud  Provi- 
dence, be  vi8Jl«d  Willi  bucL  untoward  accidents.  Aa  I  have  by  this 
time  quite  forgiven  you  for  coming  to  go  through  (he  form  of  k 
ing  at  parting  with  u  lighted  cigar  in  your  mouth  (t).  I  am  sadly 
vexed  at  the  idea  of  all  this  uew  bothemiion  for  you  at  the  end  o 
your  journey:  and  vi;xcd,  too,  for  your  mother  and  the  rest,  whose 
pleasure  in  your  arrival  would  he  spoiled  for  them  by  your  arriving 
in  a  state  of  worry. 

For  myself,  it  seems  olniost  Orohamish.  under  the  circumstances, 
to  tell  you  that  I  performed  my  journey  in  the  most  prosperous 
manner—even  to  the  successful  smuggling  of  Nero,  At  the  Man- 
chester fitalion  a  porl<r  held  out  hia  hands  for  the  basinet  in  whicli 
I  had  him,  that  I  might  descend  more  conveniently;  but  I  said  with 
wonderful  calm,  'Thank  you-^1  have  something  here  that  I  require 
to  be  careful  of,  I  will  keep  it  myself,'  and  the  man  bowed,  and 
went  for  my  other  luggage. 

I  found  Qeraldine  in  a  much  nicer  bouse — with  large  high  rooms 
prettily  furnished,  really  aa  beautiful  a  house  as  one  could  wish  ti 
live  in :  and  she  is  the  same  kind  little  hostess  as  ever.  With  her 
old  Peggy  and  a  new  young  girt,  she  manages  to  surround  me  with 
'  all  things  most  pleasant  in  life: '  and  I  don't  know  when;  I  co 
be  better  off  for  tlie  moment.  The  first  night  Dilberoglue  and  Dr. 
Bmitb  came  to  ten;  the  next,  Hrs.  Qoskell  and  her  husband,  and 
Ireland,  and  young  Bernajs.  All  yesterday  we  spent  at  Dowden, 
with  a  Miss  Hamilton  (who  has  a  history),  and  to-night  we  are  10 
drink  tea  at  Dilbcrogtue's,  with  the  Greek  mother  and  the  baautiful 
daughter  Calliope.  For  the  rest,  I  keep  up  as  much  as  possible 
the  forms  of  Alalvem  life,  splash  in  cold  water,  and  walk  before 
breakfast;  though  the  Manchester  atmosphere  is  so  thick  that  oi 
feels  to  put  it  aside  with  one's  nose — oh,  so  thich,  and  damp,  and 
dirty!  Still  the  walk  does  me  good.  We  dine  at  two,  and  I  leso- 
lulely  abstain  from  pills — continuing  to  wear  my  compressor.  I 
went  In  search  of  one  to  send  on  to  you,  but  unsuccessfully  as  yet; 
and  I  have  not  had  leisure  to  make  one,  though  I  am  sure  1  can,  if 
none  be  procurable  at  the  shops, 

I  wrote  to  Miss  Gully  since  I  came  here,  but  there  has  not  been 
time  to  get  an  answer.  The  more  I  think  of  these  people  the  more 
1  iidmire  their  politeness  and  kindness  to  us.  I  don't  remember 
in  my  life  before  lo  have  stayed  a  whole  month  in  anybody's 
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house,  without  erer  once  wtsliing  to  be  away ;  Oeratdiae  says, 
dear,  it  is  a  fact  llml  siwaka  volmnes.' 

I  un  writing  under  your  image — Geraldiiie  tiaa  got  your  large 
print,  in  a  preliy  gill  frame  over  the  chimuey-piect  tu  my  bedroom, 
facing  Neukomm;  and  a  little  lower  Iwlween  you  Is — a  similar  sized 
print  of  Jesus  Ciirist. 

But  what  will  you  be  caring  for  all  tliia  that  I  write  if —the  port- 
maateau  be  still  in  iuflnltc  space.  Pray  write  the  slate  of  tiiccose; , 
long  letters  are  a  bora  to  write  wlieu  cue  la  in  retreat,  and  I  don't 
want  you  to  lake  any  bore  oa  my  accouut;  hut  a  short  note  con- 
cvming  the  porimaateau  and  your  hcaiili  I  cannot  dispeusu  with. 

Nero  sends  his  dear  Utile  love,  and  bids  me  say  that  since  ynu 
went  his  digestion  bos  been  much  neglected,  everybody  stuffing  him 
with  dainties,  oul  of  kindness,  and  no  cicrciac  to  speak  of.  He  is 
afndd  of  ending  like  the  king  and  queen  of  the  Baiidwich  Islands. 

Hy  kind  regards  to  all  at  Bcolshrig. 

Ever  yours  faithfully, 

Jabe  Cabltls. 

LETTER  139, 

7b  Mri.  BuMcU,  ThornfiiU, 

The  Grange,  Honla;  Monday,  Deo.  1661, 

Uy  dear  Mrs.  Russell, — I  must  appeal  to  your  wcll-koowD  kind- 
ness to  help  me  out  of  a  lillle  puzzle.  1  left  home  on  a  visit  to 
Lord  Ashhurton's  some  four  or  flvu  weeks  ago,  intending  to  go 
buck  oa  the  day  after  Christmas;  but  some  people  were  to  be  here 
this  week,  strangers  to  Lady  i..,  and  known  to  mo,  and  I  was  re- 
quested to  remain  another  week  to  make  these  young  people's  visit 
more  agreeable  to  them.  Thus  New  Year's  Day  finds  me  unpre- 
pared with  any  little  preseute  for  those  whom  I  wish  to  remind  of 
me  at  this  season.  There  is  a  town  (Winchester)  eight  miles  off; 
but  I  cannot  drive  there  to  procure  any  things,  having  caught  a  bnd 
cold  in  the  first  week  of  my  visit,  which  cooflnod  me  lo  tlic  bouse 
the  first  three  weeks  as  a  measure  of  necessity,  and  I  have  gone  on 
limiting  my  exercise  since  to  a  walk  in  the  conservatory,  and  cor- 
ridors, as  a  measure  of  precaution.  Cold  is  so  easily  retaken,  and 
it  is  so  miserable  to  be  ill  in  other  people's  bouses.  Whnt  I  must 
ask  of  you  then  Is,  to  he  so  good  as  to  advance  the  usual  sovereign 
far  me,  which  I  will  repay  with  a  Post  Office  order  immodEately  on 
my  return,  and  then  you  must  buy  for  Margaret  and  Mary  a  pair 
I.— 14 
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a  slockings  each,  or  some  sucli  llimg — lialf-a-cronn  each  yon 
may  lay  out  for  ihem.  iiud  don't  say  biii  ihai  I  sent  the  Blockings, 
or  whatever  it  may  be,  From  Londoo.  I  am.  sure  you  vUl  do  this 
(or  me,  williout  grudging  time  sud  trouble. 

I  hear  very  oftau  from  Liverpool  aince  thai  aerioue  IUdmb  ot  my 
uncle's.     At  present  he  is  prelty  well,  but  his  life  seems  to  haog  by 
s  thread  now.     Every  little  agitation,  Buch  as  '  lialeDing  for 
the  gunaof  the  American  steamer,  bringinga letter  from  JobDoietlfl 
produces  Uireatenlugs  of  the  Eame  sort  of  attack,  and  anoUier  aUii^H 
will  probably  be  fatal.     1  wiah  very  much  to  go  and  aee  liim  onfl^H 
more,  and  must  try  to  manage  it  earlj  in  the  BpriDg.     Perhspa^f 
mny  be  in  ScotlsDd  again  neit  year,  and  surely  yon  will  come  andH 
800  me  somewhere,  if  I  should  not  be  able  to  find  courage  to  go  l<B 
Thornhill.    A  young  frieod  of  mine  married  the  Eart  of  Airtie  la^l 
autumn,  and  aska  me  to  visit  her  at  Cortachy  Caalle*  and  there  i^| 
nn  old  gentleman,  called  'the  Bear'  in  Iiondou  society,  who  )iu^| 
beautiful  place  twenty  miles  beyond  Fort  Augustus,  who  has  alajB 
invited  us.     And  there  1  should  really  like  to  go.  to  see  agaio  tb^fl 
places  where  I  went  with  my  mother,  about  thirty  years  ago.  fl 

Wc  have  had  a  deal  of  company  here  aiure  1  came,  Mac>inla;^| 
amongst  the  rest,  whom  I  bad  never  before  Been  at  any  length.  ^M 
uwkI  to  think  my  husband  the  most  copious  talker,  when  he  tiked,S 
ihitt  was  anywhere  to  be  fallen  in  with^  but  Macnulsy  beats  hia^| 
hutlowl  in  quantity.  H 

Tou  need  not  take  the  trouble  of  writing  till  afterlhave  returnajj 
and  sent  the  money;  but  then  you  must  write  me  all  about  you^fl 
self,  and  about  dear  old  Thornhill.  'fl 

Kindest  regard.i  to  your  fatlior  and  hu.sband.  H 

Everyoun,  dear  Mrs.  Russell,  aSectionalely,  H 

Janb  W.  Cabltlb.    H 

LETTER  140.  M 

This  was  the  year  (only  first  year,  alas!}  of  repairing  our  hoiue^H 
'architect '  (Udpa's)  was  'Mr,  Morgan,'  a  very  honest  man,  UIoH 
with  woL'ttmen  honest  though  inexiKrt;  he  himself  had  no  ltl*i«H 
for  managing  the  cliaos  he  created  here,  anil  indeed  he  at  lengtljH 
fell  ftlck,  and  left  it  lo  end  by  coUnpsc.  My  own  little  bermne  wafiH 
manager,  eye.  inventress.  commandrest.  guiding  head  and  BOdH 
of  everything;  nnri  made  (witness  this  drawing-room,  ami  compai^H 
it  with  the  original,  i.e.  with  even-  other  in  the  slrect)  a  real  tiuH 
umph  of  what  without  her  would  have  been  a  puddle  of  wasleflwB 
failure.  Bhe  feurod  no  toil  howsonver  unfit  for  her,  had  a  markeoH 
'  lidmt  in  urdiitccl(irc,'too — in  farl,  liic  tiniverEol  lulcoi  of  applyt^l 
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things  gone  nwry  for  want 
„  tew  women  have  liad  such 
ui  oulflt  of  InleDt,  fnr  fewer  eucIi  a  loving  uolilcueas  luid  IniLb  of 
bean  to  urge  it  into  actioD  nnd  guide  it  thi're.  Meanwhile,  to  ee- 
CUM  Ihuse  horrors  of  heat  and  duat,  I  fled  (or  indeed  was  dis- 
mused)  to  Liclathen,  lo  n);  eicclluDt  T.  Ergkjne'a,  where  I  mor- 
bidly onrl  paiufiill;  st^ed  lliree  weeks,  gentteet  and  l>est  of  lioepi- 
tatitf  able  lo  do  little  (or  me.     I  rtmemher  trying  lo  batlie  ' 


ilatiug  wlial 
m^T.  C. 


miDge — bad  bathing  coast.     Most  of  my  leisure  w 
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b  Oiejae  Row.  CTielsea ;  July  IS,  IBES. 

DeSiren  Urs.  Russell. — I  might  be  oicusud  for  forgetting  my  own 

birthday  tliis  time,  and  eveu  my  own  name  uud  adilresa.  and  every- 

tluDg  about  me.  except  the  one  terrific  fact-  that  I  am  in  u  house 

uuderwhatis  called  'ibcimugh  repiur.'    Having  never  had  to  do 

with  London  workicen,  you  cannot  form  any  adequate  idea  of  the 

J  thing.    Workmtn  who  upend  Ilireo-fourths  of  their  time  iu  con- 

Lfultiug  how  the  worli  should  be  done,  and  in  going  out  and  iu  itfter 

were  uot,  at  least  in  my  day,  kuown  in  Scotland:  and  then 

■  •  thorough  repair  complicated  by  the  sllcriug  of  chimueya  and  por- 

f,  and  by  beat  at  83^  iu  llic  shade,  was  a  wild  piece  of  work 

1;  yith  any  sort  of  workmen.    The  Ijuilder  promised  to  hnvc  nil  done 

l-tli  six  weeks,  painting  included;  if  he  get  done  in  six  months  it  is 

Lu  much  as  I  hope,    Ueanwhilelrun  about  in  the  great  heat,  carry- 

g  my  furniture  in  my  arms  from  one  room  lo  imotber,  and  sleep, 

yt  rather  lie  about,  like  a  dog,  just  where  I  see  a  cleared  apace.     I 

K^m  needed  here  to  keep  the  workmen  from  foiling  into  continual 

listakesi  but  why  Mr,  Cnrljle,  who  is  anything  riitlicr  than  needed, 

BxtajB  on  I  can't  imagine.    Nor  do  I  know  when  I  shall  get  away, 

■nor  where  I  ahall  go.    We  were  to  have  gone  to  Germany,  but  thai 

\b  all  knocked  ou  the  head — at  least  for  the  present.    If  you  saw 

me  sitting  in   tlio  midst  of  falling  bricks  and  clouds  of  lime  dust, 

and  a  noise  as  of  battering- rams,  you  wouldn't  wonder  that  I 

tboold  moke  my  letter  brief. 

The  poor  iiltle  sweetbriar  grew  through  all  the  east  winds,  and 
was  flourishing  beautifully,  when  heavy  rains  came  and  killed  it. 
I  Bin  vexed,  and  can'l  help  feeling  the  BWeethriara  unwillingness  lo 
grvnwiihmeabitd  omen  somehow,  I  wonder  if  you  will  be  good- 
natured  and  unwearied  cnougli  lo  send  me  another  slip  to  iry  wlien 
the  light  lime  comes? 


LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OF  I 

And  nowlotlieliUEineSB;  will  you  kyoul  Ave  shillings  for  old 
Uary  in  Bdma  judicious  way  for  me.  and  will  you  givH  my  little 
pocket  to  Harg&ret,  aud  tell  llieni  I  still  ibiuk  of  tliem  Ixitli  ktnillj't 

I  had  u  great  hope,  very  vuguu,  but  ctuite  probable,  Uiat  I  should.  I 
hnvogoac  to  Scotland  tbiii  summer  nod  ^cd  you  somewhere.  Nov,  I 
everylliiiig  U  unscltled  with  tlie  Ijilk  about  Germ&uy,  and  Uie  fact  M 
of  Ihis  )iouae-all«ring. 

Ever  affect]  onntely  youis, 

Jamk  Welsh  CABLnx 


LETTER  141. 
T.  Carlyle,  LinlaOwn,  Dundee, 

S  Cbf Tne  Row :  Frlda/  night,  JUI7  H  IBl 

Oh,  myl  I  wonder  if  I  shall  hear  to-morrow  morning,  asd 
whnt  1  ehall  hear!  PerhapH  that  bo mebody  drove  you  wild  with 
snoring,  and  that  ynu  kilkd  him  aud  threw  him  in  the  seal  Had  , 
tijc  boatman  upset  Itie  boat  on  tbe  way  back,  and  drowned  littlft  J 
Nero  aud  rae,  oa  purpose,  I  could  hardly  have  takeo  it  ill  of  Uiem,'  | 
seeing  they  '  were  hut  men.  of  like  pasdODB  with  yourself.'  But  on  I 
the  contrary,  tbcy  behaved  most  civilly  to  us,  offered  to  land  ug  tit  1 
any  pier  we  liked,  and  said  not  a  word  to  mc  about  tbeaxpence,  so  1 
I  gave  it  to  thom  as  a  free  pii..  We  came  straight  home  in  Iba  J 
steamer,  where  Nero  went  immediately  to  sleep,  and  I  to  wort 

Miss  Wilson  called  in  the  afternoon,  extremely  agreeable;  m 
lifter  lea  Ballantyne  came,  and  soon  after  Eiugsley.  BallanQrnel 
giivo  me  tbe  ten  pounds,'  and  Kingsiey  told  me  about  bis  wife — thatf 
siie  was  '  the  adorablest  wife  man  ever  bad  I '  Neither  of  lbe«e  n 
stayed  long.  1  went  to  bod  at  eleven,  fell  asleep  at  three,  and  ri 
at  six.  The  two  plumbers  were  rushing  about  the  kitchen  with 
boiling  lead ;  an  additioual  carpenter  was  waiting  for  my  directions 
about  '  the  cupboard '  at  the  bottom  of  the  kiicheu  stair.  The  two 
usual  carpenters  were  hammering  at  the  floor  and  windows  of  tlie 
drawing-room.  The  brickiayer  rushed  in,  in  plain  clothes,  meaa- 
ured  tbe  windows  for  stone  silla  (?).  rushed  out  again,  and  came 
no  more  that  day.  After  breakfast  I  fell  lo  clearing  out  Ibe  front 
bedroom  for  tbe  bricklayers,  removing  everything  into  your  room.  I 
When  I  had  Just  flnished,  a  wild-looking  stranger,  with  s  paper  I 


^H  '  wDt  by 
^H  bedroom 
^^       not  feel  n 
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BKp,  Tushed  up  the  stairs,  three  steps  at  a  time,  and  told  me  he  was 
seat  by  Mr.  Blorgan  to  get  on  wiiL  tbe  pointing  of  Mr.  Carlyle's 
bedroom  during  his  absence! '  I  n*HB  »o  tnkea  by  surprise  lliiit  I  did 
not  feei  at  flrsi  u>  bave  any  clioico  in  tlie  matl«r.  and  told  blm  lie 
must  wait  two  boura  ti]I  oil  tbat  furniture  was  taiien — somewhere. 

Tlien  I  came  In  mind  tbat  Uie  window  and  doors  bad  to  be  re- 
paired, and  a  little  later  that  tlie  3oor  was  to  be  taken  up!  Being 
desirous,  however,  doI  to  refuse  the  good  the  gods  liad  provided 
me,  I  told  the  man  he  might  begiu  to  paint  in  my  bedroom;  but 
Ibeie  alao  some  woodwork  was  tinHnlshed. 

The  carpenlera  thought  they  could  gel  it  ready  by  next  momlDg. 
Bo  1  next  cleared  myself  a  road  Into  your  bedroom,  and  fell  to 
moving  all  the  LhiugB  of  mine  up  liiere  also.  Certainly  no  lady  in 
London  did  such  a  bard  day's  work.     Not  e  eouI  trame  Ui  interrupt 

tne  till  night,  when stalked  in  for  bnlf-an-hour.  UDCommonly 

dull.  '  It  must  hATD  taken  a  great  deal  to  imike  a  man  so  dull  as 
thatl '  I  never  went  out  till  ten  at  night,  when  I  took  a  turn  or 
twooQ  Batteraea  Bridge,  without  having  my  throat  cuL 

My  attempts  at  sleeping  last  night  were  even  more  futile  than 
the  preceding  one,  A  dog  bowled  repeatedly,  near  hand,  in  that 
awful  manner  which  is  understood  to  prognosticate  death,  which, 
together  with  being  '  in  a  uew  position,'  kept  me  awake  till  Ave. 
And  after  six  it  was  impossible  to  lie,  for  the  plumbers  were  in  the 
guretand  the  bricklayers  in  the  front  iKslroom!  Mr.  Uorgancame 
after  breakfast,  and  settled  to  take  up  the  floor  in  your  bedroom  at 
once,  So  hvday  all  the  things  have  bad  to  be  moved  out  ngnin 
down  to  my  bedroom,  and  the  painter  put  oft;  and  to-nlgbt  1  am 
to  'purau£  sleep  under  difflculties''  in  my  own  bed  again.  They 
got  on  fast  enough  with  the  destructive  part  The  chimney  is  down 
and  your  floor  half  offi 

After  tea  I  '  cleaned  myself,'  and  walked  up  to  see  Miss  Farrar. 
She  and  her  sister  were  picnicking  at  Hampton  Court;  but  the  old 
mother  was  very  glad  of  me,  walked  half-way  back  with  me,  and 
gave  roe  Ice  at  Ouster's  in  passing.  I  am  to  have  a  dinner-tea  with 
them  next  Wednesday.  And  to-morrow  I  am  to  give  the  last  Bit- 
ting for  my  picture,'  and  take  tea  at  Mrs.  Sketchley'a.  And  now  I 
must  go  to  bed  again — more's  the  pity. 

I  shall  leave  this  open,  in  case  of  a  letter  from  you  in  the  morn- 
ing. 


^M  81S 

^^M  Saturday. 

^^M  Tbnnks  Qod  too  for  some  four  hours  of  sleep  lust  night.     I  doni 

^^M  minii  ilic  uproor  a  bit  now  that  yoii  arc  oul  oC  it. 

^^M  Love  to  Ur.  Erskiae;  tell  liim  to  wnte  to  me. 

^^M  Ever  yours, 

^^  'DalB 
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Dalnig,'  ^nnilBOD  of  the  famed  cavalry  general  of  Friedridifl 
tbe  Qrest,  was  himself  a  Pruissian  officer  of  liorse;  frooi   8UeBla,'J 
where  ills  rauk  and  posseasiona  were  ample;  as  floo,  Liaiidsurae^  1 
intelligent,  brilliant,  and  modest  a  young  fellow  of  bis  kind  as  II 
ever  aaw.     '  Reichcnbaclt '  (once  Graf  Ton   Reiclienbach  and  bis 
neiglibour  and  friend)  bruuglit  him  to  us  here;  where  be  met  E&t« 
Sterling,  our  late  John's  second  daughter,  and  one  of  tlio  briehUet 
of  youn^  women,     Dalwig,  ranch  struck  with  her,  was  evideatly 
deliberating  great  things;  and  did.  before  long,  apply  formally  to 
Captain  Antbonj  Sterling,  unde  aud  guardian,  for  Uie  'ffreat  hon- 
ourand  pleasure  of  making  some  ncqiiaintanee '  wilh  Kate.     To 
iKith  of  ua,  who  knew  him.  it  aeemed  precisely  the  ofFer  thai  might 


DMlches.  but  who  there,  in  Bileaio.  liaTiug  portionsof  eoUd  amount,  1 
aud  being  all  pretty  and  amiable,  need  not  fail  of  marrying  well  it  I 
they  carwi  to  many,  Ac..  Ac. :  to  all  which  we  wished  cordlallf  I 
well,  but  kept,  and  liad  kept,  strictly  silent  except  to  one  nnotber.  I 
Abrupt  Captain  Anthony,  now  growing  elderly,  and  very  Dt»up(  I 
and  perverse,  was  not  alow  iu  onaworiug.  as  if  to  -  a  beggarly  for- 1 
etgni'i-,'  hisemphaiicNo  I  TowhirJi  Diilwi^,  llkoa  man uf  honour,  I 
at  oncu  bowed.  Bright  Eale  testified  nil  along  a  maidenly  lo-  fl 
dilTercnce.  maidenly  uescience,  but  was  not  thouglit  l«  hnre  an  J 
averse  feeling.  1 

Poor,  ardent,  enthusiastia,  higli  winded  Ealcl  she  used  to  ridft.l 
with  me  souictimes  in  those  years ;  she  was  to  tlie  liwt  pawslonatelx  I 
the  friend  unci  adorer  of   niy  Jauc  ;   perhaps  there  hardly  was  in  1 
England  a  brigliler  yoon^  creature:  and   her  fate  was  cruel— this 
of  Dalwig.  the  turn ing. point.  I  mlher  think  1    Bcine  forbidden  our 
house  (abrupt  OnpCain  Anthony  being  in  some  liS  of  his  own  liwe), 
she  frtuuented  '  uncle  Maurice's,'  where  no  foreigners  freqneutcd, 
but   only  youne    '  unsound '   divines    much  did.      One  of  these 
....    she  did,  on  her  own  footing — '  over  twcnly-onc  now  I ' 
— give  her  hand  to  :    .     .     -     .     was  at  length  declat^d  to  be  con-  I 
siiinptivi?,  and  in  four  or  Ave  yeara  died.     ....    She  was  very  1 
haaulifu),  very  high  and  heroic  ;   father  and  mother  biith  beituti-  1 
fully  nolicenble  in  her,  aud  if  as  chiinged  lulo  a  Bljll  finer  ferthm  \ 
^id  both  of  person  and,  still  more,  of  mind. — T.  O, 

T.  Carole,  TAnlaik&n.  Di'iidt*. 

Chelicn:  TuRtday.  July 
Now  you  am  not  here  to  point  out  the  horrors  of  every  kind  so  ] 
eloquoutly,  I  don't  care,  the  least  in  the  world,  about  the  n 
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or  Uie  lumTile  heels  over  head,  of  the  whole  house.  All  I 
ani  conceroed  about  is,  to  got  It  rapidlj  on ;  'Rhich,  as  liuildere  nod 
builders' mcuoroal  present  coti si i tilled.  seemapreUj-inuchot  an  im- 
porability.  Yoslcrday  1  wrote  to  Mr,  Morgan  lotiikebacktbe  third 
cBTpeuler.  and  bestow  him  on  Eomebody  with  more  pntienec  and  a 
less  correct  eye  tbao  myself.  But  It's  norse  than  uaelcss  plnguing 
you,  in  your  cold,  clean  reiiremeot  there,  wilU  tlie  worries  from 
which  you  havo  jiisl  fled  uwny.  Best  you  Bhould  forget  the  sound 
of  our  haiiiiiicriiig  oltogellier  :  so  I  will  henceforth  fight  iny  own 
battle  with  the  house,  without  sayiug  a  word  about  jt 

Belter  news  for  you  Is,  thai  Lord  Aslilnirtoij  is  '  greatly  better, 
quite  well  since  the  hut  allaeli,  and  gone  on  to  the  place  in  Swilzcr- 
laud.'  &ucb  was  the  answer  to  a  mesaoge  of  inquiry  whloh  I  sent 
to  Bath  House  on  Suodsy,  '  Qis  lordship  had  wiitlcu  himself '  to 
Uio  large  hauHemoid.     Bo  ui!  is  right  in  lliat  direction. 

Poor  Dnlwig  is  gone  away.  lie  came  oo  Saturday  with  Reichen- 
hteb  to  bid  me  farewell.  I  gave  him  the  copy  of  the  '  Life  of 
Sterling '  I  eitlortecl  from  you  lor  Mrs.  Newton,  who  never  got  it ; 
HOI  in  memory  of  Kate  I  told  him,  but  of  myself  ;  and  he  blushed 
and  kieaed  my  haiid,  aod  went  away  rather  ead,  but  with  as  manly 
and  daabiug  a  twaring  as  if  Kal«  had  tieen  ever  so  kind.  I  dou't  be- 
liere  the  girl  will  ever  have  such  another  chance  in  her  whole  life. 
There  waa  also  litre  cue  day  a  Bev.  Llewelyn  Dafies,  Lincoln. 
Do  you  know  suth  a  piriou  ?  lie  asked  for  me,  on  hearing  you 
Wore  Absent ;  shook  hands  with  me.  t^at  talking  half-ao  hour  witli 
me  ns  if  we  were  fricnda  ;  and  did  all  this  so  coolly  and  naturally 
that  he  left  me  permiaded  I  hud  known  him  sometime.  Did  I  ever 
know  him  ! '  Clough,  too,  was  here  lost  night;  and  Miss  Wilson 
ngnin,  to  offer  me  licr  carriage  '  lo  do  any  business  I  migtit  have.' 

She  promised  lo  drink  lea  with  me  on  my  return  from  Sher- 
borne  :'  where  I  atitl  mean  to  go  on  Friday,  and  stay  till  Monday. 
It  is  a  long  way  to  go  for  so  short  a  lime.  But  I  should  repent  it 
afterwards  if  I  did  not  gratify  tliut  poor  dear  woman's  wish  to  Bee 


d  HiH-  Uaereudy.  who  v 
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r.  Carli/k,  SeoMrig. 


^H     830 

^^P  Cfaeteen:  Tbondar.  Aug.  S,  ISK 

^™  Ton  recollect,  dear,  that  Macready  told  me  of  two  routes, 

mendiiig  that  by  Frome  as  tbe  quicketC  and  least  fatiguing;  so  I 
remlered  myself  at  tbe  Paddington  Blolion  oa  Friday  moniing, 
nil!)  my  nigbt-thioga  in  a  bag  on  one  arm  and  my  '  blessed ' '  In  k 
basket  on  the  other.  lie  gave  me  no  trouble,  kept  himself  bidden 
aud  motionleHS  till  the  train  started,  and  then  looked  out  cautiously, 
OS  much  as  to  aay,  "Are  wc  safe  ? '  The  journey  to  Frome  was 
quite  a  rest  after  that  momiug'a  work  (carrying  down  all  the  Itooka 
from  the  top  landing-place  into  the  back  parlour),  and  I  descended 
from  the  train  quite  fresh  for  the  thirty  miles  by  coach. 

But  tvhen  1  inquired  about  llie  coach  to  Bbcrbonie,  I  was  told 
there  was  none,  '  A  coacb  posting  through  Sherborne  passed 
through  Frome  without  coming  to  the  station  at  eleven  in  tbo 
morning.'  three  hours  before  the  time  we  were  at  i  'no  other  since 
many  months  bock.'    My  first  thought  was,  '  What  a  mercy  you 

I  were  not  with  mo  ! '  my  nest,  tliat  the  Macreadys  could  not  bUmo 
me  tor  keeping  them  waiting  ;  and  then  I  '  considered.'  like  the 
piper's  cow,  and  resolved  not  to  slay  all  day  and  night  nl  Frome, 
but  to  take  a  Yeovil  coach,  which  started  at  five,  and  which  could 
take  me,  I  was  told,  to  a  wnysidc  inn  within  eight  miles  of  Sher- 
borne, and  there  I  hoped  lo  find  a  fly  'or  something.'  Meanwhile 
I  would  proceed  to  the  town  of  Frome,  a  mile  from  the  station, 
and  get  something  to  eftt,  and  even  to  drink,  '  feeling  it  my  duty ' 
to  keep  my  heart  up  by  all  needful  appliances.  I  left  my  little  bag 
at  the  station,  where  Uiu  cnacb  cnme,  and  set  my  dog  quit«  free, 
and  we  pursued  our  way  as  calmly  and  naturally  as  if  we  had 
known  where  we  were  going. 
Frome  Is  a  dull,  dirty -looking  place,  full  of  plumbers ;  one  COtlld 
fnncj  the  Bennett  controversy'  must  have  been  a  godsend  to  iL  I 
e;lw  several  inns,  and  chose  'The  George'  for  its  name's  soke.  I 
walked  in  aud  asked  lo  have  some  cold  meat  and  a  pint  bottle  of 
Guinnesa's  porter.  They  showed  me  to  an  ill-aired  parlour,  aud 
le  cold  lamb  that  the  flies  had  been  buzzing  round 
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For  ft  frerk — even  If ero  disdained  toloiicL  it.  I  ate  bresd,  however, 
and  dmnk  nil  llie  porter  -,  ood  '  tlie  eha~nrge  '■  for  tliat  feeble  refec- 
tiua  was  2*.  6rf.  I  Already  1  had  paid  one  poUDd  eight  and  Da- 
pimcc  for  tlie  train.  It  was  going  lo  Iw  ci  mo^t  um-xpocicillj  coBily 
jnnraef  to  roe.  But  for  iliat  refleciion  I  could  almost  have  lauglied 
at  my  (orlora  poeilion  ihenc. 

The  ion  aod  Iowd  were  '  so  disagreeable '  that  I  went  preseDtl]' 
bock  to  the  slatiou,  preferring  to  wail  there.  One  of  the  men  who 
had  informed  me  about  the  coach  came  to  me.  as  I  was  stVliufr  on 
a  l>euch,  and  remarked  on  the  beaut;  of  the  eceue.  especially  of 
eiime  scarlet  beans  that  were  growiof;  io  his  own  piece  of  garden. 
'  Ah.'  he  said.  '  I  have  lived  In  London,  and  I  have  lived  abroad  ; 
I  liuve  been  here  and  there,  bnck wards  and  furwards.  nhile  I  woe 
in  service  with  Ihem  as  never  could  rest;  but  1  iim  Batinfled  nnw 
tlial  the  only  conletitment  for  man  is  ia  gi'owing  his  own  vkobta- 
blk!  Look  at  them  beans,'  he  said  again.  'Well!  to-morrow 
they'll  be  ready,  and  I'll  be  pulling  them,  and  boiling  them,  and 
eotiog  them— and  such  a  tastel  No  agriculture  like  Ifaat  in  Picca- 
dilly!' Then  he  looked  Bympatliisinglj- at  me  and  said,  'I'm  going 
to  get  you  something  you'll  like,  and  that's  a  g-Iasa  of  cool,  fresh, 
clear  water; '  and  he  went  away  with  a  ]ug  lo  his  garden  and  fetched 
some  water  from  a  little  spring  well  and  a  great  handful  of  mig- 
nonette. 'There!  there's  something  sweet  for  you.  and  here'i 
splendid  water,  that  you  won't  find  the  like  of  in  Piccadillyl '  I 
asked  him  how  it  was  going  with  Mr.  Bennett?  ■  Huhi  I  hear  no 
complaints,  but  I  goes  to  neither  one  nor  other  of  tbcin,  niid  fol- 
lows my  own  noiions.  I  finds  agriculture  the  thingi '  He  wotild 
have  been  worth  a  hundred  pounds  to  Dickens,  thai  man. 

I  had  the  coach  all  to  myself  for  awhile;  then  a  young  gentleman 
got  in.  who  did  exactly  the  right  lliiug  by  me,  neither  spoke  to  mo 
nor  looked  at  me  till  we  stopped  at  Castle  Carey  (Yeovil  is  pro- 
nounced Yougbal,  Carey  CarryT  I  grew  quite  frightened  that  I 
had  been  somehow  transported  into  Ireland).  There  the  young 
gentleman  went  into  the  inn,  and  said  to  me  first,  'Excuse  tha 
liberty  I  lake  in  asking,  but  would  you  take  anything — a  little  wina 

■  bi  mr  llrst  voyage  toLondoD  (!Sa4.  b;  Leitb  scnaclcl,  a  cvrtnlo  verrnutlc 
looking,  bat  polite  uid  qulat,  old  baronet,  call^  BIr  DuWd  Ullne.  slept  In  Iba 
aame  cabla  wlib  mo;  aod  Ihere  and  an  dcclc  vaa  an  amueiag  tiutnan  niidjr. 
Oonrt«Ju«,»olemn,  jet  awkimrd,  dull;  cbewlng  i»K»y  the  r  when  ho  epoke, 
Whlcb  Indeed  wiLsseldnm,  and  Ihen  maliil}- lu  tltBiriLyorconiiiinilc  Imiuiry 
pawpninTT  wbo  knew  HindQB— what  jnu  could  do  there,  aee.Kal,  &a.;  and  to 
every  Hem,  UiebJlherquestloa:  -And  vhatlalhecba4rge<ahatge]t' 
14« 
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and  «at«rT'  1  thougbt  thai  Terr  poliK;  bat  I  was  lo  meet  wilb 
'■ODMlliing  more  eiquieite  sUU'  twfoK  1  got  loSbertiorne.  At  the 
'Bparkford  Inn,'  ciglil  inile«  from  Bbrcbartie.  I  got  oulaad  ftaknl, 
twcl  tluy  a  Qy?  '  Tea.  but  noe  ot  its  wheels  was  broben.  and  it 
WW  gone  lo  be  mended! '  '  Had  lliey  any  olber  conreyaoce  thai 
wu  wliolu — a  gig  or  cartt '  '  Yes.  Ibr-y  Jud  a  nice  little  gig.  and  I 
Hhould  have  tlje  loan  ot  a  ctoali  to  keep  me  warm '  (ibe  evcDiug 
was  nith«r  clilll),  So  I  went  ia,  nnd  asl  down  iu  a  parlour;  wLeiv 
nn  old  gcDtlemaa  was  Onishing  oB  with  bread-and-elieese.  He 
soon  made  hlmseir  noater  of  my  case,  sod  regretted  he  was  oot 
golog  back  lo  SlierborDe  that  uight.  as  then  he  would  hare  token 
tno  in  bis  carriage;  and  presently  be  offered  sometbiiig  else  more 
practical,  tIk.,  lo  try  to  recover  my  pftrasol  (my  mother's,  the  one 
abu  bougbl  with  the  sovereign  you  gave  her,'  and  which  I  bad  got 
naw  covnroil),  left  stupidly  on  the  roof  of  the  coach,  and  never 
rccoUeotcd  till  the  coocb,  with  its  four  horses,  had  Ihuadered  past 
tlic  windowl  If  the  landlady  would  tall  the  coachman  about  it 
iiRSl  duy,  and  get  it  there,  lie,  the  old  geuilemun,  would  bring  it  lo 
Hliurborne  House.  1  went  into  the  lobby  to  tell  the  landlndy.  some 
flvu  or  eight  minutes  after  the  coach  had  siarted.  and  lold  her  la 
[>rvai'U(w  of  a  gentleman,  wbo  wa«  preparing  to  slart  in  s  bamuch- 
olto  with  two  horses.  He  looked  hard  nt  mc,  but  said  nothing; 
nnd  a  miuuio  or  two  after  I  saw  bim  also  drive  past  ibe  window. 
Boinn  twenty  niinut«i  after,  1  slurled  myself,  in  n  little  gig.  with  a 
brisk  Uttlo  IiorSB  and  silent  driver.  Nothing  could  be  more  ple»- 
iml  ilian  so  plrrlng  Uirougli  quiet  ronils,  in  the  dusk,  wiiJi  tlie  moon 
coming  tint,  I  felt  as  1  were  reading  about  myself  in  n  Miss  Austen 
imvcl,  ItuI  It  i:<>t  lieyond  Miss  Austen  when,  at  ilie  end  nf  some 
lliru*  niilus,  bufuMi  a  sort  of  carrier's  inn,  tbc  geoilemnn  of  the 
baTDUtiliutte  atcipt  intu  tbe  middle  of  the  road,  making  a  sort  of 
military  tlnnAl  lo  my  driver,  which  he  repeated  with  impitiencc 
whan  Ihii  man  did  uot  at  onee  draw  upt  1  sat  confounded,  expect- 
lliff  whitl  ho  would  dii  next.  We  had  halted;  the  gentleman  came 
to  myklda,  and  aald,  exactly  ns  in  a  book:  'Madnm.  1  have  the 
ImppliirH  ot  informing  you  that  I  have  reclaimed  your  parasol; 
anil  II  llui  hvrn  in  my  carriogn  ready  to  be  reslore<ir  'Bui  how 
on  iiATtliT'  I  nuked,  'Madam,  I  judged  that  it  n-ould  T>e  more 
lilcasInK  for  ynu  to  take  tbe  parasol  along  with  yourself  ibsn  to 
Irilll  to  Iu  iMilnit  brought  by  ttie  other  gentleman;  so  I  Just  gal- 
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loped  my  horaei,  oreitook  tbe  coach  aa  il  vm  Icavlag  this  court, 
reciaimed  tbe  parasul.  mid  lutve  wsiicd  here,  knowing  ;ou  could 
take  no  other  road  to  Bberboroe,  for  the  happiness  of  presenting  it 
to  your — To  au  ostler — '  Bring  the  i>araGoH  '  It  was  brought,  and 
handed  to  me.  And  then  I  found  myaelt  making  »  speech  in  the 
same  style,  c&ught  by  the  infection  of  the  thing.  I  said:  '  Bir, 
this  day  has  been  full  of  mischances  for  me,  but  1  regard  the  re- 
coTitrj  of  my  parniol  so  unexpectedly  aa  a  good  omen,  and  have  a 
couBdence  that  I  sholl  now  reach  my  deBtination  in  safety.  Accept 
jny  thanks,  though  it  is  impossible  to  give  any  adequate  eapression 
to  my  sense  of  your  courtesyl'  I  never  certainly  mode  so  long 
uid  formal  a  speech  in  my  life.  And  how  I  CAme  to  make  any- 
thing like  it  J  can't  imagine,  unless  it  were  under  mesmerism)  We 
bowed  to  ench  oilier  like  flrst  cousiuB  of  Sir  CharleB  QrandUon,  and 
I  pii'rcd  on.  '  Do  you  know  that  gentleman? '  I  asked  my  dti*er. 
"Never saw  him  l«fore.' 

I  found  SberlKirne  House  without  difficulty:  and  a  stately,  beau- 
lifu]  house  it  was,  and  a  kind  welcome  it  had  fur  me.  The  nii»take 
bad  been  discoTereJ  iu  the  niocuing,  and  great  anxiety  fett  all  dny 
as  to  my  fate.  1  was  wonderfully  iittlo  tired,  and  able  to  make 
th^m  all  Iher  too)-laugh  with  my  adventures.  But  I  must  posi- 
tively interrupt  ibis  penny-a-liuing,  and  go  to  lied.  It  is  true  to 
the  letter,  all  1  have  told. 

My  two  days  ut  Sherborne  House  were  as  happy  as  could  poe- 
fiibly  be  with  that  fearfully  emaciated,  dying  woiuon  before  ray 
eyes.  They  were  nil  doing  their  biat  lo  be  cheerful— herself  as 
cheerful  as  the  oibers.  Bbe  never  spoke  of  her  death,  except  in 
taking  leave  of  me:  when  she  took  my  head  in  her  bond,  and 
kissed  it,  and  gave  me  her  solcnin  blessing,  and  asUcil  me  to  come 
again  with  you,  lo  see  'William  and  the  children,  wlieu  sbe  should 
be  gone.  That  was  a  dreadful  iiisJ  of  my  composure.  I  am  bo 
glad  1  went,  it  pleased  her  and  all  of  them  bo  muehl 

Tlie  Jonrney  back  by  Dorchester  went  all  right;  and  was  less  ex- 
]H.'UBive,  for  I  came  by  tbe  Becond.clase,  and  so  saved  tbe  nine  shil- 
llugi  my  gig  had  cost  me.  Il  was  a  weary  loug  way,  however, 
from  a  quarter  before  nine  till  half  after  seven  flying  along  in  one 
shape  or  other,  with  only  ten  minutes' delay  (iit  Sontbauipion). 
Uy  only  adventure  on  the  road  back  was  falllug  in  with  a  young 
unfortunate  female  in  the  Chelsea  boat,  tbe  strangest  compound  of 
nngel  and  devil  that  I  ever  set  eyes  on.  and  whont,  bad  I  heca  a 
great,  rich  lady.  I  sbould  decidedly  have — brought  home  to  tea 
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wiUi  me  and  tried  'to  «(km/'  The  belplesa  iliougM  that  I  had 
noliiinj;  10  offer  liur  insieud  alumi  prevuuU^d  me,  I  could  not  leave 
her,  however,  wilbout  epoakiug  Co  b«r,  aod  my  worda  were  m 
moving,  through  my  owe  emutiou,  that  elie  ruatied  from  mo  ia 
tenrB  Ui  tlie  otUtr  ekla  of  the  vessol.  You  may  feel  a  certaui  cori- 
OBily  to  kDOW  what  1  said.  I  only  recoU<H:t  somelhing  about  'her 
mother,  olive  or  deail,  aud  her  erldent  Buptriority  to  the  life  she 
was  leadiDg.'  She  said,  '  Do  you  think  eo,  ma'm? '  witb  a  look  of 
hillur  wictcUedness,  and  forced  gaiety  tliut  1  dhall  never  forget. 
She  wofi  trying  Ui  smile  defianliy,  when  she  burst  iuU>  tears  and 
ran  away. 

I  made  a  frantic  appeal  to  tbe  workmen  tbe  other  day,  Eince 
ubeu  we  have  been  getting  on  a  little  more  briskly.  Tha  spokea- 
roaii  of  tlium,  a  dashing  young  man,  whom  you  have  uot  wrn, 
8nawe^(^d  lue:  'Hy  dear  (!)  mudam.  you  niust  have  patience, 
indeed  you  must;  it  will  be  all  done — eonie  dayl '  The  weather  Is 
moat  lovely.    Montieur  U  Th^nnevtitre  pretty  generally  at  70°, 

My  health  continues  wonderfully  good.    To-day  I  dine  at  the 
Brookflelda',  for  what  poor  Helen  used  to  call  '  a  floe  change.' 
Ever  youra  affectionately, 

Jamk  W.  0. 
LETTER  144. 
To  T.  CarlyU.  B»q.,  SoatArig. 

Chelsea:  TueadiT  alght.  Ang.  10,  ISia. 

Oh,  my  dear,  what  a  comfortless  letterl  In  your  last  from  Llnla- 
then  you  said  you  were  'decidedly  betl«r,'  and  now  again  yoaaee 
to  he  again  '  all  nohow."  I  hopo  it  baa  only  been  the  fng  of  tl 
Journey.  Don't  fret  about  the  house;  It  ia  getting  on  pretty  faat 
now,  and  will  be  satisfactory  when  flnished.  For  my  part,  I  am 
got  quite  UBod  to  the  disturbance,  and  hvgin  to  like  the— what  shall 
I  say? — excitement  of  it.  To  see  something  going  on,  and  to  help 
its  going  on,  fulQIs  a  great  want  of  my  nature.  I  have  prevented  ao 
many  mistakes  being  made,  and  afforded  so  many  capital  a 
tions,  that  I  begin  to  feel  ratlier  proud  of  myself,  and  to  sua 
muat  have  been  n  builder  insome  previous  state  of  existence.  Tbe 
painter  is  my  chief  delight;  he  doea  hia  work  so  thoroughly.  He  Ia 
only  in  your  bedroom  as  yet,  but  be  has  rubbed  it  all  down  with 
pumicealone,  till  it  looks  na  smooth  as  paper.  And  I  have  n 
been  ineoovenicnccd  liy  any  smell  1  Perhaps  the  house  may  be  habit- 
able a  week  or  two  sooner  llian  I  guessed,  though  I  hardly  think 
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the  workmen  will  be  fttaiy  out  of  it  sooner.  1  Bhai\  '  see  my  waj ' 
better  neit  week.  The  weather  is  CBpita!  foe  drying  both  paint  iind 
plaster,  that  is  one  bleasingi  My  halt  of  the  low  room  ia  kept 
always  tidy;  the  beddiog,  and  tablea  with  their  legs  in  the  air,  as  it 
in  eonTulsions,  which  show  themselTee  above  the  screen,  often  make 
me  laugh.  When  the  noise  is  very  great  X  prnctise  on  the  pianot  1 
ilo  quite  well,  ia  short;  and  don't  see  how  I  can  be  Epared  till  things 
are  done  to  my  mind,  and  the  chaotic  heaps  of  furniture  reetored  to 
their  proper  places.    Decidedly  nobody  but  myself  can  do  that, 

1  found  your  letter  to-day  on  my  return  from  Taviaiock  House, 
where  I  bad  gone  U>  sec  Forster.  He  is  staying  there  for  a  change, 
in  the  aliEence  of  the  Dickeuses.  I  had  promised  the  Mao- 
readya  to  go,  and  tell  him  about  her,  and  found  no  time  till  to-day. 
I  went  by  the  boat  to  Paul's  WL^irf,  like  a  goose,  and  found  myself 
BO  far  off  my  desiinalioni  Besides,  a  violent  thunder-shower  fell 
just  M  I  set  my  foot  on  land,  and  having  oa  a  pair  of  those  cheap 
boots  1  bought  a  stock  of  (chiefly  paper,  Mr.  Carlylel),  my  (e«t 
were  wet  through  iu  two  minutes.  I  went  in  a  shop  and  l)ougbt  a 
pair  of  stockings,  then  on  til]  I  found  a  good-looking  shoe-afaop, 
and  Inught  a  piur  of  real  boots;  left  my  dripping  stockings  and 
paper  boots  with  the  shoemaker,  rcqiiealing  that  when  they  were 
dry,  and  not  till  then,  he  would  pack  them  up  and  send  tbem  to  the 
care  of  Forster;  and  so  proceeded  on  my  long  walk  dry-ahod. 
Cleverly  managed,  don't  you  think!  and '  regardless  of  expense.' 
Forster  was  very  gind  to  see  me.  He  is  a  little  less  helpless,  hut 
still  on  flsh  diet.  I  got  into  a  Hi>lboni  omnibus  afier,  which  left 
me  at  the  top  of  Regent  Street;  and  then  I  went  to  Verey's.  and 
had— ft  beautiful  little  mutton  chop  and  a  glass  of  biltcr  alel  That 
is  the  sort  of  thing 'I  dol  It  was  my  second  dinner  at  Yerey's, 
Heat  dinners  at  home  are  as  nearly  impossible  as  can  bo,  and  one 
sleeps  ill  OD  lea-dinners.  The  charge  at  Verey's  is  very  moderate, 
aud  the  cooking  jierfect.  For  my  dinner  and  ale  today  I  paid  one- 
and-flvepence.  The  day  I  went  to  tlie  Foundry  I  dined  at  a  clean- 
looking  shop  in  the  Strand,  where  I  had  half  a  roast  cl lichen  (warm; 
veiy  amall  indeed),  a  large  slice  of  warm  ham,  and  three  new 
potatoes,  for  one  sbillingi  It  amuses  me,  all  that,  besides  keeping 
me  in  health;  and  for  tlie  outrage  to  'delicate  fomuleism,'  I  am 
beyond  all  such  considerations  nt  present  However,  1  sec  single 
women  besides  myself  at  Verey's — not  improper— governesses,  and 
the  like.     And  now  good-night;  I  am  off  to  bed. 

Wednattaj/. — Ah  I  it  is  a  tempting  of  Providence  always  to  COH' 
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gratulate  oneeelt  on  the  wratberl  To-day  Jt '  is  pouring  balcwaier- 
(OS  Holvn  used  lo  say),  arid  Uoa  so  poured  all  nlglit.  U  U  wcren'l 
[or  llie  patnl  aud  plaeler'a  snke  I  should  have  no  objocUon.  1  caJled 
at  tbo  London  Library  yesterday  on  my  way  homo  lo  got  Miidniue 
de  StiiEI'B  *  M^moires '  for  Count  Rtucbcnbach.  Hr.  Dodoc  '  never 
tomes  out  of  that  end  room  seeniiDgly.  Mr.  Jonts  v.aa  'absent 
three  days  for  a  little  pleasuring.'  The  tall  young  man  was  on 
eve  of  hU departure;  hiul  '  fouud  on  trial  of  six  years  tlint  the  plru^e 
didn't  suit  him,'     He  vas  going  lo  embark  in  a  silk  mamifnclory  a1 

Derby — 'a    very  good   opening    indeed.'      Mrs.    H M 

[did  I  lellyou?)  left  yoor  books  and  a  card  forme  just  before  leaving 
town.  Dllbcroglue  might  surely  call  that  'glorious  pnidencel' 
Neverlheleis  she  might  have  safely  relied  on  her  own  powers  of 
boring  me,  and  on  my  general  indispoBilion  to  intrude!  God  help 
ual  I  don't  know  of  any  fine  people  remiUniiig  exce]it  the  Fnrrara^ 
who  can't  get  away  for  fear  of  Iheir  house  being  rnUlKd.  Mna 
was  here  on  Sunday  morning,  nutl  made  my  hair  sliind  on  end  with 
hla  projucts.  It  bo  is  not  sliot.  or  in  an  Auslriiin  fortrr«B  wilbin 
the  month,  It  will  be  mtrre  by  good  luck  than  guml  guiding.  I  rely 
on  the  promise,  'Ood  ia  Itiod  to  woman,  fooU,  aud  dnuik  peuplu.' 
Kind  lovu  to  your  mother  and  all  of  them.  After  going  all  tlial 
way  to  BVierbome  for  two  doys,  wlm  knows  wholber  1  shan't  run  t< 
ScotsUrig  for  two  days  and  see  her  when  ehe  ifl  not  lliinlting  of  me! 

J.  w.  c. 

If  you  won't  go  to  Germany  alone,  and  don't  much  like  the  no- 
tion, h  there  no  Ultle  ludgini;  lo  be  got  by  the  scafi<le,  within  reach 
of  Suoisbrig'a  butter  and  eggs,  for  two  or  three  weolis, — for  your- 
self, I  uiconl  • 

LETTER  145. 
T.  CitrlyU,  Seolsbrig, 

Cbplna:  Satnrda;,  Aug.  U.  IBU 
'With  the  best  intetiliona  always  unfortuu:ite.'  1  was  putting 
together  my  packet  yesnerday,  when  Dr.  Weber'  csaio,  aud  stayed 
long  enough  to  belnie  the  whole  affair.  He  iiecmcd  l«nt  on  eoming 
up  to  Ibe  immense  cxpeclntions  I  must  have  formed  of  liim.  And 
UiateicessiTedcsire  to  please  was  Just  what  T  disliked  him  fur.     BiA 


IB  clever  and  genllcmuilj,  and  thoroupli going,  lo  appearance  at 
lenBt,  when  looked  at  in  front;  for  the  back  of  litslicadmidneck.  and 
alldowD,  has  a  different  charocler,  much  less  bred,  nnd  lessiutellcct- 
vtai;  '  tbe  human  curve ' '  not  eo  well  defined.  He  reminds  mc  of  a 
statue  that  hod  been  perfectly  polished  in  from,  ftud  left  rough-hewn 
behind,  to  Btand  with  ila  back  to  a  wall.  He  gave  me  the  moat 
flourisbiog  accounts  of  Lord  aud  Lndy  A.  A.ad  wc  parted  after 
'  Hweariog  everlasting  friendship '  lo  a  certain  very  limited  extent 
Tonr  letter  came  after;  and  also,  alas!  came  news,  through  Mr 
Piper.'  of  the  death  ot  Mozzini's  moUier.  Tbc  accountB  had  been 
written  to  Mrs.  Hawkea  in  two  Ictlors.    She  found  them  on  her 

> return  from  town,  where  she  bad  been  all  day,  aud,  opening  first 
the  iBller  which  told  only  of  n  stroke  of  aiwpkxy,  the  rushed  off  to 
iiazzm\  with  the  news.  Having  retumcd  to  bir  uwu  hduac,  she 
opened  lliesecond letter,  which,  in  hcrogitalioa,  she  had  not  locjked 
&1,  And  TutLDd  it  au  tm  noun  cement  of  deittb.  and  so  li&d  again  to  go 
to  Mazzini.  He  is  dreadfully  struck  down,  the  Pipers  say.  I  have 
Dot  seen  him.  1  wrote  him  a  fuw  lines  last  night,  und  took  them  up 
tnywlf,  but  would  not  go  to  him,  though  Urs.  Piper  thought  it 
might  be  good  for  him  (o  sec  me.  I  am  sure  Uierc  are  too  mimy 
bothering  him  with  kindness. 
Kind  regards  lo  oU. 

■  Yours  affectionately, 

[  Jane  W.  C. 

LETTER  146. 

rnder  way  for  Oermany  at  last.  My  firat  visit.  I  remember  tuo 
well  the  base  mineriea.  and  even  horrors  (physical,  chiefly),  which 
had  now  begun  (or  me,  and  did  not  cease  till  the  voyage  did.  At 
inidnlBljt  (August  S9  it  must  have- bee  n^  1  embarked  at  Lelthona 

P  email  Botterdniii  steamer  (laden  to  the  lip  with  iron  I  found,  and  llie 
Mneasiealor  kicking  little  wretchca);  never  sailed  in  Buch  a  crafl 
-befora,  or  since;  rested  lilile,  slept  worse  (esccpl  on  a  bench  in  llie 
Ubinii  BteamlioKt}  till  I  got  to  Bonn.  Neuberji  waitingon  the  bcadi 
tor  ine — Neuberg — but  not  any  alaep  there  either,  tfui/ 
Hon.  Byng.  called  Poodle  Byng  all  his  dayn,  the  Eton  name  he 
had. 

'  Engrusb  '  for  '  ingmliale "  (a  very  old  eiprpfwlon  of  ours). 
ttiril  eiaittrfii  itimtibie.&c:  RobeBpiem. — a  Parisian  myth  which 
Q.  Lewes  uaed  tu  yive  us  with  first-rate  mimicry.  Ac. 

Panny  is  ■Irish  Fanny,' whom  Irecullcct  wull;  Hbc  was  by  nature 
B  very  good  girl  (aud  got  full  generoiisly  treated  hero,  even  to  Iho 

HmlDi's  i>brue.    PJaCInsuer,  lor  (at.  was '  lodag  tho  hiunm  curve.' 
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vUig  ot  her  life,  I  might  say),  and  she  did  well  forafearor  more; 

il  after  that  sunk  lo  the  cummua  level  or  below  it,  and  liad  to 
disnppeor  like  the  others. 

'Beautiful  enthusiiuin.'^Foolisih,  inflated  English  tody,  of  tbe 
elderly  goTermjas  kiud,  who  oiice  cnnie  lo  ub   at  CraiK^putlock 

! where  we  iiod  liiilo  tieud  of  her),  spoke  much  to  A«r  oi  a  *  Ba-ing 
.coiUdlove,'  'Brush  the  down  from  the  cheek  of,'  Ac— T,  C, 
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To  T.  OarlyU.  Btq.,  Bonn. 

Cbelaea:  Tuewla;  nigM.  Sept.  IHBS. 

When  I  returned  from  Addiacomhe  yesterday  forenoon,  1  saw  a 
loller  on  the  table,  and  cut  short  poor  Nero's  Tebenienl  leaping  to 
take  it;  and  lo!  it  was  my  own  letter  from  Roltcrdum,  addressed  lo 
the  London  Library,  St.  James'  Square!  a  fact  whicli  puziled  me 
extremely.  '  An  old  man "  hitd  brought  It  from  there,  and  said  '  a 
shilling  Iiad  been  paid  for  it.'  the  second  shilling  the  unlucky  dui 
had  cost.  By-aud-by  I  noticed  that  the  cuTelope  had  llie  London 
Library  mark  on  it,  and  then  the  small  mystery  was  solved.  1  had 
written  the  letter  at  tlie  London  Llhrnry,  after  some  bonre  of  wild 
galloping  in  a  street  cab  to  ascertdin  about  tbe  passport :  Indeed  that 
passport  affair  was  as  pretty  a  version  of  '  Simon  Brodie's  Cow '  as 
any  I  have  lately  hud  on  liand.  To-day  I  have  to  thruik  you  fora 
letter  more  agreeable  lo  receive  than  that  one.  As  you  have  not 
got '  stolen  or  strayed '  hitbeKo,  one  may  now  feel  a  moderate 
assurance  that  you  will  be  safely  landed  at  the  fur  end  ot  this 
journey  to — what  shall  I  say! — Flaeti  I '  Meuberg  being  not  likely 
eitlier  to  lose  sight  of  yoii,  or  to  lose  patience  with  you. 

The  Addiecombe  programme  wis  only  once  changed, 
on  the  Saturday  iuatend  of  the  Friday,  separately  of  cou 

steamboat  and  railway.     The  Q a,  baby  and  all.  cai 

hour  after  me;  and  ao  hour  after  them  the  Foodie. 
was  as  sweet  as  «yrup,  and  dreadfully  tiresome,  her  1 
engruthing  HtmseM,  trii  aimabk  dang  la  wcUti,  and  the  baby  a  *btl 
of  fascination 'seemingly  for  every  one  but  me.  The  visit  went  off 
harmoniously,  but  I  got  no  better  sleep  in  my  entirely  curlainleM 
bed  there  than  among  the  bugs  at  number  two.*  OnMonday  forenoon 

the  G B  and  I  came  back  togeiher  by  the  railway.    Lady  A. 

vos  to  come  too.  and  sleep  at  BalU  House,  and  go  to  the  Qisnge 


;Iby 

e  about  an 

Mre.  O. 


>  FlMa  {iftix  Faul'B 
)  Id  Cbejne  Baw.  ■ 
n  IwuM.— J.  A.  F, 


W  during  the  repolre  In  Oftrijk's 
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this  morniiig.    Mr.  0 invited  mo  to  dine  with  them  the  same 

evening;  but  I  preferred  a  cliop  and  silence  at  liome.  Ho  Beema 
to  be  verj  fond  of  me,  has  a  perception,  1  think,  that  I  don't  adore 
his  wife,  and  is  grateful  to  me  for  that.  I  was  engaged  to  tea  at 
the  Farrars  to-ciglit;  but  a  note  came  from  Annie  to  ss;  thai  her 
mother  was  lying  ill  wi:h  a  blister  on  her  buck,  and  her  sister 
brought  home  from  a  visit  she  bad  been  making  with  her  mm 
broken,  and  oUiorwiHeall  fmaghed  by  a  dreadful  fall.  Poor  girll 
I  saw  her  the  day  before  I  wout  to  Addiscombe  looking  so  pretty. 

Thurtdas  taorning. — At  this  point  I  stopped  on  Tuesday  nigbt, 
the  thunder  and  rain  becoming  too  loud  'for  anything.'  It  was 
Btill  raining  violently  when  I  went  to  bed{inyouTroom — thebedupi 
for  tha  rest,  curpetleaa  and  full  of  lumber),  so  1  left  only  ooe  of  llie 
I  wiudows  open ;  nnd  what  with  the  p^nt  smell,  and  the  fatigue  of 
gnftilcd  up  all  the  hangings  myself,  aod  the  want  of  sleep  at 
W  two  and  at  Addiscombe,  I  took  quite  ill  in  the  middle  of 
-colic,  and  Euch  hendachel  In  the  morning  I  crawled  f 
^to  tlio  sofa  in  the  parlour,  and  lay  there  all  day,  till  eleven  at  L 
.  noise  going  on  arouod  me  like  * 
been  for  Fanny's  kindness,  wlio, 
when  all  else  llutt  she  could  do  foiled,  fairly  took  to  crying  and 
sobbing  over  me,  I  think  I  must  have  died  of  the  very  horror  and 
desolation  of  the  thing;  for  the  plasterers  came  back  yesterday  to 
flnisU  the  cornice  in  the  new  room,  and  the  bricklayers  were  tramp- 
ing out  and  in  repairing llie  backyard;  anil  the  painter  was  making 
a  rare  smell  of  new  point  in  my  old  bedroom;  besides  the  two  car- 
pentcTB,  into  wliose  head  the  devil  put  it  to  saw  the  whole  day,  at 
God  knows  what,  without  a  moment's  intermiesion,  except  to 
hammer.  I  have  passed  a  good  many  bad  days  in  this  world,  but 
certainly  never  one  bo  utterly  wretched  from  mere  phy^cal  and 
material  causes  as  yealerday.  It  is  over  now,  however,  that  bout, 
and  I  should  be  thankful  to  have  held  out  so  long. 

In  the  evening  came  a  note,  which  I  was  not  up  to  looking  at  till 
some  hours  after,  when  lo!  it  was  s  few  hurry-scurry  lines  from 
John,  lo  say  that  he  and  '  the  Ba-lng '  were  actually  engaged ;  tbey 
were  all  well,  I  was  to  tell  you,  andhodgot  your  letter.  No  news- 
paper reached  mo  eicepl  the  Alfienirutn,  which  I  supposed  had 
been  overlooked  at  Bcolsbrig.  I  hope  poor  John  is  '  making  a  good 
thing  of  it; '  the  '  parties '  having  known  each  other  for  fifteen 
years,  it  is  possible  Ihey  mayn't  be  marrying  on  a  basis  of  flctioiL 
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Reflecting  with  a faalf-Lragical.  bulCcomical  feeliDg  that  John  -n 
just  my  own  age.  I  turned  to  aQuther1(>tt«rslil)lriDgunop«De<t.  and 
found  what  might  have  been  a  proposal  of  marriBge  to — myself  '.  had 
jou  not  been  alive  at  Boun.  A  man  v/ho,  having  wished  to  mntiy 
me  at  fifteen,  and  'with  ilichegtintoalioDsproTeduDfonuDate,'  and 
whom  I  had  seen  hut  once  lltcse  twenty  years,  now  '  Ihought  him- 
aeir  sufficiently  master  of  his  emotiona  lo  dare  lo  tell  mc  that  for 
nearly  forty  years  (t)  he  had  loved  me  with  the  same  woishlpfu] 
love — me,  the  only  human  aoul  who  ever  poasessed  the  key  to  Ua 
lochad  heart  1 '  And  they  say  man  is  an  fnconataDt  animal  I 
Poor  follow  1  I  am  nfraid  he  must  be  going  to  die,  or  to  go  ma 
or  ho  would  have  continued  to  pursue  the  silent  aysteni,  which  u 
must  have  rendered  caay  to  him.  The  practical  inference  from  nl] 
this,  and  a  good  deal  more  I  coulil  instance,  is  that  the  laws  of 
nature  in  the  matter  of  love  seem  decidedly  to  be  getting  themaclvea 
new  made;  'the  bloom'  not  to  be  so  'speedily  swept  from  the 
cheek  of  that  beautiful  euthuaiaam,' 

You  may  calculate  on  Imving  your  bedroom  quite  ready  and  the 
new  room  in  a  cleiiiied  out  state,  not  papered  ;  but  really  that  is 
easily  lo  he  borne  after  what  has  been  to  bear.  The  door  In  the 
parlour  has  been  left  as  it  was.  partly  because  I  dreaded  to  let  the 
wretches  begin  any  new  mess,  and  partly  because  I  Cod  the  room 
can  be  made  en  warm  for  winter  by  having  (be  door  opened  into  the 
passage,  and  the  folding-door  apace  completely  flllod  by  the  screen. 
Kow  tliat  I  see  a  probable  end  to  the  carpenters  and  bricklayen,  1 
may  tell  you,  without  putting  you  quite  wild,  that  Mr.  Morgan  h 
b(>GQ  here  just  twice  since  you  left  home,  and  neither  time  hare  I 
seen  him.  The  flret  time  I  wasout  at  'tlie  balloon,'  and  the  wcond 
time  was  yesterday,  when  I  was  on  my  buck  in  on  agony,  nnd 
could  not  have  stood  up  for  anyone.  The  liolheration  of  houodiog 
OD  the  men  of  such  a  careless  maeter,  and  the  responEibHlty  of  d 
reding  Ihem,  yon  may  partly  figure.  Pnuny  is  the  beat  comfort  T 
have  hnd,  so  willing  lo  fly  over  the  moon  for  me.  and  always  making 
light  of  her  discomforts.  And  now  I  must  write  a  word  of  con- 
gratulatloa  to  John. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

J.  W.  0. 
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icolch  'Court  of  ^1 


John  Clerk  (Lord  Eldin  uUimaiely).  ot  (he  Bcolch  ' 
BessioD,'  a  man  of  great  fnculty  anil  singular,  rather  cynical,  wuyB, 
and  much  famed  in  Edinliurgli,  wm  a  dUetlanie  in  art  wliliitl,  tmd 
an  eipensiTe  collector  of  pictiircH.  Atterbis  long-delayed odTsnce- 
~  ~ '  lo  tlie  LcDcli  iiJE  faculties  boEiui  to  decline,  uud  many  sloriea 
■'      '  -    ■  ■■  • .-..-^-,^Er 


of  bis  out  breaks  v 


i'MitoroDe  Jbj(1o  Lord  Eldin): 


(TiBlion)t    TiahoD  Dever  did  tbe  like  o'l.'    Jeffrey's  story  to  ui  I 
(tweBty  yeais  before). 

At  Craigcupuitock,  fooliitb  mBD^crvaut  of  oura,  reporting  b 
procedures  on  nn  crmnd   lo   Etiinburgh:  'Called   for  Mr.  Inglls,  1 
ma^m,   MeesTS.  "Donald   (Donndle)  and   Inglia.   m'm.'     'Told  ma  J 
Inglis  nas  not  in,  but  Mr.  Doondle  yes,  who  was  all  the  same  as 
Hr^  Jnglia.' 

To  T.  CarlyU,  FuiU  BaltinU,  Dradm. 

Ch^sea:  Bundar,  Sept.  18,  IBH. 

As  there  was  alrcmiy  a  letter  gone  to  you,  dear,  and  as  next  day 
was  Sunday,  when  there  would  be  some  hnman  quiet,  I  did  not 
answer  yesterday  by  relum  of  post,  but  went  inslead  to  the  city, 
where  I  bad  business.  Indeed,  it  was  well  to  get  out  into  space 
yesterday,  for  the  plasterers  were  rubbing  about  like  demons, 
flnishing  off.  and  clearing  sway  tbeir  scaffoldings,  Ac,  Rod  tlis 
plumbers  were  once  more  boiling  lead  in  tbe  kitclien,  to  repair 
iB  spout  on  the  roof,  and  a  note  I  had  written  to  Mr.  Morgan,  that 
your  brother  Alick  'never  did  the  like o',' in  point  of  sarcasm,  had 
produced  an  iuBui  of  things  perfectly  bewildering.  And  tlie  two 
carpenters,  who  have  been  loo  long  together,  fell  to  quarrelling  so 
loud,  that  I  bod  lo  send  the  painter  to  eipress  my  sentiments.  In 
fact,  it  was  a  patent  hell  here  yesterday  for  any  'lover  of  quiet 
things.'' 

In  the  evening  I  bad  a  vea-party  to  wind  up  with.  Had  madly 
invited  some  people  to  meet  a  nian,  who,  after  all,  couldn't  come, 
but  will  come  next  Tuesday  inaleud.  Tbe  man  was  Herzen,*  whom 
you  have  had  some  correspondence  wiiu.  He  is  in  London  for  a 
abort  lime,  imd  WJ19  very  bent  on  seeing  you;  and  8affl,  wboia 
much  with  him.  asked  leave  to  bring  him  lo  me,  not  as  being  '  all 
s  Mr,  Donndle."  bat  as  the  Hndea  through  which  these 


I 


I 
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jwople  pass  to  you — of  hope  to.  So  I  snid  lie  might  bring  him  lut 
night,  ADtl  Mked  Darwin,  and  the  Beicbeobocbs,  and  BrookBeld  to 
meet  him — all  in  this  end  of  a  room.  There  were  six  of  us,  and 
we  apoke  four  Imguagcs,  and  it  is  all  to  be  done  over  agaia  on 
Tueaday.  Herzen  is  not  a  Gennun  aayou  fancied  him,  but  a  Kua- 
Bian;  and  be  in  rich,  which  is  indicated  by  bia  having  given 
Mazzini  two  huaJred  pounds  for  ble  objects. 

Cbapmau  haa  told  Baffl  to  write  him  tijree  articles,  one  on  Italian 
teligion,  two  more  on  Italian  literature;  and  Saffl  is  very  thankful 
to  you.  The  other  Cbnpmon,  when  Iwaa  in  his  siiop  the  other  day 
to  get  a  not«  from  him  to  QrifUihs,'  mad<j  mo  agun  the  ofCerof 
'yery  ad^aptageous  tenns'  tor  a  novel  of  ray  own;  so  I  have 
sometliing  to  retire  upon'*  in  prospect,  not  inferior  to  'an  old 

But  meanwhile  what  a  pity  it  ia  that  you  can't  get  any  good 
'sleep;  all  tbe  rest  would  be  made  smooth  for  you  were  that  one 
condition  granted.  It  is  not  only  (Jerman  beds,  however.  Ihat  one 
can't  got  sleep  in.  Three  nights  ago  in  desperation  I  took  a  great 
dose  of  morphia  for  the  same  state  of  things,  and  was  thankful  to 
get  four  hours  of  aometliing  like  forgetfulness  by  that  '  question- 
able' means.  I  sin  not  otherwise  ill,  however;  thut  one  horrid 
headache  I  told  you  of  has  been  my  only  real  illness  since  you 
left. 

I  bad  a  long,  very  nice  letter  from  John  two  days  ago.  HU 
marriage  is  not  to  come  oil  liU  November  or  December.  He  talks 
about  it  with  an  innocent  faith  that  is  quite  touching,  and  already 
seema  to  be  '  seeing  hts  way '  more  clearly  than  I  ever  knew  him  to 
do.  Thomas  ErskJne,  too,  wrote  to  me  tliat '  he  loved  me  much,' 
and  wished  he  could  see  what  Qod  intended  me  for,  I  answered 
bjs  letter,  bogging  him  to  tell  me  'what  God  intended  me  for,' 
aince  he  knew  and  I  didn't.  It  would  b«  a  satisfaction  even  lo 
know  it.  It  is  surely  a  kind  of  iniplcty  to  speak  of  God  as  if  Bq, 
too,  were  "with  the  best  intentions  always  unfortunate.'  Either  I 
am  just  what  God  intended  me  for,  or  God  cannot  '  carry  out '  Hii 
intentions,  it  would  aeeni.  And  in  that  case  I.  for  '  one  solitary 
individual.'  can't  worship  Him  the  least  in  the  world, 

I  had  a  visit  tbe  other  morning  from  Coopt^r,  the  Chaitiat; 
come,  not  to  pay  the  five  pounds  he  borrowed,  but  to  '  ask  for 
more  I  *    You  had  desired  him,  be  said,  to  apply  lo  you  again,  if  he 


till 
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were  kgain  in  difficulty  !  1  1  told  him  lliaC  I  '  bad  itocie  to  g^ve 
liim.'  and  Lc  took  ills  refusal  like  amun  uettl  to  U,  quite  '  ligbt  i 

Knnny  is  really  a  nice  senrant;  a  daah  of  Irbh  'rougli  and 
ready '  id  lier,  but  a  good  clcuaer.  and  a  good  cook,  aad  u  perfect 
incaroolion  of  '  The  Willing  Mind  ! '  Very  tidy  too  io  ler  o 
person,  under  all  cIrcumBiancea.  Ao  awful  complication  reveated 
jteelf  two  or  three  daysaftursbe  came,  which  sbe  stood  by  mo  under 
with  a  julliness  that  vac  quite  admirable.  When  the  new-piunicd 
kiliJtea  was  capable  of  being  slept  in,  she  fell  \o  taking  tlje  bed  ii 
pieces  togive  it  '  a  good  waaliing.'  Anne,  nho  would  nevur  txi  a 
the  trouble  to  look  to  Iter  bed,  protended,  when  bIic  did  finally  take 
it  down  by  my  express  order,  before  ebe  went  away,  to  have 
found   'nothing  worth  mentloDing;'  'just  four  bugs,'  and   these 

very  small  ones,'  like  the  ^rl's  illegitimate  diild.    Weill  I  was 

tiling  writing  here,  when  Fanny  came  and  said,  '  Do  step 
idown,  ma'am,  and  see  what  1  have  kept  to  show  you;'  and  when  I 
had  gone  down,  not  knowing  what  she  had  been  at,  there  lay  her 
twd  all  in  pieces,  and  beside  it  a  large  basin  of  water,  containiog 
the  drowned  bodies  of  sometbing  like  two  hundred  bugs  1 1  The 
bed  perfectly  swarmed  with  lliese  '  small  beings ;'  was  in  fact  im 
pregnaled  witli  Ihem  beyond  cvea  my  cleansing  powers.     Wo 

ithered  It  all  up,  aud  carried  it  out  into  the  garden  to  be  sold  to  a 
'liroker,  who  is  coming  for  certain  rubbleh  of  things ;  and  I  went 
tiio  same  day  and  bought  a  lillle  iron  bcdElcod  for  the  kitchen,  for 
one  pound  two-and-sispenco.  The  horror  of  lliese  bugs  quite 
maddened  me  for  many  days  ;  and  I  would  not  tell  you  of  them  at 
the  time,  that  you  migbt  not  feel  them  prospectively  biting  you  ; 
but  now  I  think  we  are  '  quite  shut '  of  thcml'  The  painter's  cou- 
tolalion,  that  he  '  knew  fine  housee  in  Belgrarc  Square  where  they 
were  crawling  about  the  drawing-room  floors!'  did  not  help  n 

italL 
The  poor  white  cat  no  longer  gires  offence  to  Nero;  I  suppose 
couldn't  Bland  the  muddle,'  like  that  girl  who  went  away  into 

iflnite  apace  two  weeks  ago.  Darwin  says,  if  I  can  put  Up  with 
'a  cat  with  a  bad  heart,'  I  may  have  his,  '  That  minds  me'  (as 
Helen  used  to  say)  of  au  Italian,  living  with  Mazzint  at  present, 
who  is  beating  Saffi  hollow  in  '  the  pursuit  of  Engllish  under  diffl- 
Gulties;'  ailting  down  by  some  Englishman  the  other  day,  he  Bold 
"floeally,'  'Now  lot  we  have  a  nice  ca(  togctherr  (chat). 
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How  disappointed  poor  BOlte  will  be  that  I  am  not  along  with 
you!    I  will  write  to  her  one  day. 

Mr.  Kenyon  and  Browning  left  their  cards  for  me  yesterday.  I 
heard  at  Addiscombe  that  Macaulay  was  ill  of  some  mortal  disease, 
but  the  information  seemed  vague.  Thiers  is  expected  at  the 
Grange  the  first  of  November,  *  to  stay  till  they  come  to  London, 
and  live  on  at  Bath  House  after.'  And  now,  a  Jew,  a  Jew!  for  I 
have  still  some  writing  to  do  before  I  go  out:  a  letter  to  Gkraldine 
in  the  Isle  of  Man,  and  one  to  John.  My  love  to  Neuberg,  and  bid 
him  *  be  strong.' 

AJBtectionately  yours, 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  148. 
*  To  r.  CarlyU,  Poste  Bestante,  Berlin, 

90  Hemus  Terrace,  Chelsea:  Sept.  86. 18Bt. 
By  this  time,  dear  you  will  have  got  my  letter  to  Dresden.  I 
wrote  there  according  to  your  first  instructions.  Since  then  I  have 
been  rather  pleased  that  uncertainly  about  your  whereabout  afford- 
ed me  a  fair  excuse  for  observing  silence.  In  all  my  life  I  was 
never  in  a  state  more  unfavourable  to  letter-writing;  so  '  entangled 
in  the  details,'  *  and  so  continually  out  of  temper.  I  have  often 
said  that  I  couldn't  be  at  the  trouble  to  hate  anyone;  but  now  de- 
cidedly I  hate  one  man — Mr. 1    His  conduct  has  been  perfectly 

shameful;  not  a  promise  kept,  and  not  even  an  apology  made  for 
breaking  them.  I  have  ceased  to  write  to  him,  or  send  any  mes- 
sages to  him.  I  merely  pray  God  to  '  very  particularly  damn  him. ' » 
The  carpenters,  bricklayers,  and  plasterers  are  all  gone  out  of  the 
house;  there  are  still  some  odds  and  ends  for  the  carpenter  to  do. 
and  the  bricklayer  will  be  outside;  but  the  only  work  doing  for  the 

last  week  has  been  painting.     And  though  Mr. promised  that 

two  more  painters  should  be  sent  to  help  the  one  already  here,  that 
promise  has  gone  ad  plures.  Neither  will  he  send  back  the  paper- 
hangers  to  finish  in  the  staircase.  With  this  one  painter  if  was  im- 
possible to  do  all  that  was  needed  before  your  return.     So  I  have 

'  John's  i)hra8e. 

*  Old  McTiirk,  on  paying  bis  reapers  at  evening  (who  had  taken  to  '  kemp,' 
and  spoiled  him  much  stuff),  said  to  each,  with  the  2«.  6d.,  '  God  damn  youl ' 

and  to  one  old  woman  (originator  of  the  thing),  *  And  God  particularly 

you,  ye  b ! ' 
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had  to  give  ii|i  the  pnioUug  o(  tbo  lower  rooms-^loo  tUiiukful  to 
gel  them  Uiorouglily  clcuot^d  once  more,  and  rcfiunisbed.    Foiiny 
Mid  Mrs.  Hefwood  were  two  duya  washing  llie  old  paint,  wlille  I 
clc&ued  Ibe  paper;  and  two  dii;s  more  il  took  us  to  liring  tbe  fur- 
ls old  coadilion.    Tbe  new  room  is  cleaned  out,  and  Loa 
k  the  old  fuTDJture  in  it;  sod.  though  aufflcieuUy  bore- looking,  will 
I  Sot  be  uninhabitable  duiing  the  wiuier,  niid  when  it  is  papered  nod 
^  fiiTniahMl  prettily,  it  will  be  a  very  flue  room  indeed.    Cbalmers  > 
[  taid.  with  a  look  of  envy,  that  we  eouldii't  have  got  a  house  Willi 
I  kwii  a  room  iii  it  under  a  huudred  and  ftfly  pounds  a  year. 

The  new  bedroom  upslttirs  is  Btlll  repreBenting  the  '  belly  of 

I'  ChoOB,'  nil  things  thrown  out  of  their  old  pinrcs  finding  refuge 

r  thtrre.  but  my  old  bedioom  will  be  ■  belter  than  1  deserve ' '  till  the 

F  olUer  is  ready.    The  bed  is  up  there,  willioui  curluius,  but  liie  work 

r  of  rchahililittion  is  going  on  in  it:  so  that  it  will  be  reikdy  for  sleep> 

L  Jng  in.  when  one  can  Eafely  sleep  In  tbe  house  at  fdl ;  which  is  not 

I  present,  tbo  new  pamt  io  tlie  staircases  poisoning  ilic 

*  whole  bouse.     And  your  bedroom!    Abl  that  has  been  the  cruelest 

(  aSL    I  had  it  paialcd  the  fii'st  Thing,  that  it  might  be  well 

nirtd  for  you:  and  the  presses  you  wished  for,  which  they  would 

not  make  on  the  spot,  but  must  have  made  at  tlic  workshop,  were 

ordered,  and  promised  to  be  all  painted  there  to  save  ua  the  smell ; 

'    and,  behold !  after  keeping  me  up  with  Ibis  delusion  for  six  weeks, 

■'^Miey  bring  Ihem  home  in  raw  wood— declaring  tliey  could  not  be 

tnted  till  they  were  fixed  ttp,    And  so  that  room,  where  I  had 

in  sleeping  for  a  week,  had  to  be  again  abandoned.     I  could  not 

f  the  sofa  in  the  parlour  again,  for  the  passage  wiis  all  iu  wet 

ttint,  and  1  fell  myself  growing  quite  ill:  got  up  every  luuming 

It  a  Kick  lieadacbe,  and  had  got  hack  my  old  sicknees  through 

Uie  day,  which  I  had  hoped  was  gone  for  good.    So  there  was  no 

e  in  staying  on  Lill  I  took  a  nervous  fever,  or  some  such  thing, 

QEwenloff  then  on  n  new  bunt  for  lodgings;  itnd  found  a  decent 

le  Bportmenl  next  door  to  Mrs.  Tborburu,  whose  house  was  fully 

I  have  Ihc  ground  floor,  and  my  bed  is  quite  free  of  '  small 

ags,'  au  unspeakable  mercy!     Indeed,  il  is  a  very  comfortable 

le  bedroom,  iliougb  feebly  furnished ;  and  Ilie  pi-opic  veiy  dcctut. 

et  people,     I  go  home  to  breakfast  eveiy  morning,  and  work 

re  very  hard  lill  dinner-time — two  o'clock,  and  for  an  hour  after, 

IS  long  as  I  can  bear  the  smell:  and  Iben  1 ''ome  back  here  Io 
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early  tea.  and  Bpeud  tbe  evening  in  pure  air.  The  quantity  o!  work 
it  takes  to  lusloi'e  urdor  at  Clir-yne  Itow,  nad  repair  the  luiti  of  tli&I 
genenil  upluru,  ia  perfectly  incrediljle.  Tiiree  fliltings,  lliey  any. 
is  equal  to  aSro;  but  u  '  Ihoruiigh  repair'  is  equal  to  iliree  Area. 

Oh.  ileur,  iu  cose  I  forj^t  Haason!  Hasann  is  quite  fmutlc  at 
Laving  received  uo  l«atimoaiftl '  from  you.  Tlie  eloctiuu  tukes 
place  oa  the  flftb;  so  pray  try  to  wrii«  to  him  in  line.  1  prouiscit 
10  tell  you  his  ardeut  wish  as  soon  oa  I  knew  where  (o  liit  you  wiiU 
K  letter. 

I  see  hardly  anybody;— going  nowhere.    Dr.  H liae  called 

fottr  times  (I)  vrithout  findiug  ma;  two  of  Uie  tifflee  I  was  in  the 
house — ail  teerel.  Darwin  is  into  his  new  bouse,  and  now  o&  to 
Shrewsbury  tor  a  tittle  while.  The  Farmrs  arc  gooe  to  Halvcrn, 
Poor  Mrs.  Mocready  is  gone;  died  at  PlymoUtli  on  the  eigbteeulk 
Miss  Macready  wrote  me  a  long,  most  kind  letUr,  telling;  me  that 
till  her  last  hour  she  '  loved  lue  much.'  Her  life  had  become  too 
suffering,  it  is  best  tbst  it  is  over. 

I  should  like  to  have  Beeu  QOthe'B  and  Schiller's  house  wilh  you. 
Id  fact  your  travels,  though  you  make  tliem  out  rather  disagree- 
able than  otherwise,  took  to  me  quite  templing. 

I  hove  given  you  a  good  dose  of  the  house  this  lime;  and,  bo- 
sides  that,  t  have  really  no  news  worth  telling.  A.  Sterling  came 
one  day;  returned  from  Scotland,  and  on  the  road  to  Cowes — a 
dreadfully  corpulent  black  Werter.  A  letter  from  John  would  be 
lying  for  you  at  Dresden  with  mine,  so  1  need  not  ti-ll  his  plttns. 
I  hope  I  shall  like  this  new  sisler-iolftw.  He  seems  to  think  1  have 
as  much  share  In  marrying  her  as  himself  has. 

John  Welsh  has  been  made  much  of  at  Belfast,  and  complimented 
in  public  by  Colonel  Sykea.  He  seat  me  a  Belfast  newspaper.  Oh! 
I  had  nearly  forgotten — Lady  Stanley  has  been  iu  town,  and  seat  to 
ask  when  she  could  find  me,  or  it  I  would  come  to  her.  Drank  le« 
with  her — wont  and  came  in  omnibus,  but  having  Mrs.  Heywood 
with  me  by  way  of  lady's-mmd.  And  now,  good-night.  1  am 
very  tired;  and  the  tireder  I  am,  the  less  1  Bleep. 

Yours  aHeclionately, 

Jake  Cabltlb. 
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LETTER  UO. 
n  T,  Carlj/k,  BrUiA  S<M,  Uitlw  den  Linden,  Btrlin. 

ChelsBk:  Ocl.  S,  leSS. 

I  write,  dear,  since  jou  bid  me  write  ag^nj  but  upon  m;  boDour 
it  were  better  to  leave  me  sileDt;  all  the  Uiougtils  of  my  heart  juit 

aow  are  curses  oi^  Mr. .     I  have  oola  word  of  cotufort  to  give; 

1  am  wekried  sod  Had  aud  crose;  feel  as  if  de^tlb  had  been  dissolved 
into  %  liquid,  aod  1  bud  dniuk  of  it  till  1  was  full  I  Qood  grseiousl 
Ibat  wet  paiot  should  have  Uie  power  of  poisouiog  one's  aoul  as 
well  as  ODe's  bodyl  But  it  is  not  the  wet  point  simpljr;  it  ts  tlie 
provocation  of  haviug  an  abominable  process  spun  out  so  iolermiD- 
ably,  and  the  prospect  of  your  finding  your  bause  hardly  liabitable 
after  such  long  absence  and  weary  travel.  Never  in  all  my  life  bas 
my  temper  been  ao  tried.  So  ausious  I  have  been  to  get  on,  and 
tbe  workmen  only  sent  here,  seemingly,  when  tbej  have  nowhere 

elw  to  go,  and  Mr.  dniudled  away  into  a  mythi    Not  once 

have  I  seen  bis  face)  I  will  have  your  bedroom  at  least  in  order 
for  you.  and  If  the  smell  of  the  staircase  is  loo  bad,  you  must  jual 
stay  the  shorter  time  here.  Lady  A.  wrote  to  invite  us  to  the  Orange 
on  the  fifteeutb.  for  'a  long  visii,'  and  I  have  engaged  to  go — mj- 

il(  for  a  week  or  ten  days;  but  you,  I  said,  could  stay  longer  it 
would  be  tbc  better  for  you.    We  shall  see  bow  It  smells  when  you 
and  need  not  make  long  programmes. 

For  myself  I  have  been  sleeping  about  al  home,  again,  have  done 
Monday.  I  bod  to  give  up  my  snug  little  lodging  suddenly 
Ud  reiBMD  here,  tor  "reaitons  which  il  lujiy  b(!  interesting  not  lo 
state.'  As  the  painter  (only  one  can  I  get)  points  me  out  of  one 
Boor,  I  move  lo  another;  but  I  have  slept  oftenest  in  the  back  par- 
lour, on  the  sofa,  which  stands  there  in  permanency,  and  which, 
with  four  chairs  and  a  quantity  of  pillows,  1  have  made  Inte  an 
excellent  bed.  Bui  surely  it  were  more  agreeable  lo  write  of  some- 
tliiug  else. 

Dr.  H then!    What  Doctor  H means  I  am  at  a  loss  lo 

conjecture,  but  that  be  comes  here  utieuer  than  natural  ia  a  positive 
fact.  After  the  five  ineQectual  visits  he  made  a  sixth,  which  was 
■ucceasful.  I  was  at  hoHie,  and  he  stayed  an  hour  and  half  I — look, 
ing  so  lovingly  into  my  eyes  that  I  felt  more  puzzled  than  ever.  Is 
It  10  hear  of  Lady  A.  he  comes?  1  lhoi'?ht,  aod  started  that  topic, 
bat  he  let  it  drop  wiihorU  any  appeaituice  ot  i^Ui:u^bi  y 
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'He  is  811  Austrian,'  I  thought  again,  and  all  AustdauB  are  born 
spies,  Reicheabacli  sBid;  he  may  know  I  am  the  friend  of  Masiini, 
and  be  wanting  to  find  out  thiaga  of  him ;  so  IheD  I  brought 
Dame  of  Mozzini,  bal  that  was  also  no  go.  When  Le  wan  going 
away  he  esiA.  '  In  a  few  days  I  will  do  myaelt  Ibe  honour  of  cRlling 
again!'  I  did  not  want  him  to  be  taking  up  my  lime  in  the  mora- 
ingg,  BO  I  sold,  *  It  waa  the  merest  cliauce  tiodiii^  rae  at  present  in 
the  morninga.'  '  Al  what  time  then  may  I  hope  to  Bnd  youT'  'In 
the  evenings,  I  said.  ■  but  it  ia  too  far  (or  you  to  corao  then."  ■  Oh. 
not  at  alL'  Better  flx  an  ercnlng  1  thought,  and  have  somebody  to 
meet  him.  Ho  1  asked  him  for  Wednesday,  and  had  Saffi  and 
Reichenboch  here,  and  both  were  chanaed  with  him,  as  well  they 
might  be,  for  he  took  such  pains  to  please  us;  actually  at  my  first 
request  sang  to  as  without  any  accompaniment.  To-day  he  has 
been  here  again  with  his  wife,  a  prelly,  !ady-like,  rather  silly  young 

woman,  whom  Lady  A.  has  taken  into  favour.     Mrs.  Q called 

yesterday— of  the  same  genus.  The  Captun  '  is  come  to  town  and 
is  on  his  good  behaviour  for  the  moment.  He  says  be  was  keeping 
a  jourual  of  his  travels  in  Scotland,  but  when  he  found  no  Idler 
from  me  at  Oban,  where  he  had  begged  me  to  write,  he  dropt  his 
Journal — '  never  wrote  another  word.' 

I  have  had  no  accounts  from  John  very  lately— enUogled  in  the 
detdls  no  doubt ;  indeed,  I  gel  almost  no  lettera,  not  having  com- 
posure or  lime  to  write  any. 

Geratdine  has  been  some  weckn  in  the  Isle  of  Man,  making  love 
to  some  cousin  (a  doctor)  she  has  there,  and  even  she  has  fallen 

Last  Sunday  I  thought  I  had  got  a  letterl  Oh,  worth  all  the 
letters  that  this  earth  could  have  given  met  I  was  tumbling  two 
boxfuls  of  my  papers  into  one  large  box,  when  the  deaire  took  me 
to  look  inio  my  father's  day-book,  which  I  had  never  opened  since 
it  came  to  me,  wrapt  in  newspaper,  and  sealed,  from  Templuid. 
I  removed  the  cover  and  opened  it;  and  fancy  my  feelings  on  see- 
ing a  large  letter  lying  inside,  addressed  '  Mrs.  Carlyle.'  in  my 
mother's  handwriting,  with  three  unbroken  seals  of  her  ringi  I  sat 
with  it  in  my  hands,  staring  at  it,  with  my  heart  beating  and  my 
head  quite  dizzy.  Here  was  at  last  the  letter  I  had  hoped  would 
he  found  at  Templand  after  her  death^now.  after  bo  many  years, 
after  so  much  sorrow!  I  am  sure  I  sat  ten  minutes  before  I  could 
open  it.  and  when  1  did  open  it  I  could  not  see  to  read  anything. 
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Alisl  itwag  not  ILatwUhed-for  Idler  of  fartwell;  etlll  Itwas  Bome- 
thing.  The  deed  was  there,  niaking  OTor  my  property  to  ber.  and 
written  iueide  the  envelope  were  a  few  words:  '  When  tliia  comes 
ioto  your  poa»e«sioii,  my  dearest  cliild,  do  not  forget  my  sister. 
O.  W.,  Templand.  May  1837.' 

Beside  the  deed  lay  my  letter,  wliicb  accompitnied  it,  and  a  long. 
long  letter.  &1bo  mine,  most  sad  to  read,  about  my  marriage,  some 
oopies  of  letters  also  iu  my  father's  writing,  and  a  hiack  profile  of 
liim.  On  the  whole  I  fett  to  have  found  a  treasure,  though  I  was 
dreadfully  disappointed  too,  and  could  do  oolhing  all  the  day  after 
but  cry. 

Wed'teiday,  dth. — Last  night  I  took  to  crying  again  at  this  point; 
besides  it  was  more  than  time  lo  go  to  bed  (figuratively  speaking); 
and  now  I  have  my  <Ul  leork  to  attend  la  Fanny  continues  the 
best- tempered  of  creatures,  and  her  health  keeps  pretty  good  Ihrough 
all  the  mess;  so  that  decidedly  one  may  hope  she  will  be  equal  to 
our  needs  in  the  normal  state  of  things. 

Do  you  know  I  think  1  have  found  out,  thuugh  Eiskine  has  never 
written  to  tell  me,  '  what  God  intended  me  for  '—a  detective  police- 
maal  I  should  have  gone  far  in  that  career  had  it  been  open  to  my 
talent  I  ■  You  may  remember  an  ornament  1  have  been  wearing 
for  some  years  on  my  Deck,  or  rather  you  certainly  remember  no- 
thing about  it.  tt  was  a  large  topaz  set  richly  in  gold,  forming  a 
dosp  to  a  bit  of  black  velvet  ribbon.  Well  this  disappeared 
vhile  I  was  at  my  last  lodging,  and  1  was  very  sorry,  as  it 
,Wa8  the  first  jewel  I  ever  possessed,  and  was  given  me  by  my 
falber.  As  I  bad  perfect  faith  in  Uie  honesty  of  the  simple 
of  the  lodgings,  I  would  not  fancy  it  stolen  Ibere,  and 

little  was  it  possible  for  me  lo  believe  anyone  here  bad  stolen 
It;  it  was  gone  anyhow,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  lite  1  let 
a  thing  I  valued  go,  helplessly  and  hopelessly,  without  one  effort 
to  recover  it:  beyond  searching  thoroughly  the  two  places.  One 
day,  about  a  week  after,  it  came  int^  my  head  in  the  King's 
Road,  '  Does  It  not  look  like  a  decay  of  my  faculties  to  so  part  with 
my  clupT  How  many  things  have  I  not  recovered  by  trying  the 
Impossible? '  And  then  I  said  to  myself,  '  It  is  not  ton  lale  for  Ibc 
IropoB^ble  even  now;'  and  set  myself  lo  'consider' — thus:  I  am 
certain  It  is  not  mitilBid,  either  at  the  lodging  or  at  home;  I  have 
searched  too  thoroughly.  I  am  ei]ually  certain  that  in  neither 
house  would  any  of  the  people  have  stolen  il.     Ergo,  it  must  have 
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been  lost  oS  mj  neck,  or  out  ot  my  pocket,  oul  of  doors.  Off  my 
oeckT  No;  I  had  a  blue  ribbou  on  mj  neck  when  it  waa  tost. 
Oul  of  my  pocket  then?  Now  it  couldn't  have  leapt  out  of  my 
pocket;  it  must  have  been  pulled  out  wUU  my  handkerchief,  ormy 
purse.  Willi  my  baudkerchief  ?  No,  1  never  use  one,  unless  I  am 
crying,  or  huve  a  cold  la  my  head :  and  I  don't  cry  on  the  BtreelB, 
nnd  have  bad  no  colds  this  twelvemoDlh.  With  my  purse,  then,  it 
must  buve  been  pulled  out — «rgo  in  some  shop.  I  could  not  Iw 
pulling  out  my  purae,  except  to  pay  for  somelliiug.  Now  nhat 
shops  was  1  in  )ast  week?  I  could  easily  count  them:  the  Post 
Office,  Warnc's,  Smith's,  Todd's.  I  asked  at  the  Post  Office,  at 
Smith's— no  resulti  at  Todd's— the  same  careless  answer — but  eud* 
denlya  gleam  of  intelligence  came  over  Mrs.  Todd's  face,  and  she 
exclaimed  to  ber  girl,  '  That  couldn't  l>e  gold  surely,  that  thing  the 
children  were  playlog  witht'  And  it  was  my  clasp,  found  by  Mrs. 
Todd  under  schiur  in  hershop.  and  taken  for  'a  thing  of  no  value,' 
and  given  to  her  little  boys  to  play  with;  aud  eo  well  liad  they 
played  with  it  lliat  only  ibe  setting  could  be  found,  and  that  after 
two  daya' search;  the  topaz  had  been 'lost  in  the  Green  Paikl' 
But  t  was  so  glad  to  have  the  frame  at  least,  and  am  gelling  some 
bair  put  in  it.  instead  of  the  stone.  But  just  fancy  recovering  such 
a  thing  out  ot  apace  in  London,  after  a  week  I  1  wonder  if  my  let- 
ter will  be  over-weight.  Such  weather— rain,  rain,  and  the  paint 
D  la  combinaiione  I  Kind  regards  to  Neuberg,  who  will  cer- 
tainly go  to  Heaveu  without  any  lingering  in  Purgatory. 
Ever  affoctionately  youn, 

J.  W.  Cabi-tls. 


3b  Dr.  OartyU. 
a  Cheyne  Row.  Chelsea;  PHdaj,  Oot.  19.  I9B!. 
My  dear  John, — The  laat  letter  you  got  from  me  lay  here  two 
days  before  it  got  posted.     1  was  put  iu  what   Anthony  Sterling 
calls  '  a  state  of  mind,'  and  forgot  It  in  my  pocket.     It  was  writt 
at  Hemus  Terrace,  tiiat  Itiier.  late  at  night,  and  after  writing  it 
o  bed,  and  I  awoke  with  a  bad  headache,  and  when  I  got  Dp 
t  my  usuiil  hour  (six  o'clock).  I  reeled  about  like  'a  drunk*  (as 
Hnsziiii  would  say).     But  as  no  coffee  or  attentions  were  there,  I 
would  go  home  to  breakfast  as  usual,  aud,  after  splashing  my  Lead 
wJtJi  cold  water,  succet'ded  in  gulling  nvj  clotUea  an.    When  I 
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opened  the  Cront  door  ii  was  a  deluge  of  raia,  and  1  had  ooly  tbin 
sUlt  ahoes,  with  boles  in  Ibem,  nnd  do  umbrella.  A  beautiful  OUt- 
Jook,  Willi  a  sick  beadacbel  I  raog  Ibe  belt,  and  implored  tbe 
Ikndladjr'B  daugbler  Ui  lend  me  a  jiair  of  clogs  and  an  umbrella,  and 
these  being  voucbsated  me,  I  drugged  bome,  ihiukiDg  resotutel;  of 
the  hot  coffee  that  Fanny  would  have  all  ready  for  me,  to  be  taken 
at  tbe  kilcbeo  Are,  and  Ibe  kind  sympathy  that  she  would  accom- 
pany it  wiib.  On  reocfaiog  my  own  door  I  could  hardly  stand,  and 
leaut  on  tbe  rails  till  it  was  opened.  Fanny  did  not  open  it,  but  a 
Mrs.  Beywuud.  who  had  been  assisting  in  tbe  cleaning  for  some 
daji — a  decent,  disiLgreeuble  young  woman.  '  Ob.'  she  said,  the 
first  thing,  'wears  ao  glad  you  are  come  I  Fanny  is  in  euch  a 
wayl  The  bouae  biM  been  broken  into  during  tbe  nigbl!  thepo- 
lice  are  now  in  tbe  kitchen  1'  Here  was  a  cure  for  a  sick  headache  I 
and  it  did  cure  it.  'Have  tbey  taken  muchT'  I  asked.  'Oh.  all 
Fanny's  beat  lUioga.  and  a  silver  table-apooa,  and  a  table-cloib  be- 
ddesl'  A  mercy  it  was  no  woraet  In  tbe  kilclien  stood  two 
police-sergeants,  writing  down  in  a  book  the  stolen  items  from 
Fanny's  dictation;  sbe.  poor  thing,  looking  deathly.  There  vasno 
coffee,  of  course — no  fire  even — everything  had  gone  to  distrac- 
tion.  Tbe  thieves  bod  come  in  at  the  larder  window,  which  Mr, 
Morgan  had  kept  without  a  frame  { I)  for  three  weeks;  thebolteon 
the  outside  of  the  back-kitchen  door  had  saved  the  nhole  boiue 
from  Iwittg  robbed,  for  Fanny  slept  sound  and  never  heard  them. 
They  bad  taken  her  nice  new  large  trunk  out  of  the  back  kitchen 
into  the  larder,  broken  oS  tbe  lock,  and  tumbled  all  the  contents 
on  the  floor,  carrying  away  two  shawls,  two  new  dresses,  and  a 
variety  of  articles,  along  with  the  spoon,  which  liad  unluckily  been 
left,  after  creaming  the  milk  for  my  lea,  and  a  lAble-clotli  (good), 
wliich  had  been  drying  Nero:  they  liad  also  drunk  the  milk  for  my 
breakfast,  and  eaten  a  sweet  cake  baked  for  me  by  Mrs.  Piper;  but 
lli^  bad  not  taken  the  half  of  Fanny's  clothes,  which  are  all  excel- 
lent;  nor  three  sovereigns,  which  she  bod  lying  wrapped  in  a  bit  of 
brown  paper  at  the  bottom  of  her  box ;  nor  a  good  many  things  of 
mine  that  were  lying  open  in  a  basket  for  tbe  iaundrees,  and  wliich 
tbey  bad  also  tumbled  on  the  floor;  nor  many  little  things  lying 
about  in  the  bnck  kitchen,  wliich  would  have  uitefiil  to  them, 
whence  I  infer  that  they  had  been  frightened  away,  Fanny, 
though  not  coDBciotiB  of  having  beard  them,  said  that  about  mid 
nigbt  'something  awoke  her,'  and  she  stretched  out  her  band  for  her 
handkerchief  which  lay  ou  a  table  at  her  bedside,  and  iu  so  doing 
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knocked  over  a  brasa  candlestick,  which  '  mnde  a,  devil  of  a  row  '— 
doubtleaa  Ihat  hod  disturbed  tbom.  or  we  abould  have  lost  mora. 
As  itvas,  Faniiy'B  \oea  amounred  to  four  BOTereigntt,  1  cotnpuied. 
which,  ot  conrBf,  I  gave  her,  though  she  wan  not  eipecling,  piwr 
tiling,  to  be  compeusnled,  and  kept  deelBiiog  abe  wss  tbank- 
ful  it  WHS  her,  and  not  the  mistress,  that  had  lost  moat.  There 
were  dirty  prints  of  naked  toet  a)l  over  the  larder  abetf,  on  wblch 
tliey  stepped  from  the  window;  apiece  of  the  new  sbelf  burnt  with 
a  candle  that  bad  been  stuck  to  iu  A  mercy  the  fine  new  bouse 
was  not  set  on  flrel  Policemen,  four  of  them,  kept  coming  In  plain 
clothes,  and  ia  uniform,  for  the  next  three  days,  talking  the  most 
confounded  nonsense,  and  then  died  away  reinficta,  not  a  trace  of 
Huy  of  the  eorput  delicti  fouuil.  Mr.  Cbalmem  had  a  pair  of  besry 
steps  carried  over  his  wiiii,  and  applied  to  a  window  of  numb«r 
one  the  same  night,  and  a  pair  of  bad  worsted  stockings  left  in  bis 
conservatory:  the  carrying  away  of  the  steps  proved  there  bad  been 
more  than  one  thief,  as  they  were  too  heavy  for  one  ti 
high  wall.  Tbe  window  at  Dumber  one  was  got  up  a  little  way, 
but  atuirk  there.  Almost  every  night  since  some  bouse  ia  the 
mediate  neighbourhood  has  been  entered  or  attempted,  and  still 
police  go  about  '  with  their  fingers  in  their  mouths.'  Of  course 
no  longer  weat  out  to  steep,  hut  occupied  tbe  sofa  below,  when 
the  paint  was  least  noxious.  Fanny  was  thrown  into  sucb  a  nef' 
V0U8  stale  that  I  was  sure  she  would  take  a  nervous  fever  if  she 
were  not  relieved  from  all  sense  of  responsibility,  wliicb  could  only 
be  through  my  own  presence  in  tbe  house.  80  I  declined  Hr.  Piper's 
offer  to  come  and  sleep  here  instead  of  me.  Besides,  as  they  hvl 
seen  our  open  condition— ladders  of  all  lengths  lying  in  the  garden, 
and  all  tbe  windows  to  tbe  back,  except  tbe  parlour  ones,  abao- 
lulely  without  fasleniugB  (1)— I  had  considerable  apprehension  that 
they  would  return  in  great  force,  and  Mr,  Piper,  bis  wife  coO' 
fi-saed  to  me,  '  would  be  useless  against  thieves,  as  be  slept  like  a 
stone.'  I  sleep  lightly  enough  for  such  emergency,  and  if  I  had  to 
wait  several  days  before  the  carpenter  would  return  to  put  on  the 
fastenings,  I  could  at  least  furnish  myself  with  a  pair  of  loaded 
pistols.  Capital  good  ones  lie  at  my  bedside  every  night,  tbs 
identical  pistols  with  which  old  Walter  of  thu  Timet  was  to 
fought  his  duel,  which  did  not  come  off.  Bars  of  iron  I  got  p 
the  larder  wtudow  ncit  day,  inriependeotlf  of  Mr.  Morgan. 
day  or  two  more '!■  "  •- --'-r-- --•-.<;•— .-  -■.-■'1  hj-  taken  iwiiy, 
Uteo,  when  I  gi  !     Rpei  can  com' 
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Che  consolation  of  Fanny's  imagination,  and  sleep  as  sound  as  he 
likes.  I  took  care  to  let  all  the  workmen,  and  extraneous  people 
about,  know  of  my  loaded  pistols.  The  painter  came  and  examin- 
ed  them  one  day  when  I  was  out,  and  said  to  Fanny:  'I  shouldn't 
like  to  be  a  thief  within  twenty  feet  of  your  mistress,  with  one  of 
these  pistols  in  her  hand.  I  shouldn't  give  much  for  my  life;  she 
has  such  a  devil  of  a  straight  eye! '  The  workmen  have  all  had  to 
suffer  a  good  deal  from  my  '  eye,'  which  has  often  proved  their 
foot  rules  and  leads  in  error. 

In  writing  to  Isabella  to-night  I  said  nothing  of  all  this,  in  case 
of  frightening  your  mother,  nor  have  I  told  Mr.  Carlyle,  in  case 
he  should  take  it  in  his  head  to  be  uneasy,  which  is  not  likely,  but 
Just  possible. 

And  now  good-night,  and  kind  regards  to  the  Baling,* 

Affectionately  yours, 

JaneCabltlb. 

>  Note,  p.  818. 
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LETTER  151.  Jm 

Hetumiog  (middle  of  October,  1852),  'half  dead,' out  of  those 
Oerman  horrora  of  indigestion,  iasomnia,  and  continual  chnotlc 
w retched DCBS.  I  fly  upstairs  to  my  poor  Heroic  Helper;  am  met  by 
,  _..  J ,_,_  ..f^^ .., ; _j  =._.  .,._.  ..__  .__ 


flglitiug— 


taken  votuntaiily  for  love  of  one  unwortliy.  Alas,  alas!  It  puioa 
mc  lo  the  heart,  as  it  may  well  do,  to  think  of  all  that.  Was  ever 
any  nolile.  delicate,  aod  leader  woman  plunged  into  such  aa  abyss 
of  base  miseries  by  her  own  nobleness  of  heart  and  of  talent,  and 
the  black  stupidities  of  others?  She  was  engaged  out  to  dinner, 
and,  as  It  was  already  nigliC.  constrained  me  to  go  with  her.  Hans 
Place.    Senior,  Frederick  ElUot,  Ac. — not  a  charming  thing  in  the 


We  hereupon  look  refuge  for  a  week  or  ten  days  (it  seems)  at  the 
OrDDgc— nothing  recollected  by  me  there — and  bv  November  were 
at  last  seltled  in  our  own  clean  house.  Frederick  had  been  upon 
my  mind  since  1861.  and  much  reading  and  considering  going  on; 
but  even  yet,  after  my  Oerman  investments  of  loil  and  pain,  1  felt 
UDcertaiu,  disinclined,  and  in  the  end  cnga^d  in  it  merely  on  the 
principle  Tantui lalor  non  a'l  cairui  (as  the  'Dies  Ine  '  has  it).  My 
heart  was  not  in  il:  other  such  shoreless  and  bottomless  chaos, 
with  traces  of  a  hero  imprisoned  there,  I  did  never  behold,  nor  will 
another  soon  in  this  world.  StupidUas  sltipidUalim,  omnia  ttti- 
pidiiat. 

Beginning  of  March  1853  I  must  have  been  again  at  tlie  Orange 
for  about  a  monlh.  Portuguese  Ambassador  and  other  lofty  insig- 
niScaQcies  I  caa  vaguely  recollect,  but  their  date  not  at  all  Sna 
from  ioma  wise  choice  of  her  own,  wise  and  kind  it  wiu  sure  to  be, 


To  Mn.  RuiteU,  'ihornhm. 

SCheyneRow:  Friday.  Dec.  SI,  ISSt. 
y  dear  Mrs.  Russell, — Here  is  another  year;  Ood  help  us  all  t    I 
«  it  finds  you  better  Ihun  when  I  last  heard  of  jo\i  from  my 
it  Auchertool.    I  have  often  been  meaning  to  write  to  you 

n.-i 
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« 

wlUiout  waiting  for  a  New  Tear's  Day;  but  in  all  my  life  I  never 
liaTe  been  so  driven  off  all  letter- writing  as  since  the  repairs  begin 
in  this  hoose.  Thirt  lisro  ibiir  moBtiis  ef  tii«t:QRtfnsicMi»  wliich 
ended  quite  romantically,  in  my  having  to  sleep  with  loaded  pistols 
at  my  bedsidel  the  smeU  of  pahit  making  it  as  much  as  my  life  was 
worth  to  flJeep  with  dosed  windows,  and  the  thieves  having  become 
aware  of  the  state  of  the  premises.  Onee  tbey  gjot  in  aaft  stole 
some  six  pounds'  worth  of  things,  before  they  were  frightened  away 
by  a  candlestick  falling  and  making  what  my  Irish  maid  called  'a 
devil  of  a  row; '  it  was  rather  to  be  called  'an  angel  of  a  row,'  as 
it  saved  further  depredation.  Another  time  they  climbed  up  to 
the  drawing-room  windows,  and  found  them  fastened,  for  a  won- 
derl  Another  night  I  was  alarmed  by  a  sound  as  of  a  pane  of  glaas 
ciift»  and  leapt  out  of  bed,  and  struck  a  light,  and  listonod,  and 
hesffd  the  same  sound  repeated,  and  then  a  great  bang,  Hke  breaking 
in  some  paneL  I  took  one  of  my  loaded  pistols,  and  went  down- 
staks,  and  then  another  bang  which  I  perceived  was  at  the  front 
door.  'What  do  you  want?'  I  asked;  *  who  are  you?'  *  It*s  tlie 
policeman,  if  you  please;  do  you  know  that  your  parlour  windows 
are  both  open?'  It  was  true!  1  had  forgotten  to  close  them,  and 
the  policeman  had  first  tried  the  bell,  which  made  the  shivering 
sound,  the  wire  being  detached  from  the  bell,  and  when  he  found 
he  could  not  ring  it  he  had  beaten  on  the  door  with  his  stick,  the 
knocker  also  being  off  while  it  was  getting  painted.  I  could  not  help 
laughing  at  what  the  man's  feelings  would  have  been  had  he  known 
of  the  cocked  pistol  within  a  few  inches  of  him.  All  that  sort  of 
thing,  and  much  else  more  disagreeable,  and  less  amusing,  quite 

took  away  all  my  spirit  for  writing;  then,  when  Mr.  C returned 

from  Germany,  we  went  to  the  Orange  for  some  weeks;  then  when 
I  came  home,  and  the  workmen  were  actually  out  of  the  house, 
there  was  everything  to  look  for,  and  be  put  in  its  place,  and  really 
things  are  hardly  in  their  places  up  to  this  hour.  Heaven  defend 
me  from  ever  again  having  any  house  I  live  in  '  made  habitable  I ' 

What  beautiful  weather  I  I  was  walking  in  the  garden  by  moon- 
light last  night  without  bonnet  or  shawl!  A  difference  from  being 
shut  up  for  four  months,  as  I  used  to  be  in  the  winter. 

All  is  quiet  in  London  now  that  we  have  got  that  weary  Duke's 
funeral  over;  for  a  while  it  made  our  neighbourhood  perfectly  intol- 
erable. I  never  saw  streets  so  Jammed  with  human  beings  in  all 
my  life.  I  saw  the  lying-in-state,  at  the  cost  of  being  crushed  for 
four  hours,  and  it  was  much  like  scenes  I  have  seen  in  the  Lyceum 
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•Ire,  oolf  Dot  so  veil  got  up  as  Yestris  would  have  had  U.  I 
r  Ihe  procession  from  Bntli  House,  and  liiat  too  iliipleued 
;  lionever.  when  Uie  funeral  ear  bappened  lo  stop  exactly  oppo> 
nioilow  1  viae  Eiding  at  (or  Bonie  eight  minules,  and  I 
saw  Lord  Aslibuiion.  and  seTcrai  otiiere  oC  the  Duke's  personal 
[fiends  staiidbg  on  the  terrace  uDderoeath,  wllli  their  bals  off. 
looking  OQ  Llie  ground  very  BOrrowful.  and  remembered  thai  Uic 
last  lime  1  had  seen  the  old  Duke  alive  was  in  that  very  room,  t 
could  not  help  teeliug  as  if  he  were  pausing  there  to  take  elemal 
leave  ot  us  all,  aud  fell  to  crying,  uad  couldn't  stop  till  it  was  all 
orer.  I  send  you  some  piciurca  of  the  thing  which  are  quite  sceu- 
■■ite.  It  may  amuse  you  to  see  whut  you  must  have  read  bo  much 
^p[  in  the  Dewspapera. 

^^And  now  will  you  give  Mary  and  Margaret  some  lea  or  soine- 
^Ung,  with  my  bleasing,  and  dispose  ot  the  rest  of  the  sovereign  as 
you  see  lit? 
With  kindest  regards  to  your  buebaod  and  father,  believe  ma 
Ever,  dear  Mrs.  RiiEsell, 
Yours  affectionately , 

Jane  Cabltls. 


LETTER  162. 

LSir  Jamea  Btcpben  used  to  frcqueot  us  on  an  evening  now  and 

sn — a  volunteer,  and  much  welcome  always.  Son  is  the  now 
table  Jamee  Fiizjnmes.  Fat  Boy  is  Senior  llie  younger;  bad 
]  at  Malvern  with  us  for  the  reason  below,  'too  much  ■ealih,' 
"     ;  to  the  Gullies. —T.  0. 

T.  CarlyU,  E»q.,  of  (he  Orangt. 

Chelmi!  Thuraday,  March  81. 1863. 

FSeveral  letters  for  ynu:  but  noUiing  to  (ell,  except  that  wo  have 
da— what  shall  I  sayT— second  frig  hi  with  the  cat!  He  or  she 
(whichever  be  Us  honour- worthy  sei)  disappeared  this  lime  for  a 
whole  day  and  night  togelher,  and  having  gone  away  over  the  gar- 
den wall,  relurned  hy  the  front  area.  A  clover  rat  this  one,  evi- 
dently, but  of  an  unsetlled  lum  of  mind.  The  weather  is  beautiful 
now;  the  wind  in  the  east,  I  fancy,  from  the  roughness  ot  my  gen- 
eral ekin;  but  the  Bun  cannot  be  shining  more  brightly  even  at  the 
Orange. 
Sir  James  Stephen  and  his  inaeparable  long  son  left  a  cord  yeater- 
I  law  them  from  the  top  of  Uie  atreet,  and  slackened  iny 
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steps,  till  tliey  were  cleat  off.  '  The  F«t  Boy '  also  toAAe  an  inef- 
fectual cull  one  day,  surely  ia  a  momeul  of  '  loo  much  'dCh  1 '  I 
was  in  ihelioude.  but  'eugaged,'  reading  the  last  pages  ot  '  Jeuuis 
de  Viiudreui!,'  which,  it  Ludy  A.  felt  down  to  reading  a  preily 
religious  book,  you  may  salely  recommecd  to  her^  it  is  worlli  a 
doseu  ■  Precioaas. ' 

Wlien  I  was  paying  a  bill  at  Waiu's  ou  Monday,  he  asked,  with 
UD  attempted  solemuity.  'had  I  heard  the  news?'  'Ko,  I  hKl 
heardnothing;  whut  was  itT'  'TheQiioenf  'Wei!?'  -Prenu- 
ture  labour,'  'Well!  wliat  of  thatt'  'But — accompaoied  with 
death  I '  ■  The  child  you  meant'  'No.  the  Queen!— very  distrees- 
ing  isn't  it,  ma'am — so  young  a  womunt  Is  there  anything  1  can 
have  the  pleasure  of  sending  you  today? '  I  hardly  believed  the 
thing,  and  by  going  a  Utile  further  Eailsfied  myself  it  was  'a 
false  report,'  But  was  not  that  way  of  looking  at  it.  '  bo  young  a 
woman,'  notcworlhy?  Mr.  Wain  being  a  model  of  respectable 
Bliopkeepers.  What  a  diSerence  since  the  lime  of  the  PriDceu 
Charlotte! 

Tell  Lady  A.  that  I  think  there  ie  no  great  harm  In  oranges  in 
the  forenoon:  the  rubbish  at  dessert  is  what  you  need  to  be  wlib- 
held  from. 

I  should  be  glad  if  you  would  ask  for  a  bouquet  for  me  when 
you  are  coming  away.  Ever  yours, 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  isa 

'  Moffat  House,'  where  brother  John  was  now  established  with 
his  wife,  is  the  Raeltills'  (Hope  Johnstone)  town  house;  a  big.  old- 
fashioned,  rod  ashlar  oditicc,  stands  gaunt  and  high  in  the  cenlnl 
part  of  Moffat:  which  the  Hope  Jnlinstones  now  never  use,  and 
which,  some  time  ngi<,  hrotlier  John  had  rented  as  a  dwelling-place, 
handr  for  ScoL^brig.  &c..  being  one  of  various  advantngee.  'Beat- 
lock  (ancient  Roman,  it  is  Uioiiglit)  is  now  the  railway  stalian 
about  a  mile  from  Moffat. 

To  T.  Carlyle,  CheUca. 

Holtat  House;  mdar.  July  8.  tm 
And  my  letter  must  be  in  the  PostOIHce  before  one  o'clockl 
'  Very  abauril! ' '     And  I  have  hud  to  go  to  Bealtock  in  theomnl- 
IWB  with  my  cousin  Helen   lo  see  her  off  for  Glasgow,  and  am  so 


'  'Veryabeurii'i 
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Don't  wonder  then  if  jrou  gel  a  '  Joha'a  letter ' '  from  mo 

!  masi  important  tbing  1  have  to  tell  fou  is,  tliat  you  could 
not  know  me  here,  as  I  sit,  from  a  Red-Iudiaul  TLnt  1  was  kepi 
awake  the  first  night  after  my  arrival  by  a— byffiDQl  (Yea,  upon 
my  lionour;  imd  you  complain  of  a  simple  cock])  And  thai  yes- 
terday I  was  as  near  as  poAslble  lo  giving  occnaion  for  tbe  moB( 
romantic  paragraph,  of  the  '  melancholy  accident '  nature,  iliat  has 
appeared  in  any  newspaper  for  some  years  1 

But,  flnt,  of  the  bysna.  On  my  arrival  1  found  an  immense 
caravui  of  wild  beasts,  pitched  czaclly  in  front  of  this  house;  and 
tbey  went  on  their  way  during  the  night,  and  tbe  unimal  in  ques- 
tion made  a  devil  of  a  tow.  I  thought  it  was  tbe  lion  roaring;  but 
John  said  '  No.  it  was  only  the  hyeena!'  I  rather  enjoyed  the  odd- 
neas  of  having  fled  into  the  country  for 'quiet,' and  being  kept 
awake  by  wild  beastsi 

Well,  having  got  no  sleep  the  flrst  night,  owing  to  these  beasla, 
and  my  facenche,  t  felt  very  l>olhered  all  Wednesday,  and 
gladly  accepted  John's  offer  lo  tell  you  of  my  safe  arrival,  mean- 
ing to  write  myaelF  yesterday.  But  ii  was  settled  that  we  should 
go  yesterday  to  sec  8t.  Mary's  Loch,  and  the  Grey-Mare's  Tail.' 
We  started  at  nine  of  the  mornlug  in  an  open  carriage.  '  the  Doc- 
tor,' and  Phipbe — a  tall,  rod-tiaired  young  woman,  wilh  a  boarse 
voice,  who  la  here  on  a  visit  ('  the  bridesmaid'  she  was);  my  cousia 
Helen,  one  little  boy,  and  myself;  the  other  two  Iwya  preceding 
horseback.  U  was  the  loveliest  of  days;  and  bcautifuller 
lery  I  never  tiehetd.  Besides  that,  it  was  full  of  tender  interest 
a  tbe  birthplace  of  my  mother.  No  pursuit  of  the  pic- 
had  ever  gone  better  with  me  till  on  the  way  back,  when 
we  stopped  to  take  a  nearer  inspection  of  the  Tail.  The  boys  had 
been  left  flabing  in  the  Loch  of  the  Lows.  John  and  Miss  Hutcbi- 
BOa  had  gone  over  the  hills  by  another  road  to  look  at  Loch 
Skene,  and  were  to  meet  us  at  the  Tail;  so  there  were  only  PhtEbe, 
Helen,  and  I  as  we  went  up  lo  the  Tail  (rom  underneath. 

We  went  on  together  to  the  customary  point  of  view,  and  then  I 
scrambled  on  by  myself  (that  is,  wilh  Nero),  from  my  habitual 
tendency  lo  go  a  liille  further  always  llian  tbe  rest.  Nero  grew 
quite  frightened,  and  pressed  against  my  legs;  and  when  we  came 

■  Too  brief  generally, 

•  Loftroi 

re  I  e*er  loolisd  m 


I 
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dose  in  (rout  of  the  waterfall,  be  stretcbed  hU  neck  out  at  it  Irom 

under  my  pctLicoals,  and  then  barked  furioaslj.  Just  tlieu,  I  saw 
John  waving  liia  bat  to  mc  from  llie  top  of  the  bill;  aod,  excited 
bf  tbe  grnndeur  of  llie  scene,  I  qiiil«  forgot  liow  old  1  was,  bow 
out  of  the  practice  of  '  speclin);  rocks: '  nod  quite  for^t,  loo,  Uiat 
Jobu  bad  mnde  me  lake  the  uiglil  before  a  double  dose  of  morpbia 
wbluli  was  still  in  my  lietul.  makiog  it  very  light;  and  1  begku  |i 
climb  up  tbe  precipical  For  a  little  way  I  got  on  well  eoougb. 
but  when  I  diaciiTcred  (bat  I  was  climbing  up  a  ivlge  (I),  thai  llie 
precipice  waa  not  ouly  beliind  but  on  bolb  aides  of  me,  I  grew,  for 
tbe  Hrat  time  in  my  life  that  I  remember  or,  frightened,  pbyeically 
friglitencii:  I  whs  not  only  afraid  of  falling  down,  but  of  losing 
my  head  to  the  extent  of  tlirowing  myself  down.  To  go  back 
my  bands  and  knees  ns  I  bad  come  up  was  impossible;  my  only 
chance  was  to  look  at  the  grass  under  my  face,  and  loll  o 
John  should  sec  me.  1  tried  to  call  lo  him,  but  my  longue  stuck 
fast  and  dry  to  tbe  roof  of  my  mouth;  Nei'o  barking  with  I«n»r, 
and  keeping  close  to  my  bead,  still  furiher  confused  me.  John 
had  meanwhile  been  descending  tbe  hill;  and,  holding  by  tbe 
grass,  we  reached  one  another.  He  said,  'Hold  on;  don't  gii 
way  lo  panic;  I  will  stand  between  you  and  eTcrything  aliort  of 
death.'  We  bad  now  got  off  llie  ridge,  on  to  the  slope  of  Liie  bill; 
but  it  was  so  sleep  that,  in  the  panic  I  had  taken,  my  danger  was 
extreme  for  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour.  The  bed  of  a  torrent, 
visible  up  there,  bad  been  for  a  long  time  tbe  object  of  my  desire; 
I  thought  I  should  stick  faster  there,  than  on  the  grassy  slope  with 
tbe  precipipice  at  the  bollom  of  it;  but  John  called  to  me  that  ■  if 
I  got  among  those  stones  1  should  roll  lo  perdition.'  He  was  very 
kind,  encouraglug  me  all  be  could,  but  no  olher  assistance  was 
possible.  In  my  life  I  was  never  so  thankful  as  wben  I  found  my- 
self at  the  bottom  of  Ibat  hill  with  a  glaes  of  waier  lo  drink. 
None  of  ihem  knew  ibe  horrors  I  had  suftcrcd,  for  I  made  no 
screaming  or  crying:  but  roy  fnc4,  iliey  said,  was  purple  all  OTsr. 
with  a  large  black  spot  under  each  eye.  And  today  I  still  retrin 
something  of  Ibc  same  complexion,  and  I  am  all  of  a  tremble,  u 
as  it  I  had  been  on  tbe  rack.' 

It  is  a  lovely  place  this,  and  a  charming  old -fashioned  house, 
with  'grounds 'at  the  hack.  It  is  comfortably  but  plainly  and 
old-fashion edly  furnished,  looks  as  if  it  bad  been  stripped  of  alt 


^M        aadlMriloI 


»  tha  am  rMdlnB  of  this,  wttti  raMOor;  ot  tl 
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ornnmeDlal  dcinlla,  and  just  the  neeessnriea  left.  There  Is  a  cook, 
lioiiseninid,  aod  iBdy's-niBid,  ao<i  everything  goes  on  very  iiicelj. 
Tlio  tiirce  boys  nrc  m  clever,  well-lieliaTed  boys  as  I  ever  wiw.  and 
■eem  eicesaively  fond  of  "  f!je  Doclor."  John  is  as  kind  ae  kind 
can  be,  and  seems  lo  hiive  an  (•icelleiil  gift  of  making  his  giicsts 
camfoTtAblc.  Pbcebe's  manner  ia  ao  different  from  mine,  so  formal 
aod  cold,  that  I  don'l  feel  at  ease  with  her  yet.  8lie  looks  to  me 
like  a  woman  who  bod  been  all  her  life  made  the  first  person  with 
tliose  she  lived  beside,  and  to  feel  herself  In  a  false  position  nhen 
(die  doubts  ber  superiority  being  recognised.     She  seems  VC17  coD' 

ttent  with  John,  however,  and  to  siiil  bim  entirely. 
^  Uy  hand  shakes  so,  you  must  exeuse  illegibility, 
k  I  don't  know  yet  when  I  am  to  go  to  Bcotsbrlg. 
f-  [No  room  to  sign.] 
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Mrs.  Braid  Is  the  excellent,  much  laving,  and  much  loved  old 
servant  Betty,  Her  hualmnd  Braid,  an  honest  enough  East-Lothian 
man,  ia  by  trade  and  employment  a  Journeyman  mason  In  Edin- 
b'lrgh.  hit  wife  keeping  a  little  shop  In  Adnm  Street  there  by  way 
of  supplement.  They  bave  one  child,  '  Oeorgc,'  an  innocent,  good 
lad.  who  has  learned  the  wnlchmaking  business,  and  prumtsea 
nndeally  in  nil  ways  to  do  well;  but  had,  about  thU  time,  fallen 
into  tk  iiind  of  languid  illness,  from  which,  growing  ever  worse, 
tod  gmdually  deepening  into  utter  paralysis,  he  never  could  re- 
cover, but  was  for  eight  or  nine  years  the  one  coatinuol  care  o( 
poor  Betty  lUl  be  died. 

Jfr»,  Braid,  Adam  Street,  Edinburgh. 

Moffat  House.  Moffat:  Jolj  la,  OS*. 

My  dearest  Betty, — I  am  afraid  almost  to  tell  you  that  1  am 
witliout  beio^  able  to  say  positively  that  I  nm  coming  to  see 
■you.  When  I  left  London,  to  see  you  was  one  of  the  chief  pleaa- 
urea  I  expected  from  my  travels.  I  intended  to  be  In  Scoiland 
some  six  weeks  at  least,  and  to  go  lo  Haddington  and  Fife.  But 
now  it  seems  likely  I  shall  have  to  return  to  London,  almost  Imme- 
diately, without  bnving  seen  anyone  but  my  husband's  relations  in 
Dumfriesshire.  Mr.  Cnrlyle  remained  behind  at  Chelsea,  having 
never  recovered  (be  says)  from  tbe  knocking  about  be  had  last  year 
1b  Bootland  and  Germany,  while  the  house  was  repairing.  He  ia 
vety  melancholy  and  helpless  left  alone  at  the  beat  of  times;  and 
■ow  I  am  afraid  he  is  going  to  have  a  ^reat  sorrow  In  the  death  of 


■t  Ml 
Kara. 
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^H       lib  old  motUer.    She  lias  beea  in  a  frail  way  fur  years  back :  but 

^H       wilhln  tbe  last  few  days  her  wcaknea*  has  iucreoseil  so  mucb  ibat 

^f        Dr.  Carljle  tbiak-s  H  probable  enough  she  may  not   rally  again,  ia 

which  case  I  shall  go  home  at  o&ce,  to  be  some  help  to  Mr.  Cartylc. 

I  am  alayiog  now  with  Dr.  Carlylc's  wi(e,  wliilc  he  himself  is  guae 

to  see  bis  mother;  and  his  report  to-night  wilt  decide  me  wbat  to 

I        do.     So  in  case  I  do  not  see  you.  dear  Betty— imd  1  fear  I  sball 
DOt  Bee  you — here  is  a  ribboD,  in  Temembniace  of  my  butlidtf. 
with  ft  kiss  and  my  blcsaiog. 
Ur.  Erskinc  writes  that  he  saw  you.  and  liked  you  veiy  much. 
I  am  sure  you  would  like  bim  too. 
The  Utile  view  al  Ibe  top  of  this  sheet  is  where  1  live  in  London. 
Bishop  Terrot  lold  me  Qeorge  was  poorly  when  he  saw  you  lut. 
I  bope  be  is  recovered.     If  I  do  not  write  within  a  weeic,  address 

>lo  me.  Cheyne  Row.  Olielsea. 
Aftectionatcly  yonre. 
Jake  Oahltib. 
LETTER  155. 

Her  Tisil  to  my  mother  I  perfectly  rememlffr.  and  bow  my  dear 
old  mother  insisted  to  rise  from  bed  to  be  dreued,  and  go  dovro- 
atalrs  to  receive  her  daughler-in-law  out  of  doors,  and  punctually 
did  so.  I  suppose  tbe  Isat  lime  she  was  in  holiday  clothes  in  Ihta 
world!  It  touched  me  much.  My  Jane  sbe  had  always  honored 
•a  queen  of  us  nil.  Never  was  a  more  perfect  politeness  of  heart, 
beautifully  abining  tbiougb  its  naive  bits  of  emt>arraa9ments  and 
simple  peasant  forms.  A  piousraother,  if  there  ever  wasone;  piaaB 
to  God  the  Maker  and  to  all  He  had  made.     Intellect,  humour, 


■  for  above  eighty-three  years,  in  a  humbly  diligent,  bsneflcent, 
and  often  toilsome  andsuffericg  life,  which  ngljl  surely  had  not  been 
in  vain  for  herself  or  others.  The  end  was  now  evidently  nigh, 
nor  could  we  even  wish,  on  those  terms,  much  longer.  Her  state  of 
utter  feeblenees  and  totally  ruined  health  laai  year  <1863)  bad  been 
tragically  plain  to  me  ou  leaving  for  Qermany.  For  the  first  time 
even  my  presence  could  give  no  pleasure,  her  head  now  so  heavy. 

These  by  my  Jcannie  arc  the  last  clear  views  I  bad  of  this  nobly 
hnmBD  mother.    It  is  pity  any  lucb  letters  should  be  lost. 

T.  OaHyU,  Etq..  Chciiea. 

SDotdiriK:  Juir  Mi  ua. 
I  daresay  you  bare  thought  me  very  naglectful.  dear,  in  not 
writing  yesterday,  to  give  you  news  of  your  mother;  but  there  w»» 
nothing  comfortable,  oi  even  positive,  lobe  said  yesterday ;  and  to 


I 
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tortnre  jonat  a  distance  with  miserable  UDcertaintiuaeemecl  a  cruel 
&tt«titioa.  Through  Sulurdsy  and  Sunday  your  motLcr  coutiuued 
much  the  iBine  u  1  found  her  oa  ray  laei  coming.  Too  weak  and 
frail  to  be  out  ot  bed,  but  witlioul  pain  or  sicitneM;  for  the  reel, 
perfectly  clear  la  her  mind,  and  llkiug  us  to  be  iu  tbe  room  talking 
to  her.  During  the  Sunday  nigbt  she  became  very  reatleBi,  nnd 
about  Kven  on  Monday  moruiug  she  fell  into  a  slut«  which  was 
conaldered  by  all  here,  the  minister  included,  lo  be  the  begianing 
of  the  end.  There  was  no  pain,  no  struggle.  She  lay  without 
sense  or  motion,  cold  and  deathlike,  hardly  breathing  at  all.  The 
minister  prayed  without  her  hearing  him,  John  and  Mary  were 
sent  for.  with  scarce  a  hope  that  they  could  Drrire  In  time,  snd  all 
□f  us  sat  in  solemn  silence  awaiting  the  end.  Had  it  come 
thus,  you  would  have  had  no  cause  to  lament,  dear;  s  more  merci- 
ful termination  there  could  not  have  been  to  a  good  life.  But  after 
lying  in  this  state  from  seven  in  the  morning  tilt  a  quarter  after 
two  in  theday,  she  rallied  as  by  miracle.  Jane  was  wiping  her  lips 
with  a  wet  sponge,  when  sbe(yuur  mother)  suddenly  took  the  sponge 
out  of  Jane's  band  and  sponged  her  face  all  over  with  ber  own 
hand;  then  she  opened  her  eyes,  and  spoke  quite  collectedly,  as  U 
Dolhing  bad  happened ;  nor  has  she  ever  sliowii  the  least  conscious- 
neaa  of  having  come  through  that  fenrful  criBis. 

When  John  and  Mary  arrived  together,  at  a  quarter  after  four, 
not  expecting  to  find  her  alive,  they  found  her  a  little  weaker  per- 
haps, but  not  olhem'ise  worse  than  when  they  left  her.  She  talked 
a  good  deal  to  me  during  the  afternoon ;  said  you  hod  been  as  good 
a  son  toheras  ever  woman  had;  'but  indeed  they  liad  been  all  good 
halrns;  Bud  Isabella,  puir  bodle,  was  gnly '  ilislreesed  hersotl,  nnd  it 
was  just  to  say  that  Isstiella  had  been  often  kind  lo  her,  exlraor- 
dinBTkind,  and  was  ay  kindest  vrben  they  were  alane  tbegitbcr,  and 
•be  bod  none  else  to  depend  on,'  That  I  can  well  believe;  and  very 
^ad  I  was  to  have  those  kind  words  tocnrry  lo  Jamie  and  Isabella. 
.Jwbella  bad  been  crying  all  morning,  for  since  Jane  came  your 
tther  had  hardly  spoken  to  her.  When  1  left  your  mother  that 
■bl,  she  said  in  a  clear.  loud  voice,  '  I  tbauk  ye  most  kindly  for 
your  attentions.'  '  Oh,  It  I  could  but  do  you  any  goodl '  I  said. 
7e  have  done  [iie  good,  mony  a  time,'  she  answered.  I  went  to 
bed  to  lie  awake  all  uichl,  listening  for  noises.  John  slept  in  the 
mid-room.  Bui  the  light  of  a  new  day  found  your  mother  betler, 
ntber  than  worse.    It  was  mo ic  the  recollection  of  thestote  in  which 

1  aaljr,  prellT  iiiucb. 
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she  bad  been  than  lier  actual  state  thai  kept  us  in  agil&tion  all  jttXm- 
day.  One  thing  tbat  leads  me  to  beliuve  ber  life  will  be  prolong 
is,  tliat  she  recovered  out  of  lltat  crisis  by  tbe  natural  sireoglb  that 
fraa  still  in  ber;  abe  must  hare  been  mucb  stronger  iban  anyone 
tbought,  to  bave  rallied  after  ao  manyboura  of  such  deathlike  pros- 
tration, eutirely  of  benielf. 

She  had  been  in  the  babit  of  getting  what  seems  to  me  perfectly 
extraordlDary  quaniitiet  of  wi>1e^  nbiaky,  and  porter,  eicitiug  a 
false  strength,  not  to  be  depended  on  for  an  bour.  Of  late  days 
this  system  has  iKcn  discoatinoed.  and  she  takes  now  only  little 
drops  of  nine  and  water,  two  or  three  timet  a  day,  and  about  the 
third  of  a  tumbler  of  Guinness'  porter  at  oigbt,  Tbe  day  that  John 
was  sent  for  last  week,  be  told  me  bimsi-'lf  she  had '  a  bottle  of 
wine  (strong  Greek  wine},  a  quarter  of  a  bottle  of  whisky  {25  OTer 
proof),  besides  a  tumbler  of  porter.'  A  life  kept  up  in  that  way 
was  Doitber  to  be  depended  on,  nor  I  should  say  to  be  desired. 
Now  she  is  living  on  her  own  strength,  such  as  it  is;  and  you  may 
conceive  what  irritation  is  removed.  1  don't  know  whether  it  is  to 
be  considered  lucky  or  unlucky  that  I  came  at  Ibis  IJme.  Of 
course  1  give  as  little  trouble  as  possible,  and  make  myself  as 
useful  as  possible,  and  I  feel  sure  that  Jamie  and  Isabella  like  me 
to  be  here,  even  under  these  sad  circumstances,  and  that  the  sight 
of  me  coming  and  going  in  her  room  does  your  mother  good  rather 
than  barm:  and  then  1  shall  be  able  to  answer  ull  your  qaestloQS 
about  her  when  1  come  liack,  better  than  the  others  could  do  tiy 
letter.  As  tor  Mary,  she  is  the  same  kindly  soul  as  I  knew  her  at 
Craigenputtock.  Jamie  was  to  have  driven  me  ovn  U>  tbe  Oill  on 
Monday,  and  instead  the  empty  gig  was  sent  t«  bring  Hary  here. 
She  ran  out  of  tbe  bouse  to  meet  me,  and  was  told  her  mother  was 
at  the  point  of  death.  She  is  still  here— but  goes  home  to-morrow, 
I  believe:  and  John  goes  back  to  MoSat  to-day.  He  will  probably 
be  down  again  to-morrow.  It  is  a  comfort  to  himself  to  come,  but 
he  can  do  nothing;  no  doctor  can  do  anything  against  old  age, 
which  is  your  mother's  whole  disease. 

I  shall  be  home  one  of  these  days.  Any  little  spirits  for  visiting 
and  travelling  that  I  had  left  are  completely  worn  out  by  what  I 
have  found  here.  I  only  wait  till  things  are  re-establish od  in  a  st 
in  which  1  can  leave  with  comfort. 

I  have  Just  been  to  see  if  your  mother  had  awoke:  she  has  slept 
two  boura.  I  asked  ber  if  she  bad  any  message  for  you.  and  she 
said,  '  None,  I  am  afrud,  that  he  will  like  to  hear,  for  he'll  t 
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■ony  ttaftt  I'm  ho  fr&il.'  She  lius  had  some  chicken  brotk  I  nlU 
wriie  again  to-morrow,  and  I  beseech  you  not  lo  be  fancjmg  her 
ill  ofl  ill  Boy  way.  Bbe  has  no  pain,  no  aniiety  of  miDd,  is  more 
comfortable,  really,  lying  in  bed  there  'so  (mil,'  ILoo  we  have  ot- 
t«D  seen  her  going  about  after  her  work.  6he  is  attended  to  every 
momeol  of  the  day,  gets  everjiblng  she  ie  able  to  lake.  No  one 
can  predict  as  to  the  length  of  her  life,  after  what  we  saw  on  Mon- 
day ;  hut  there  is  nothing  in  her  actual  state  or  appearaoce  to  make 
it  impossible,  or  even  improbable,  lliat  she  should  live  a  long  lime 
yet.    I  would  much  rather  not  liave  written  today,  but  I  judged 

rmy  silence  might  alarm  you  even  more  than  the  truth  told 
I  like  few  things  worse  than  writing  ill  news. 
Ever  oAectioualely  yours,  • 

J.  W.  CakltlB. 

1  had  a  Tery  kind  letter  from  Jeannie  Chrystal,'  pressing  me  lo 
go  tliere  for  a  week  or  Iwo:  but,  as  I  have  said,  I  am  quite  out  of 
heart,  I  have  had  no  aleep  the  last  two  nights,  and  shall  get  none 
now,  probably,  till  1  am  in  my  own  bed  at  Chelsea.  Il  is  quite 
affecting.  James's  devoted  attention  to  me.  If  I  am  but  out  half 
an  hour  for  a  walk,  he  will  follow  me  to  my  bedroom,  no  matter 
how  early  in  the  day,  carrying  (veiT  awkwardly,  you  may  be  sure) 
a  little  Iray  wilh  a  decanier  of  wine  (oot  llie  Greek  wine,  hut  wine 
bought  for  me  by  lilmseir)  and  a  plateful  of  shortbread.  Nor  can 
anybody  be  more  heartily  and  politely  kind  tlian  Isabella  has  been 

K  tome. 

^H,  Uy  remembrances  to  Fanny. 
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lb  T.  CarlyU,  Cheltm. 


Scolibiis;  Thiuvdsj,  July  H.  IKS. 
t  Is  a  pleaaiiTe  to  write  to-dny.  dear;  your  mother  is  so  well, 
Bbe  went  to  sleep  last  night  about  eight  o'clock,  and  slept  a  fine 
natural  'plvjfing'  sleep  till  one  in  the  morning,  when  she  awoke 
and  asked  for  some  porridge,  which  having  taken,  she  went  lo 
sleep  again,  and  slept  till  six  in  the  morning.  Then  she  opened 
her  eyes  and  said,  "write  a  line  lo  the  doctor'  by  the  train  to  lell 
him  'no  to  come  tmck  the-dayi  for  'atwell'  she  wasna  needing 


^H  ithal 
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him.'  Tben  otF  to  eleep  again  Ult  bait  after  nine.  I  wu  sitting  kt 
her  bedalde  when  Bhe  woke  up  then  quite  frasb.  and  her  first  word 
was,  '  Did  they  send  a  bit  line  to  tbe  doctor  to  bid  liim  no  comeT ' 

Her  going  on  bithcrto  is  all  couGnnatory  of  my  first  unpresidoa, 
Cbat  it  could  not  be  for  notbing  tbat  she  had  come  out  of  thai 
deatb-like  trance  tlirougb  her  own  nnaaaiated  strength;  but  thai 
she  was  going  to  liave  a  new  lease  of  life  witb  better  liealih  tliui 
before.  1  have  not  seen  bcr  so  wotl  as  she  is  today  since  1  cmus 
to  tbe  country:  and  Jane  says  xtie  baa  not  seen  her  so  w«U  tlnce 
Candletnas;  and  Mr,  Tait '  lotd  me  an  boiir  ago  be  had  not  seen 
her  so  well  for  eight  weeks.  And  she  has  not  a  drop  of  wine  or 
whisky,  or  any  of  those  horrible  sHmuIants  lo-day.  bo  tliat  one  is 
sure  the  wellness  is  real, 

It  was  put  in  my  power,  'quite  promiscuously.'  to  give  her  a 
little  pleasure  Ibis  niorntug.  I  '  do  all  the  walking  of  the  family ' 
at  preseot;  carry  all  Ihu  Icttei's  backuards  and  forwards,  like  a 
regular  post-woman,  of  my  own  free  will  of  coune,  for  Jamie 
would  send  to  Middlebie  or  Ecclefechan  at  any  time  for  me;  but  I 
can  he  best  spared  to  go.  and  I  like  it.  Since  I  came  here,  I  '  bsvo 
been  known '  to  walk  to  Ecclefecban  and  buck  again  twice  in  one 
day!  Aod  most  times  1  get  au  old  mau  for  company;  diSereiit  old 
men  attach  themsetTcs  to  me,  like  lovers;  and  I  find  their  innocent 
talk  rery  refreshing. 

This  morning  I  went  to  Middlebie  as  usual  on  the  cbaoce  of  a 
letter  from  you,  and  the  post,  as  usual,  not  being  come  (I  always 
go  far  too  soon),  I  walked  on,  as  usual,  and  met  the  postman  half- 
way to  Bcclefechaa.  Comiug  back.  rcadJog  your  notes,  I  met 
three  or  four  women,  one  of  whom  stopped  me  to  inquire  for  your 
mother.  Then  she  left  ber  companions  and  turned  buck  with  mc. 
telling  me  about  her  mother,  how  111  abe  bad  been  last  week,  and 
that  she  would  '  like  weel  to  ken  what  I  Ihocbt  o'  her  looka  com 
pared  wi'  Mrs.  Cairl's,'*  And  when  we  arrived  at  a  farmhouse  on 
the  Ecclefechan  wde  of  the  mill  she  begged  me,  as  a  great  favour, 
'Just  to  step  in  and  lake  a  look  o'  ber  mother,  and  say  whal  1 
Ihocbt,'  I  did  not  refuse,  of  course;  but  went  in.  and  sat  awhile 
beside  a  good  patient' looking  old  woman  in  the  bed,  who  asked 
many  questions  about  your  mother,  and  told  me  much  about  her- 
self. When  I  came  in  and  described  where  1  had  been,  it  turned 
out  I  had  brought  your  mother  tlie  very  Information  she  had  been 
aaldag  of  all  the  rest  yesterday  with  no  result;  and  she  had  left  off, 
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Baying,  '  oaebody  cared  for  auld-folks  nowadays,  or  some  o*  them 
would  liae  gaen  an'  asket  for  pair  Jlra,  Corrie.'  And  there  had  1 
come  linme  nitli  the  moat  pnrtinilar  IntelligeDCe  of  Mrs.  C'orrie, 

1  must  write  to  Thomas  Erskioe  to-dny;  and  lo  Liverpool  to  lell 
Ihem  they  may  look  for  me  itay  day.  With  John  hoveriug  ahout 
'  not  like  one  crow,  but  a  whole  flight  of  crows,'  and  June  rubbing 
ererythinR  up  the  wroog  way  of  the  hair,  my  ponition  is  not  sn 
tenable  as  it  would  have  been  alone  with  your  mother  and  Jamie 
and  lBB,heJlH.  Bitt  I  could  not  have  j-one  with  comfort  to  myself, 
while  your  mother  was  in  ao  critical  a  stale.  I  shall  probably  go 
to  Liverpool  tomorrow  or  next  day;  at  all  events,  you  had  best 
write  there. 

I  am  decidedly  of  opinion  that  one  should  make  oneself  inde- 
peodent  of  Rocna'  and  all  contiugcDcjcB  by  building  the  'sound' 
LDCC  BO  much  money  hns  already  been  spent  on  that 
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A  letter,  perhapn  two  letters,  seem  to  be  lost  here,  which  con- 
tmned  painful  ond  yet  beauiifu)  and  honestly  pathetic  details  of 
her  quitting  Bcolsbrlg  belore  the  time  looked  for,  and  oa  grounds 
whiui  had  not  appeared  to  her,  nor  lo  anybody  except  my  brother 
Jolm,  to  be  really  necessary  in  such  a  fashion.  It  is  cerlaui  all  the 
rest  at  Bcoisbri^  <Jamie  and  Isabella  especially,  her  hosts  there) 
were  vexed  to  the  liearl,  as  siie  could  herself  notice :  and  her  owu 
feeline  of  the  matter  waa  sorrowful  and  painful,  and  continued  so 
in  a  defree,  ever  after,  when  it  rose  to  memory.  My  dear  lillle 
heavy-laden,  tender-liearted,  "worn  and  weary,'  fellow  pilgrim,  feet 
bleeoing  by  the  way  over  the  thorns  of  this  bewiiderea  earth.  Of 
this  weeping  all  the  way  to  Carlisle,  on  quitting  one's  fatherland,  I 


oca,  InhalilUBC  or  tits  then  dllapiitat«d  No.  fl  a*it  door,  who  nsar))' 
ua  irith  poultry  uid  other  nulidsl  Tlie  'sound-proof  room'  wuatUl- 
delmdOD  of  an  in^nious  needy  builder,  for  which  we  ftfterwardB  paid 
Beloi!  now  fairly  In  tor  '  Fredorlcli.'  and  the  poultrj,  parrots,  CooWn 
,  and  Tormln  likii  to  drlyf  one  mad,  T  at  last  gave  la  to  the  seducer,  Mt 
>  wnrlc  on  the  top  of  the  house  story  as  Boor,  and  got  a  room,  large,  well 
sted.  but  by  far  Uie  DoUiest  In  Uia  house,  and  la  point  oF  bad  buUdlnc. 
tf  uf  new  expense  and  of  tmexpected  bod  beharlour  In 
id  heart  by  hla  man  and  him.  a  kind  of  Infernal '  miracle'  tome  then 
r  since;  laj  Urat  view  ot  the  Satan's  inTlslble  world  that  prevallt  In 
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For  fioiDQbodj  fllse  to  flDd> 

which  gave  the  Inst  sad  touch  lo  tlie  picture.  In  ooe  of  her  leiten 
tome  it  io(lubilsblywn3.  '  Sophy.' Hiicir|)lian half -cousia.  to  whom 
and  to  her  molhcr  Uiicle  Jolm's  munificence  had  been  fatherly  ani 
princely,  was  now,  and  alill  condnues,  Aliclt  Welsh's  good  ftDil 
ftmiable  wife. 

T.  C. 
To  T.  Carlyle,  CMma. 

Liverpool :  UondAy.  Julj  IB,  im 

Sopbj's  letter  yeaterday  would  be  better  than  nolhing,  would  si 

least  oatUry  you  I  had  come  to  hand,  though  in  avtz  mauvait  iu 

I  got  your  last  letter,  nddresscd  to  Scolsbrig,  at  Hiddlable  oD  tr 

way  to  the  slation;  aud  it  cheered  me  up  a  little  tor  'taking  U 

God  knows  I  needed  Bomechecriog.  la  spile  of  your  letter 
I  cried  all  the  way  to  Carlialo  prclly  well;  I  felt  lo  love  my  poor 
old  country  ao  much  iu  leaving  it  that  moraiDg.  privately  min  ~ 

I  return.  After  an  hour-and-balf  of  waiting  al  Carlisle  I 
was  whirled  lo  Liverpool  ao  fast,  oh  so  fast!  My  brains  somehow 
couldn't  subEida  after.  Tbe  warmest  welcome  awaited  me  at  Mary- 
land Btreol.  My  uncle  looked  eepecialty  plcoscdi  Nero  ran  uj 
him  alooe  in  the  drawing-room,  as  if  to  tell  we  were  come; 
when  I  went  in,  it  was  standing  at  hU  knees,  my  uncle's  hand  on 
his  bend,  as  if  receiving  iiis  bleEsing. 

But  the  front  door  and  wiudowa  were  being  pahited  at  Maryland 
Btrcel;  and  they  were  afraid  of  tbe  smell  annoying  me,  and  had 
settled  I  was  to  sleep  at  Alick's.  Alick  and  Sophy  were  there  to 
lake  me  home  with  them.  I  was  belter  pleased  to  sleep  here;  : 
a  much  larger,  hetter-aired  houae.  A  more  comfortable,  quieter 
bedroom  never  was  slept  In;  but  I  couldn't  close  my  eyes:  took  tt 
morphia  pills  at  three  iu  tbe  morning,  and  they  produced  thu  hor- 
rible sicknaBs  which  morphia  produces  in  some  people- 
All  yesterday  I  was  in  bed  allernnting  between  retching  snd 
fainting.    Sophy  '  came  out  verj'  strong '  ns  a  nurse,  and  even  i 

L  doctor;  remiudiug  me  eo  much  of  her  mother.  I  wish  you  would 
write  two  lines  of  answer  to  her  note:  she  was  really  uuconunonly 
kind  lo  me.  To-day  I  am  recovere<l,  having  slept  pretty  well  las 
night,  only  '  too  weak  for  nnylbing.'  I  sholl  probably  be  home  tii 
^hunday,  hardly  sooner  I  think;  hut  1  nili  write  a£iua  before  J 
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«oma.  I  told  Boplij  lo  tail  you  lliat  your  mother  had  slept  twelve 
ttoura  U)e  alglit  before  I  cnme  away.  She  docs  not  read  liersclf  at 
preeent,  but  Jaoo  wm  reading  tbe  books  you  scat  ali>ud  lo  ber. 
And  Margaret  Austiu  read  aloud  some  of  Clislmcrs'a  leltera. 

As  Jamie  aod  I  were  driving  lo  tlic  slulion  on  Saturday,  we  met 
Jessie  AiisliD  going  to  Scotstirig  to  stay  a  little  while  io  room  of 
Margaret,  who  had  gone  home  wliea  Jeaa  came. 

I  thought  Jessie  a  remtirkatily  aice-lookiug  young  womao,  sweet- 
tempered,  iutelligeat,  and  olTeclionale-lookiog,  and  well-bred  witbnl, 
I  oo)y  spoke  with  her  five  minutes  la  pafsicig.  but  she  made  the 
most  liecided  impression  on  me. 

'No  more  at  preseot.' 

ASectiouately  yourg 

J.  W.  0. 

Tour  letter  to  Maryland  Street  was  brought  up  in  Uie  morniog; 
but  I  could  Dot  read  it  till  afler  noon.  Thaoks  for  never  Deglccilng, 


^°: 
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'Uiicte  John.'  at  Liverpool,  died  shortly  after  Hra.  Carlyle  re- 
turned  to  Loudon.  '  Helen,'  lo  whom  tbia  letter  is  written,  died  a 
few  weeks  after. 

PTo  Mia  BeUn  Welih,  Auchtertool  Majm. 
ChatKB:  Wedneadar.  Oct.  IS,  IBU. 
Dearest  Helen,— I  know  not  what  lam  going  to  say.  I  am  quite 
stupefied.  I  bod  somehow  never  taken  ulurm  at  my  uncle's  last  111- 
nesB.  I  had  fixed  my  apprehensions  on  the  Journey  home,  and  wns 
kept  from  present  aniiely  by  Hint  far  off  one.  My  beloved  uncle, 
all  that  remained  to  me  of  my  mother.  A  braver,  more  upright, 
more  generous- hen rted  man  never  lived.  When  I  took  leave  of  him 
in  Liverpool,  and  he  said  'God  bless  you.  dear'  {he  had  never 
called  me  dear  before),  I  felt  it  was  Ihe  last  lime  we  should  lie  to- 
geiher,  fell  that  dlaiincily  for  a  few  houn;  and  then  Ihe  impression 
wore  off.  and  I  thought  I  would  go  back  soon,  would  go  hy  the 
cheapest  train  (Qod  help  me),  since  it  gave  him  pleasure  to  see  me. 
That  we  have  him  no  longer  ie  all  the  grief  I  It  was  well  he  should 
die  thus,  genllf  and  beautifully,  with  all  bis  loving  kindneaa  fresh 


r 


» 


u  ■  jrooDg  mao's:  bia  enjoyment  of  life  Dot  wearied  ont;  bH  o 
Inve  for  blm  ns  wnnn  hs  evtr;  itiid  wi-II  lie  sliould  die  in  bis  own  I 
dest  Bcolluiid,  amid  quiet  kindly  tliingH.     We  c»ddoI.  ougbl  not  16  I 
wish  il  bad  bcFU  otiierivise.  to  wish  be  bad  lived  on  till  Lis  loH  J 
abould  bave  beeo  lew  full, 

But  wbat  a  cbuoge  for  you  a11.  and  for  me  too,  little  as  I  n 
bim.     To  know  Ibal  kind,  good  uucle  was  tn  tbe  world  for  me.  (0  I 
care  about  me.  bowcrer  long  nbeent,  ae  oobody  but  one  of  one^  I 
own  blood  cao,  was  a  sweetoe«e  in  mj  lonely  lite,  which  con  be  U- 1 

Poor  dear  IIItI<?  Mnggie,  I  kuon  bow  sbe  will  grieve  about  U 
two  days,  and  ildok  of  tlicm  more  liian  of  all  tbe  years  of  patient, 
lovlog  Qursiog,  wbicb  sliould  be  now  licr  best  cotiifort.     Kiu  her 
forme.    God  support  you  all    Wrile  to  me  w lieu  you  can  what 
jDU  are  going  to  do.    Alas!  tbnt  I  sbould  be  so  far  away  from  your  J 
councils.    I  need  to  know  precisely  about  your  future  in  an  i 
Domical  sense:  Ibrougli  all  the  dull  grief  tbat  Is  weighing  oD  < 
comes  a  sbarp  anxiety  lest  you  sbould  be  less  independent  11 
heretofore;  lobe  relieved  of  Ibnt  will  be  tbo  beat  comfort  you  coul^l 
pve  me  at  present.    I  never  knew  wbat  money  you  liaU  to  live  oiii  f 
nor  tbougbt  about  it:  now,  it  is  tbe  first  question  I  ask.    I  ami 
dreary  and  stupid,  aud  can  write  no  mqre  ju^t  now. 

Tour  affectionate 

J.  0. 

When  I  saw  your  handwriting  again  last  night,  my  only  thougbt.,1 
was  '  bow  good  of  ber  lo  write  anotber  letter  soon.'  I  was  loogfl 
before  I  could  understand  il. 


tearing  and  rending,  our  bouse  once  a  _..  .. 
dust-cloud,  an^  chaos  come  again.  One  Irish  arii«t,  I  rs- 
member,  bad  been  ignornnl  tlint  lath  and  plaster  was  not  a  Qoor; 
be,  from  above,  accordingly  came  plungioj^down  iniomy  bedroom, 
catching  himself  by  tbe  arm-pits,  fast  swrngiug.  astonished  Id  tlu 
vortex  of  old  latba,  lluio,  and  dusi!  Perhaps  it  was  with  lilm  ibat 
trieh  Fanny,  some  time  after,  ran  away  inlo  nialrimony  of  a  kiniL 
Run  or  walk  away  she  did,  in  the  course  of  liieso  dismal  tumults,  shB  1 
too  baviDggrad  nail  y  forgntlonoM  ibings:and  was  never  more  bnrA  m 
ofhere.    Wo  decided  for  Addiscombe,  beautifullesi  cottage  in  lb>fl 
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WOTld;  the  Doble  onnera  glad  wc  would  occupy  a  room  or  two  of 
it  in  ilieir  absence.  I  likea  it  much,  nod  kept  onej  reading,  writ- 
ing, riding:  sbunotBu  mucb,  buviug  Done  of  tbe«e  resources,  do 
society  at  nil,  and  except  to  put  me  rielit,  uo  interest  at  all.  I  re- 
member ber  coniiDg  and  going;  any,  I  rajselt  came  and  went.  OS 
and  on  we  stayed  tliere  far  several  weelcB  till  the  burly-burly  here 
was  over  or  become  tolerable.  Itieerabie  hurly-burly;  the  result  of 
it,  zero,  atid  '  Satan's  Invisible  World  Displayed  '  (in  the  building 
trade,  OB  never  dreiunt  of  before!). 

For  the  Cliristmas  month,  we  were  at  the  Orange,  company  bril- 
liant, &c..  &c.;  but  sad  both  of  us.  I  by  the  evident  sinking  of  my 
mother  (iliough  the  accounts  affected  always  to  show  tbe  hopeful 
side);  she,  among  other  griefs,  by  the  eminently  practical  one  of 
RODCft's  '  Demon  Fowls.'  ua  we  now  named  Ibem.  and  the  totally 
futile  issue  of  that  '  sound-proof  room."  "My  dear.'  wild  she,  one 
day  to  me.  '  let  us  do  as  you  have  somelimea  been  saying,  fnirly 
rent  that  Ituiica's  house,  turn  Ronea  witb  bis  vermin  out  of  it,  ana 

t  it  stand  empty — empty  and  noiseless.  What  is  40t.  or  4Sl.  a 
-)  saving  one"s  life  and  sanity  J  Neighbour  Cbalmers  will 
e;  llie  owner  people  are  willing;  say  you  "ye»,"  and  I  will 
go  ai  once  aud  have  ilio  whole  bedlam  swept  away  ngainst  your  re- 
turn I '    I  looked  at  her  with  admiration ;  with  grateful  nr-"-*  •  '^"- 


vear.  t 
tielpn 


m~^  }o<t  can '  (nhicli  I  could  only  half  believe).     Bhe  is  off  accord- 
■  ■'l^y,  r ' "- " — "'■■'  " ^■--"  —■'—■'■- 


!-,'•  "ly  saving  companion  ()>eautiful  Dea  ex  mackind),  and  oi 
jr  following,  writes  to  me  [T.  C.];— 


To  T.  Carlyle.  Etq..  The-  Orange. 


Chelsea.  Mod<1>;,  D«.  IS,  itU. 

cannot  write  till  to-morrow,  but  just  a  line  that  you  may  not 
be  fancying  liorrors  about  me.  1  did  get  borne,  and  did  do  wbat 
was  to  be  done,  but  now  I  must  go  to  bed.  It  is  uoihing  whatever 
but  a  nervous  headache,  which  was  sure  to  have  come  after  so 
many  nigbts  without  sleep,  and  perhaps  it  was  as  easy  to  transact 
it  on  llie  railway  i4B  in  a  bell  in  a  strange  house,  i  shall  be  better 
to-morrow,  and  will  Uieo  tell  you  how  tbe  btutnees  proceeds, 

Oreetinga  to  Lady  B .' 

^M  Yours  ever. 


LETTER  160. 


No.  6  Chevne  Row  was,  if  I  recollect,  tbe  Joint  properly  of  two 
brothers,  '  Martin '  their  name,  one  of  whom  had  falleii  imbecile, 
and  could,  or  at  least  did  give  no  authority  for  outhiy  on  llie  house, 
wblcb  liad  in  consequence  fallen  c[iiile  into  disrepair,  and  been  let 

■  Dowager  Lodj-  BoOi,  parhap*. 


I  IS 
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I  to  tills  BoDCft  villi  bis  nnshing  tuba,  poullries.  snd  raecbanic  WDft- 
In-law,  tod  lieconie  inlolentble  lu  a  neigh bnarbood.  Poor  Rooca 
was  not  a  bad  man.  tliough  a  misgiiiileii  ('  Irlsli  Fanny.'  a  Catholle 
like  ttie  rest  ot  tliem.  wn^  thoiigbt  to  linve  done  miscbier  in  the 
matter):  but  clear  it  ivoa,  at  any  rate  tbatonbim  (ulone  oFall  Lou- 
don specimeoB},  soft  trealment.  never  so  skilful,  so  griLCfful,  or 
gentle,  could  produce  no  effect  whatever.  But  now  wise  Hpnllnitce 
of  the  hard,  soon  hroiigbt  hjm  to  new  lasigbt;  and  lie  bad  to 
knuckle  and  comply  iii  all  points.  In  a  few  days,  my  guardiaa 
eeuiua  saiT  herself  completely  viciorlous;  Ibc  Rouen  aunoyaucea, 
Ronca  binuolf  in  tbreo  monihs,  &c.,  &c.  Neighbour  Cbatiuera, 
great  in  pnrochi  nil  ties,  did  Ills  beat.  Tlie  very  housc-ngent  vna 
touched  to  the  heart  by  such  words  (one  Owlton,  whom  I  nevgr 
saw,  but  have  ever  since  thanked),  and  tliis  tragic  eanaiUf-rU  too 
bad  an  end.  As  nil  here  ba» — all—bul  not  the  meaning  and  tlrsl  of 
all  I  Thou  blessed  one.  no.  Farther  Ittlera  on  Ihia  tragic  contempll- 
bililj  X  And  none;  indeed,  pcrliaiis  hnrdly  any  came  till  raj  own 
sad  reappearance  in  Chelsea,  as  will  be  seen.— T.  C. 


To  Mri.  Buuell,  Thornhill. 

6  ClteTiie  Row,  CheUes:  Frldaj  ulsht,  Dec.  SI.  ISO. 

Hy  dear  Mrs.  Russell. — Ever  since  I  received  your  noI«  by  Mrs. 
PriDgle.  I  have  bceu  menniug  to  write  to  you.  yet  always  waited 
for  a  more  cheerful  season,  and  now  here  is  New  Yeur's  d»y  at 
baud,  and  my  regular  letter  due.  and  the  season  is  nol  more  cheer 
ful;  and  besides  1  am  full  of  business,  owing  lo  the  sudden  movt- 

mantH  ot  the  last  two  weeks,  and  Mr.  C 'b  absence,  leaving  me 

his  affairs  to  look  after,  ns  well  as  my  own.  We  went  to  ibe  Orange. 
(Lord  Asbburton's)  in  the  beglnniDg  of  December  to  stay  till  after 
Oliristmaa.  I  was  verj'  gl*!'  *"  K*'  'nto  the  couniry  for  a  while, 
ftnd  bad  nothing  lo  do  but  dress  dolls  for  a  Chrislmsa-tree  For 
I    the  last  monihs  had  quite  worn  me  out:  1  bad  had  nothing  bat 

building  and  pointing  for  so  long,  varied  with  Mr,  C 'soutbima 

against  the  '  infernal  cocks '  next  door,  which  made  our  laat  addition 

a  '  silent  apartment '  necessary.  Alasl  and  the  silt^nt  apartraBnt  I 
had  lunied  out  the  noisiest  apurimenl  in  the  house,  and  the  cocks  J 
still  crowed,  and  the  macaw  stiil  shnekcd.  and  Hr.  C — 
stormed.  At  ilic  Orange  I  should  at  least  escape  all  that  fn>  I 
the  Ume  being,  I  thought.  The  first  two  daj-s  I  felt  in  Paradise,  I 
and  so  well;  the  tlilid  day  I  smashed  my  head  against  a  marbteT 
(lab.  raised  a  bumji  the  size  of  a  hen's  egg  ou  it,  and  gave  a 
to  my  nerves  tliai  quite  uiidtted  me  for  company.  But  I  struggle) 
on  amidst  the  eighteen  oUier  visitors,  belter  or  worse,  till  at  the  vaM 
of  a  fortnight  I  was  recovered,  uxCr-vV  foT  n  «Vt{^1i<.  Wm^  atlll  viaibl 
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when  Hr.  C came  lo  mc  odc  iDomiug.  all  of  a  Eudden,  aod  told 

me  I  must  go  up  lo  Lnndoii  myself,  and  take  charge  ol  BoroP  tiUBl' 
DVis — DOIbJDg  less  (liao  Iryingto  (uketbeadjoiamg  bouse  oil rselvef, 
oD  ttie  cbaoce  of  l«tling  it.  and  got  our  disobllglDg  iicigliboura 
tHmed  out;  and,  there  being  bul  six  days  till  Cbristmas  (llie  lime 
for  giving  them  uotlce  to  ({iiii),  of  course  despatch  ttaa  required, 
especial!}-  as  the  owner  of  tbi-  house  lived  awajr  id  Devonabire,  I 
thouglit  it  a  most  n'ildgoose  enterprise  I  was  aent  on,  ciud  when 
Lady  Aahburlon,  and  the  otbers  asiied  him  why  ho  sent  poor  m:: 
instead  of  going  himself,  ntid  when  he  coolly  niiswered.  'Oh  1 
should  nnly  spoil  the  thing,  she  Is  sure  to  manage  it ;'  it  provoked  me 
the  more,  I  wa«  so  etire  I  could  not  mauage  it.  But  he  waa  quite 
right — Mote  the  week  was  out  I  had  done  better  than  take  ahnuse 
we  did  not  need,  for  I  had  got  Uie  people  iMund  down  legally 
■  under  a  penally  of  ten  pounds,  and  of  immediate  notice  to  quit. 
never  lo  keep,  or  allow  to  he  kept,  fowls,  or  ntacaw,  or  other  nul- 
llicir  ptemisea,'  in  conBideratioQ  of  five  pounds  given  to 
by  Mr.  Carljle.  I  Jiad  llie  lease  of  the  house,  and  the  notice 
■quit  lying  »l  my  disposal;  bul  the  threat  having  served  the  end, 
wish  to  turn  the  people  out.    Tou  may  fancy  what  I  Imd 

'cred,  tbroiigli  the  effects  of  thesb  nuisances  on  Mr.  C .  when 

I  Icll  you  that,  on  having  this  agreement  put  in  my  hnod  by  their 
huuse-ageiit,  1  burst  into  tears,  and  siiould  have  kissed  the  man.  if 
he  lind  nol  been  so  ugly.  Independently  of  the  success  of  my  diplo- 
■y  about  Uie  cocks,  I  was  very  thankful  I  happened  to  he  sent 
Just  then,  otherwise  I  should  bave  got  the  news  of  my  cousin 
'b  death  in  a  houseful  of  company.  It  wua  shock  eouugli  lo 
It  here.  I  had  received  a  long  letter  from  herself  a  day  or  two 
leaving  the  Orange,  in  which  she  told  me  she  wns  unusually 
11;  and  the  night  after  my  return  1  had  sat  till  after  midnight 
Tting  it.  Two  hours  after  it  had  gone  to  the  post-offlce  came 
try's  letter  announcing  her  death.      And  the  same    day  cnme 

Mr.  C ,   who  had  suddenly  taken  liio    resolution    lo  go  to 

Bcotsbtig,  and  see  his  mother  ouce  more.  John's  letter  Indicating 

Uiat  she  was  dying  fast.    I  hurried  bim  oS  all  I  could,  for  I  was 

■tded  he  would  arrive  lo  Hud  her  dead,  and  he  was  Just  in  lime. 

writes  he  will  probably  ho  home  to-morrow  nighl.    It  has  been 

iDtlnuous  miracle  for  me,  Mrs.  C "a  living  till  now.  afler  Iho 

I  aaw  her  in  last  July,    But  poor  Helen  Wetsbl    One  has  to 
link  hard,  tliat  she  had  a  deadly  disease  with  much  suffering  be- 
fore her.  painful  operations  before  her,  hud  slie  llred,  to  reconcile 
ODGsell  lo  loung  hex  ao  suddenly. 


qui 
wd 
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Tell  me,  wheo  you  write,  if  poor  Marj  got  lier  comforter.  Hn, 
Aitken  forgot  it  for  a  long  time;  liiit  on  my  telling  her  you  had  not 
received  it,  she  sent  it,  ghe  said,  si  once.  1  send  Itie  money  otdcr 
for  Ihe  usual  purposes— Mary,  Margaret,  who  else  you  like. 

I  hope  Dr.  Russell  is  quite  strong  now.  Kind  regards  to  bin 
and  your  father.  Tell  Mrs.  Pringle,'  wlien  you  see  her.  that  I  re- 
gretted being  from  home  when  she  called,  and  that  I  really  think 
my  own  full  second  cousin  might  hsve  come  to  see  me  witfaoat  « 
recommendation,  and  at  flrst,  instead  of  at  lost.  As  she  left  word 
she  'nas  going  next  door.  Iliere  was  nothing  lo  be  said  or  done. 

If  you  should  cot  receive  the  usual  donation  from  my  cousins  for 
old  Mary,  be  sure  to  tell  me ;  she  must  not  be  worse  off  at  this  ad- 
vanced age.  But  I  daresay  Maggie  will  be  very  desirous  to  con- 
tinue her  father's  good  deeds.  Poor  little  Maggie,  I  am  like  to  ciy 
whenever  I  think  of  her,  kind,  patient,  active.  lUtle  nurse,  and 
now  transplanted  to  another  country,  her  occupation  gone. 
Your  aSectionata 

J.  W,  Cabltia. 

I  send  for  New  Year's  luck  a  book,  which  I  hope  you  have  not 
read  already. 

LETTER  161. 

Prom  the  Orange  I  must  have  followed  in  three  dap.  Tbo  ' 
BcMitabrig  letters  on  my  rooilior's  siluittioD  were  becoming  more  . 
and  more  questionable,  indistiact  too  (Tor  lliey  tried  to  Batter  met:  , 
evident  it  wua  the  end  must  l>e  drawiog  nigh,  aud  It  would  be  better 
for  me  to  go  at  once.  Mournful  leave  given  me  by  the  Lady  Ash-  ' 
burloni  mournful  encouragement  to  be  speedy,  not  dilatory.  After 
not  many  hours  here  I  was  on  the  road.  Friiiay  morning.  D«ceU- 
t>er  23,  1858.  grtt  to  llie  Eirtlebridge  Station :  a  grey  dreary  element. 
cold,  dim.  and  sorrowful  to  eye  and  to  soul.  Earth  spoiled  with 
frozen  snow  on  the  thaw  iis  I  walked  solitary  the  two  miles  to  ' 
Bcolaiirig;  my  own  thought  and  question,  will  the  deparUnr  still ' 
be  there!  Vivid  are  my  recollections  tliere;  painful  slill  and 
mournful  exceedingly;  but  1  need  not  record  them.  My  poor  cdd 
mother  still  knew  me  (or  at  times  only  halE  knew  me);  had  no  dio-  , 
ease,  but  much  misery;  was  sunk  in  weakness,  weariness,  and  psJn,  ' 
She  resembled  her  old  self,  thought  I.  as  the  last  departing  moon*  ' 
sickle  does  tlie  moon  itself,  about  to  vanish  in  tlie  dark  wsiers. 
Sad,  infinitely  sad,  if  also  sublime.  Sister  Jean  was  there.  Maty 
and  she  had  faithfully  alternated  there  for  long  months.  It  wiu 
now,  as  we  alt  saw,  ending;  and  Jean's  look  unforgctably  sad  and 
grand.     Saturday  night  breath  wua  nearly  impossible;  teaapoou  ft 


Id  at  the  Welsh  tttnilf—oae  of  the  Hunters. 
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weak  trbiskj  puoch  aione  giviaK  some  relief.  lalellect  intrinBiC' 
ally  still  clear  as  the  biiq,  or  as  tLe  stars,  tbough  pain  occaaiooallT 
ovcrclomied  it.  Aboiil  10  P.m.  slie  evidcDily  did  not  know  me  till 
I  explitlned.  At  miiiuighl  were  iier  last  words  to  me,  tone  almasl 
kinder  llian  usual,  and,  as  if  lo  make  amends,  '  Ooi>d  niglit,  and 
thnuk  ye'.'  Joha  hud  giren  li»  suoic  drops  of  laudanum.  In 
about  an  bour  after  sbe  fell  asleep,  and  spoke  or  awoke  do  more. 
All  Sunday  sbe  lay  sleeping,  strongly  breaUiing.  face  grand  and 
at«tuellke:  about  4  p.u.  tbe  brcatli.  withotit  a  struggle,  scarcely 
with  abatement  for  some  seconds,  fled  away  wbence  it  bad  come. 
Sunday,  Cliristmas  Day.  1853.    My  age  5S;  hers  Sa 


T.  CaHylt,  Scatibrig. 

Chelsea;  Tuesday.  Doc.  «7. 1851. 

Oh.  iny  dearl  never  does  one  feel  oneself  so  utterly  helpless  aa 
tatrylDgto  speak  comfort  for  great  bcrenremcnt.  1  will  not  try 
it.  Time  Is  the  only  comforter  for  tbe  loss  of  a  mother.  One  does 
not  believe  in  time  while  tbe  grief  is  quite  new.  One  feels  as  if  it 
could  never,  never  be  less.  And  yet  all  griefs,  when  there  Is  no 
bittetuess  in  them,  are  soollied  down  by  time.  And  your  grief  for 
your  mother  must  be  altogellier  sweet  and  soft.  You  must  feel 
that  you  have  always  been  a  good  son  to  her  \  (hat  you  have  always 
Appreciated  her  as  stic  tleserved,  um)  that  she  knew  this,  and  loved 
you  to  the  last  moineet  How  tliaakful  ynu  may  be  ihal  yon  went 
when  you  did,  in  lime  to  have  tbe  a^urance  uf  her  love  surviving 
all  tiodlly  weakness,  made  doubly  sure  to  you  by  ber  last  look  and 
words.  Oil!  what  I  would  have  given  tor  last  words,  to  keep  m 
niy  innermost  heart  all  the  rest  of  my  life;  but  the  words  that 
nwaiteil  me  were,  'Your  mother  is  deadt'  And  I  deserved  it 
sliould  so  end.  I  was  not  Uio  dutiful  child  lo  niy  mother  that  ynu 
have  been  to  yours.  Strange  that  I  should  have  passed  that  SiiU' 
day  in  such  utter  seclusion  here  as  if  in  sympathy  with  what  was 
going  on  there. 

It  is  a  great  mercy  yon  have  had  some  sleep.  It  will  surely  be  a 
comfortable  reSection  for  you  in  coming  home  this  time,  that  you 
will  look  out  over  a  perfectly  empty  hen-court;  part  of  it  even  al- 
ready pulled  down,  as  all  the  rest,  I  daresay,  soon  will  be.  There 
are  cocks  enough  in  all  directions,  as  poor  Shuttleworth  remarked; 
but  none  will  plaguo  you  like  those,  which  had  become  a  fixed  idea, 
anil  a  question.  Sliali  I,  a  man  of  genius,  or  yoit,  '  a  sooty  washer- 
woman,' be  master  here?  If  you  would  like  to  know  the  ultimate 
fate  of  the  poultry,  it  was  sold  away  to  a  postman,  who  has  'a 
hobby  for  fowls,'  in  Milman's  Row.    I  let  them  make  what  proSt 
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thej  could  of  their  fonls,  tor  we  had  no  right  to  deprive  tbem  tit 
them,  only  Ujb  right  of  humanity  to  have  the  people  forced  lodo 
OB  a  ffivour  voluntarily  tor  a  suitable  couipenEslion.  I  am  on 
terms  of  good  neighbourhood  now  wiih  ull  tlie  Ronc&s,  except  tlie 
old  Inimdress  herself,  who  '  toolt  to  her  bed  nearly  mad,'  Uie  mar- 
ried daughter  told  me.  'at  lying  under  a  penalty.'  She  must  leave 
the  place,'  she  said,  'her  husband  would  sooner  have  died  than 
broken  his  word,  when  he  bad  passed  it— and  to  be  bound  under 
penalty!'  I  felt  quite  sorry  for  the  people  as  soon  as  I  had  got 
Uiem  in  my  power,  and  have  done  wliat  I  could  to  soothe  them 
dowiL 

Ever  yours 


LETTER  188. 
Mrt.  RutteU,  TkurithiU. 

t>  ChBjne  How.  Chelsea:  July  1!.  ISI. 

Isnt  it  frightful,  dear  Mrs,  Ruaaell,  what  n  rale  the  ye»rs  fly  att  J 
Anolber  birthday  came  round  to  mel  and  it  looks  but  a  week  ofl 
two  ago  since  I  was  writing  to  you  from  Moffat!  '  The  days  loolr 
often  long  and  weary  enough  in  passing,  but  when  all  'bunched" 
up'  (as  my  maid  expresses  iI)iuto  a  year,  it  is  no  Ume  at  all  to  look 
back  on. 

We  are  still  in  London  with  no  present  thought  of  leaving  iL 
The  Asliburtons  have  gain  offered  us  Addiscombe  to  ru8ticsl«  at, 
while  they  are  in  the  HighlandB,  But.  in  spite  of  the  licauty  and 
magniiicencc  of  that  place,  and  all  its  belongings.  I  hale  being 
there  In  the  family's  absence — am  always  arrald  of  my  dog's  mak- 
ing foot-marks  on  the  sofaa  or  carpel ;  of  asking  the  line  housemaid 
to  do  something  'not  in  her  work,'  &c.,  &C. ;  and  so  would,  for 
my  part,  much  rather  stay  in  my  own  house  all  the  year  round. 

When  Mr.  C gets  ill  with  the  heat,  however — If  this  year  then  J 

ia  to  be  any — he  may  choose  to  go  there  for  a  few  weeks,  and  wDlJ 
need  me  to  order  his  dinners.  ■ 

lam  hoping  for  a  considerable  acquisition  before  long'.  Miss  Jews-  1 
bury,  the  authoress  of  '  The  Half  Sisters,'  &c..  the  most  intimate 
friend  I  have  in  the  world,  and  who  has  lived  generally  at  SIanclK«- 


I 


'e  first  knew  each  other,  has  decided  tc 


le  and  live  near 


e  for  good.     Her  brother  married  eighteen  months  ago.  and  h 
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realised  a  baby,  and  a  wife's  mollicr  in  tbe  liouse  besides  So 
Geraldioe  fell  it  getting  too  liol  for  her  tUero.  It  will  be  a  real  gain 
to  bave  a  womna  1  like,  so  nejir  as  Ibe  slrcet  ia  which  I  have  de- 
cided on  an  atiarlment  for  her.  All  my  ftcquainUinces  live  so  far 
oB.  tliat  it  is  meobanically  impngsible  to  be  iDliniBle  n-ilb  them. 

Tou  would  he  sorry  lo  hear  or  poor  Elizabeth  Welsb'a '  aecidenl. 
Ann  bM  written  me  two  nice  long  letters  since,  and  added  as  few 
inied  documents'  as  could  be  expected  from  her.     From  my 
lains  I  bear  very  little  now.      Jeaunie  in  Glasgow  atjver  was  a 
correspondent*  I  mean,  always  wrote  remorknbl]'  bad  letters, 
Jering  ber  faculty  in  some  other  direclious.      Now  there  is  a 
iHle  tone  of  married  woman,  and  much  made  of  married  woman, 
added  lo  the  dulnesa  and  long-windeduesa,  (bat  irritates  me  into — 
hileoce.     As  tor  Ihe  others,  they  all  seem  to  ibink  I  have  nothing 
to  do  al  my  age,  but  sead  them  Iwo  or  three  letlera  for  one!    Whea 
dear  uncle  was  alive,  my  anxiety  to  bear  of  bim  overcame  all 
r  conaideraliouH;  and  J  humoured   Ibis  negligence  more  than 
reasonable.    Besides.  Helen  wrote  pretty  often,  poor  dear,  and 
lod  letters,  telling  me  Goroethiug.    Now,  as  tliey  are  all  healthy, 
and  'at  ease  in  Ziou.'  I  mean  to  bear  in  mind,  more  than  hereto- 
fore, ibat  I  am  not  bealiby,  aod  have  many  demands  on  my  time 
und  Ibouglit,  and  am.  besidea.  sufficiently  Iheir  elder  to  bave  my 
letters  answered. 

I  began  to  mahe  a  cap  for  old  Mary;  but  it  is  impossible  to  get 
on  with  sewing  al  this  season ;  so  you  must  give  her  a  pound  o(  tea 
from  me  instead.  Do  you  know  1  am  not  sure  lo  tbis  moment  that 
she  ever  got  the  woollen  Ibing  I  sent  ber  through  Mrs.  Ailken, 
Urs.  Aitkcn  forgot  it,  I  know,  and  it  was  long  after  abe  said  she 
bad  §vnl  it  to  you  by  Ibe  carrier. 

Ooit  hless  you,  dear  Hrs.  RuMcIl,  T  am  in  a  great  hurry,  vistlors 
having  kept  me  up  all  Ibe  forenoon.    Love  lo  your  fulber  and  bus- 

Yours  affectionately, 

feJANB   CaBLTUL 
incIoM  a  cheque  (1)  for  five  abitlings. 
Rot  eldest  aunt;  (ell  and  dlslocalAd  the  thlKh-bone:  lams  «*er  tlnoe, 
I.  Oruw,  Is  naw  dead  (aluce  ISSTJ. 
wloae  iracts,  Ao.   Poor,  good  Ann  I 


I 


Kotemher  1,  18S4. — Oli.  (iren't  ;ou  miserable  about  this  VRrT' 

1  am  bauDted  day  and  nigbt  with  llie  Lbougbt  of  all  the  women  of 
Eugland,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  who  must  be  in  agonies  of  suspeoM 
about  Uielr  nearest  and  dearest.  Thank  God  I  have  no  husband, 
or  father,  or  son,  in  that  horrible  war.  1  hate  some  few  acquaint- 
aaces,  however,  and  one  intimale  friend — Colonel  Sterling;  and  I 
read  the  list  of  killed  and  wounded  always  with  a  lick  dread  of 
Qnding  his  name. 

To  the  iam«. 

December  80. — I  have  been  shut  up  In  tlie  house  almost  entirely 
for  sii  weeks  with  one  of  mylongcolda;  but  for  that  I  should  have 
lieen  now  at  the  Oran^,  where  I  hod  engaged  myself  to  go  oi 
19th.  The  month  of  country,  of  pure  air  aod  greeo  fields,  might 
huve  dooe  ntc  good ;  hut  I  felt  quite  cowardly  before  the  prospect 
of  so  much  dressiug  for  dinner  aod  talking  for  effect,  especially  aa   ■ 

1  was  to  have  gone  this  time  on  my  own  basis.  Mr.  C being  M 

busy  with  his  book  to  waste  a  month  at  pro^nl,  besides  having  a 
EHcred  horror  of  two  several  lots  of  children  who  were  to  be  there, 
and  the  bother  about  whom  drove  him  out  of  all  patience  last  year. 

For  rae  no  letter  In  1854.    We  did  not  shift  ill  nit  from  borne  tbat 
year,  but  were  constantly  together.     Addiscombe  at  Easter  was  in- 
tended (at  least  for  her)  but  ii  misgave.     Ditto  the  Orange  with  me  < 
through  December  with  a  day  or  two  of  January — not  eiecnlable  , 
either  when  the  time  came.     She  was  in  poor  fiuctuuting  health:  I 
in  dismal  continual  wrestle  with  'Fricdricb,'  the  untiueuiabit  book, 
the   second  of   my  twelve  years'  'wrestle'  in   that  element!    Hy   ' 
days  were  black  and  spiritually  muddy;  hers,  too,  very  weah  and 
dreamy,  though  uncomplaining;   never  did  complain  once  of  her 
iinchosen  siiQerlngi  and  miserable  eclipse  under  Uie  writing  of  tliat 
sad  book. 

One  day  last  year  (November  8,  1851)  I  had  run  out  to  Windsor 
(introduced  by  Lady  Ashburton  and  her  high  people)  in  quest  of 
Prussian  prints  and  portraits — saw  some — baw  Prince  Albert,  mj 
one  interview,  for  about  an  hour,  till  Majesty  summoned  him  out 
to  walk.  The  Prince  was  very  Eood  and  human,  NeltnutuniD  ' 
(1855)  I  was  persuaded  out  to  a  Suffolk  week,  under  Edward  Fttt- 
gerald'8  keeping,  ivho  bad  been  a  familiar  of  mine  ever  since  tht  ' 
old  battle   of  Naseby  inquiries.     Father,  a  blundering  Irishman 


t 


Thrlca  stupid,  Udeoiii  blotch  of  a  '  (Mmaao  War,' N  w 
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once  proprietor  ot  vast  estatea  Lhere  and  in  Suffolk,  ifcc.  Foolish 
Naaeby  moniimeat,  his.  Ednard  etilt  lives  in  Woodbridge.  or 
ofteoest  in  Ms  coasliDg  Iwnt,  a  eolilary,  k1i;.  Xi  ml  hearted  man. 
Farlingay  was  a  rough,  roomy  fnrra  »nd  hotiae,  which  Lad  oace 
been  papa'a,  and  where  Edward  Biill  had  a  rough  and  kiod  home 
nbeo  be  chose.  I  did  not  fare  iotolerably  thereat  all;  kiod  people, 
rather  interesting  to  me.  Snatch  of  countr?  welcome  on  the  icrme. 
The  good  Fiiz  gave  me  a  long  day's  driving,  and,  indeed,  several 
others  shorter,  which  are  purtly  in  my  recolleclioD,  too.  I  had 
aeeu  Aldborough,  bad  butbcd  there,  and  ihouglit  as  a  ^iwdeserted, 
but  Dot  the  least  dilapidated,  pliice  it  might  suit  us  for  a  lodging. 

Ugly  homo  voyage  in  Ipswich  steamer,  Ac,,  stuffy  railway  naving 
grown  BO  horrible  to  me.  At  Adiliscuinbe  some  lime  after,  I  bad 
three  weeks,  mostly  of  utler  solitude,  strange  and  sombre.  She 
only  going  and  coming  as  need  waii. — T.  C. 

LETTER  163. 

^^■  CarlyU,  Fariingay  Hali.' 
G  dieyae  Row.  Cbelsmi:  Aug,  U,  IGDl 
ITo,  dear,  I  don't  take  your  Beahatblng  place,  because  I  have  a 
place  of  my  own  in  view  I  Positively  I  fancy  I  have  found  the 
coming  cottage.'  I  am  just  going  off  to  consult  Tait  about  it 
And  at  all  events  you  must  go  and  look  at  it  with  me  next  Monday, 
before  we  incur  any  lodging  expenses,  which  would  be  best  laid  out 
on  a  place  '  all  to  oneself.' 

I  took  such  an  atnouut  ot  sir  and  exercise  yesterday  as  would 
have  dooe  for  most  nineteenth  century  '  fcmules.'  Started  at  eight 
by  the  boat,'  with  a  good  tide,  tind  was  at  the  station  a  quarter 
before  nine.  Was  quite  well  situated  in  my  open  carriage,  and 
reached  Brighton  without  the  least  fatigue.  Bathed,  the  flrsl 
thing;  and  then  walked  along  the  shore  to  a  little  inn  I  bad  been 
told  ot  by  Henberg  and  Baliantyne,  as  a  cliarniing,  quiet  place  '  for 
etren  Mrs.  Carlyle'  to  stop  at;— found  it,  of  course,  noisy,  dirty, 
not  to  be  even  dined  at  by  Mrs.  Curly  le,  and  walked  on  still  further 
nlong  tlie  cliffs  to  a  village  I  had  seen  on  the  map,  and  was  sure 
must  be  very  retired.  The  name  of  it  is  Rottingdean.  It  is  four 
miles  at  least  from  the  BHghtoo  station.  I  walked  there  and  back 
againl  and  in  the  last  two  miles  along  the  eiifls  I  met  just  one 

'  Od  vUe  there  la  Hr.  Fltzgenld. 

>  A  poor  did  vsuuit  but  at  RoctlusdeaQ,  which  was  to  be  hirDlshed,  to  ba 
~  lar  (ouL,  nlut  trouble  she  took,  wh>t  hopta  aha  bad,  about  UiUI 
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roanl  in  a  wliiU  nnockl  (Thus  jou  percdve  the  I 
penses  U)  one  of  llie  i^uietest  sea  villages  in  England  t 
boal  and  third  class  train,  3*.  lOd.  I — a  coDTenicnl  lucalitj-ifl 
cottage  at  all  raies.  TUe  place  itself  i«  an  old  slecpy-ii 
tie  village  cloBc  on  tbe  eea,  with  simple  poor  iuliabilantSi  not 
a  trace  of  a  lady  or  geiitlcnan  batlier  to  be  seen!  In  tact,  e 
at  Uie  inn,  there  were  no  lodgiugg  visible.  I  asked  the  maid  k 
tlie  inn.  '  naa  it  always  as  quiet  as  iblst '  '  Always.'  she  said  ii 
a  linlf  wbiGper,  with  a  half  aigh,  'n'mosl  loo  quietl'  Nrar  iha 
inn.  aad  so  ne&t  the  sea  you  could  tliron  a  stone  iiito  it 
three  houses  in  a  row ;  tbe  centre  one  old,  quaint,  and  empty,  s 
rooms,  but  enough  of  Ihemi  and  capable  of  beiug  made  Teij  lirl 
able  in,  at  small  coHt-,  and  there  are  two '  deci^tit  wot 
might,  eillier  of  ihcm,  be  trusted  to  keep  it.  But  1  should  fiUsl 
with  details  without  giving  you  a  right  impresaion.  You  must  Jul 
go  and  look.  I  returned  to  Brighton  aj/^atn.  after  having  dioed  a 
the  liottingilean  ou  two  fresh  eggs,  a  plateful  of  honiebaked  bre 
and  butler,  and  a  pint  bottle  of  Quioaeaa's  (clia-arge  Is.  Od) 
walked  miles  up  and  down  Brlglilon  to  find  tbe  agent  for  tbat  e 
tagc — did  finally  get  hira  by  miracle:  name  and  street  Iwiog  Iiotl 
dlBereot  from  wbut  I  set  out  to  seek;  and  almost  ct 
to  take  the  cottage  for  a  year  at  ISi.  (no  rates  or  taxes  whatever)  a 
lo  lake  it  for  three  months  at  Bl.  However,  I  look  frigltl  aboul 
your  Dot  liking  it;  and  tlie  expenses  of  furnisbing,  &c.,  &c.,  on 
road  up;  and  wrote  him  a  note  from  Alsop's  Shop  that  he  mi| 
not  refuse  any;  other  otfer  and  liold  me  engaged,  till  you  Itad  ai 
aud  approved  of  it.  If  Tait  shared  Iliis  cottage,  and  went  tjUvc 
iu.  the  furnishing,  it  would  cost  very  Ittlle  indeed.  Hy  only  objo! 
•Jim  to  it,  this  morning,  is  that  one  might  not  be  able  to  get  it  w 
other  year;  and  than  what  would  be  done  with  Ihe  fumituniT  Btl 
ob.  what  a  beautiful  seal  blue  as  the  Firth  of  Forth  it  v 
night!  Iky  on  the  cliffs  ia  the  stillness,  and  looked  at  the 'beakitl 
la!  Nature'  for  an  hour  and  more;  which  was  such  u  doing  of  th 
liii'turcsque  as  I  have  not  been  up  to  for  yenra.  The  most  curiot 
thing  is  the  sudden  solitude  beginning  without  gradutiou  ]ust  wlicf 
If  "mil  Town  ends.  It  is  as  if  the  Brighton  people  were  nil  cuch&atei 
not  lo  p«ss  lieyond  Iheir  pier. 

Oue  can  gel  any  sort  of  lodgings  in  Brighton. 
Iht-  cnrd  of  oue — very  beautiful,  and  clean  as  n  pin,  where  iht  li 
'  received  no  dogs  nor  children ;  dogs  she  did  nut  dislike,  but  a 
(ii'-aded  their  Qea^l'    An  excdlent  ailting-room  and  bed-room  W 
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tling-room  tad  two  bed-rooms  21. ;  but  then  they  are  such  rooms 
e  liBS  alliome,  DollikeEsstbourael  But  Brighton  is  Brigbton. 
Dgdesn  U  like  a  plac«  in  a  dotcL 
I  am  stiff  to-daj.  I  had  to  walk  to  St.  Paul's  last  night,  after  all 
roy  walking,  before  t  got  ao  omnibus,  and  then  from  Alsop's  home. 
Aod  lost  aight  tbc  results  of  Cremorue  iu  tlie  King's  Road  were 
— what  shall  I  any?  strange,  upon  my  honour!  First  I  heard  a 
measured  tread;  and  then,  out  of  the  darkness,  advanced  on  me 
eight  soldiers  carrying,  high  over  their  heads,  a  hierl  on  wliicb  lay 
a  figure  covered  with  a  black  cloth,  all  but  the  while,  while  face  t 
And  before  I  had  recovered  from  the  shock  of  that,  some  twenty 
yards  further  on,  behold,  precisely  the  same  thing  over  again  I  I 
asked  a  working  man  what  bud  happened.  'It  was  a  great  nigbt 
at  Cremorne,  storming  of  Sebaslopol :  thirty  or  (orly  soldiers  were 
Btonning. '  when  the  scaSoldiog  broke,  and  they  all  fell  in  on  their 
own  bsyonelsl  The  two  who  had  passed  were  killed,  they  said,  and 
all  the  others  hurt."  But  a  sergeant,  whom  I  accosted  after,  told 
me  there  were  none  killed  aud  only  three  hurt  badly. 

Lord  Ooodricb  bad  your  '  Zouaves,'*  and  it  is  come  back  with  a 
farewell  note  to  me  from  the  lady.  And  Lady  Sandwich  brought 
on  Sunday  'Anecdotes  Qermaniquea.'  Is  that  one  of  the  books 
you  had  last?     Tour  silent  room  is  swept  aud  the  books  dusted. 

I  am  making  shocking  wriliiig;  but  my  pen  is  horrid;  my  mind 
in  a  frightful  hurry;  and  my  hand  very  unsteady  with  yesterday's 
fatigues. 
H^    A  letter  from  you  was  eagerly  asked  for  last  night,  but  it  came 
^^Llhis  morning. 

^^L    Those  cows'  must  have  been  Philistines  In  some  previous  slate 
^^Lsf  existence.  Ever  yours, 

^K  J.  w.  c. 

A  part  only  of  the  following  extracta  was  selected  by  Mr.  Car- 
lyle,  and  a  part,  sufficient  merely  to  leave  a  painful  impression, 
without  explaining  the  origin  of  bla  wife's  discomfort.  Tliere  ought 
to  be  no  mystery  about  Carlyie,  and  there  is  no  occasion  for  mys' 
tcry.  The  diaries  and  other  papers  were  placed  in  my  hands,  that 
I  might  odd  whatever  1  might  Uiink  necesdarj'  in  the  way  of  eluci- 
dation, and  in  [liis  instance  I  have  thought  ii  right  to  avail  myself 

'  PopoUoe,  oaldieis,  oOIcen:  was  tbera  eiar  seen  aab  a  (ransaoUon  amant; 
menberoiet 
*  Boma  Ftaooh  booklet  on  tlie  subject,  'Lowlngbj  alghtl 
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of  the  peimissiuD.  It  Loa  been  alretul;  aeeo  tbat  amoog  the  koqtu^ot- 
nneea  in  the  great  world  to  wbom  Carlyle'a  repiilalion  earlv  intro- 
duced him.  were  Mr.  and  Lady  Harriet  Bariug,  ofierwnrda  Lord 
and  Ludf  AsLbiirtoD.  Mr.  Baring,  one  of  the  best  and  wisest  mer 
in  the  bigii  circle  of  Eugllsh  public  life,  was  ninong  llie  first  ti 
recognise  Carlisle's  extntordinary  qualiliea.  He  soon  t>ecainc,  and 
lie  reiD&ined  to  Iiis  death,  the  moat  intimate  aod  attached  of 
Carlyle's  friends.  Lady  Harriet  was  a  gifted  and  britliant  woman, 
wlio  cared  nothing  for  tbo  friTolous  occupations  of  fasiiion-  She 
sought  out  and  surrounded  herself   with  tbc   most  distinguished 
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,  in  which  statesmen,  poets,  ariisls.  every  in 
h'imaeiiiuto  notice  by  genuine  intellectual  worth,  revolved,  while 
she  lived,  as  satellites.  By  Lady  Harriet,  Carlyle  was  tirdetitly 
welcomed.  In  the  society  which  gathered  about  herself  and  her  bus- 
blind,  he  found  himself  among  persoua  whom  he  could  more  tiearlj 

J  -^  jjjg  gqiiaia  [imn  any  whom  lie  bud  met  with  elsewhere. 

thrown  into  connection  with  the  men  who  were  carryinE 
the  business  of  ibe  world,  io  a  sphere  where  be  could  niaka  his 
influeuce  felt  among  them.  He  waa  perbapa,  at  one  lime,  ambi-  . 
tious  of  taking  nu  autiv  c  part  in  such  nffdrs  liimself,  and  of  *  doing 
Boraelljing  more  tor  tiic  world,'  as  Lord  Byron  said,  '  than  writing 
books  tor  it.'  At  nny  rate  his  visits  to  Bath  House  and  the  Omnge. 
Lord  Ashburton's  liouse  in  Hampshire,  gave  him  great  eujoymeut, 
and  for  many  yeara  as  much  of  his  leisure  as  he  could  spare  was 
spent  in  the  Ashburtou  society. 

Tiie  acquaintance  which  was  so  agreeable  to  himself  was  lem 
pleasant  to  Mn.  Cnilyle.  fihe  wtu  ialeuseiyproudof  her  huslmnd. 
and  wished  to  be  the  first  with  httn.  She  had  married  him  agftinst 
the  advice  of  lier  friends,  to  lie  the  companion  of  a  person  whom 
she,  and  she  alone,  nt  that  time,  believed  to  be  destlued  for  some- 
thing extraordinary.  She  hud  woiked  for  him  like  a  servanti  she 
had  borne  poverty  and  suffering.  She  had  put  up  with  bis  hu- 
mours, which  were  often  extremely  trying.  As  ioag  as  she  felt 
that  he  was  really  attached  to  her,  she  had  token  the  harder  parts 
of  her  lot  lightly  and  jestingly,  nnd  by  her  Incessant  watchfulness 
had  made  it  possible  for  him  lo  accomplish  bis  work.  And  now 
his  fame  was  established.    He  iiad  risen  beyond  her  highest  es- 

Eectations;  she  saw  him  feared,  admired,  reverenced,  the  acknow- 
^dged  sovereign,  at  least  In  many  eyes,  of  English  literature:  aud 
she  found,  or  tliought  slie  found,  tliat,  as  he  had  risen  ^he  had  be- 
come, what  in  an  early  letter  she  bad  said  she  dreaded  thnt  ih4 
might  be,  a  '  mere  accident  of  his  lot.'  When  be  was  absorbed  in 
Ills  work,  abe  saw  but  little  of  lum.  The  work  was  a  sufflcienl  ex- 
planation as  long  OS  others  were  no  better  off  than  she  waa.  But 
when  she  found  that  he  hud  leisure  for  Batli  House,  though  none 
for  ber,_  she  became  je.i1oiis  and  irritable.  8he  was  herself  of 
course  invited  there;  but  the  wives  of  men  of  genius,  Hke  tlM 
wives  of  bishops,  do  not  lake  the  social  rank  of  their  liusbAndsL 
Women  understand  how  to  make  one  another  uncomfortable  in  lit- 
tle ways  invisible  to  otliers,  and  Mrs.  Carlyle  soon  perceived  that 
ebe  vas  ftdmitted  iuto  those  high  regions  for  her  buslMUid'B  oke 
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H>d  not  for  lier  owd.  Sbe  bad  a  fiery  temper,  and  a  gtioDg  Scotch 
republican  epirit,  and  slie  would  have  preferred  to  ece  Carlyle 
— rninj!  alone  iu  bis  own  kingdom.  Iler  auger  waa  wrong  in  it- 
ad  cXHggeratod  in  ihe  furm  whic^li  it  osaumud.  But  Cnrlyle 
,a  10  Illume.  He  ought  lo  have  managed  his  frieodiiliips  bet- 
ter. Hu  ought  to  have  couaidered  whether  she  had  cot  causes  o( 
complaint;  and  lo  have  remembered  liow  much  he  owed  to  her 
care  for  him.  But  Carlyle  was  wilful,  and  impatient  of  caulradlc- 
lioo-  When  liia  will  waa  crossed,  or  resisted,  hia  displeasure 
ruslied  into  eipressioua  not  easily  forgotten,  and  thus  Iliere  grew 
up  between  these  two,  who  at  heart  each  admired  and  esteemed 
the  otlier  more  than  any  other  person  in  the  world,  a  condition  of 
things  of  wliii:]!  the  trace  is  visible  in  this  diary.  The  shadow 
slanted  liackwiirds  over  their  whole  lives  together;  aud  as  she 
brooded  over  her  wrongs,  she  came  to  think  with  bitterness  of 
many  recollections  which  she  had  laughed  away  or  forgotten. 
Corlylc's  lettera  during  all  Ihis  period  are  uniformly  leader  and 
affectiouate,  aud  in  them  was  hia  true  self,  if  she  could  but  have 
allowed  herself  lo  see  it.  'Oh,' he  often  said  lo  me  after  she  was 
guue,  '  if  I  could  but  see  her  fur  five  minutes  to  assure  her  that  I 
had  really  cared  for  her  throughout  all  that!  But  she  never  knew 
it,  she  neTer  knew  it.' — J.  A.  F. 

Oettbtr  il.  1865.— I  remember  Charles  BuUer  saying  of  the  Duch- 
ess de  Praslin's  murder,  '  What  could  n  poor  fellow  do  with  a  wife 
who  kept  a  Journal  but  murder  her? '  There  was  a  certain  truth 
hidden  in  this  light  remark.  Your  journal  all  about  feelings  ag- 
gravates whatever  is  factitious  and  morbid  in  you;  that  I  have 
made  eiperience  of.  And  now  the  only  sort  of  jouriial  I  would 
keep  should  have  lo  do  with  what  Ur.  Carlyle  calls  '  the  fact  of 
things.'  It  is  very  bleak  and  barren,  this  fact  of  things,  as  I  now 
see  it — very ;  and  what  good  is  lo  result  from  writing  of  it  in  a  pa- 
per book  is  more  than  I  can  tcl).  But  1  have  taken  a  notion  to, 
and  perhaps  t  shall  blacken  more  paper  this  time,  when  I  begin 
quite  promiscuoufily  without  any  moral  end  in  view;  but  Jusl  as 
the  Scotch  professor  drank  whisky,  because  I  like  it,  and  because 

Oetober  S3. — I  was  cut  short  in  my  introduction  last  night  by  Mr. 
C.'s  return  from  Balb  House.  Tliat  eternal  Bath  Uouoe.  I  won- 
der how  rauny  thousand  miles  Sir,  C.  has  walked  between  there 
and  here,  putting  it  all  together;  setting  up  alwaj-s  another  mile- 
stone and  another  betwixt  himself  and  me.  Oh,  good  gracious! 
when  I  first  noticed  that  heavy  yellow  house  without  knowing,  or 
caHng  to  know,  who  it  belonged  to.  how  far  I  was  from  dreaming 
H^U  through  years  and  years  I  should  carry  every  slone's  weight  of 
Hb«o  my  h«an,    About  feelings  already  I    Well,  I  will  QOt  proceed. 
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though  the  ihougbts  I  bad  Id  my  bed  about  oil  ibat  were  tn^Oll 
enough  lo  fill  a  page  of  IbrilUng  interest  Tor  my  self,  and  ibou»b,  u 
George  Sand  baa  shrewdly  remiirked.  '  rieo  ne  soulnge 
rMtorique." 

Oetot/er  23, — A  slormf  day  within  doors,  so  I  walked  out  ear^, 
mnd  wallied,  walked,  walked.  If  peace  aud  qiiieiaess  be  m 
own  power,  one  cqd  ulwnys  give  oneself  at  leasl  bodily  faligua- 
Do  such  bad  succednneuni  after  all.  Life  gets  to  look  tor  me  liks 
a  sort  of  kaleidoscope— a  few  things  of  differeut  colors — black  pre* 
dorninnting,  which  fate  shakes  into  new  and  ever  oew  combiu 
tions.  but  always  the  same  things  over  again.  To  day  lias  been  H 
like  a  day  I  still  remember  out  of  tea  years  ago;  the  some  s  ~ 
dreamy  October  weather,  the  same  tumult  of  mind  conlrasdng  witi 
the  outer  stillness:  the  same  causes  forlhnt  tuiniilt.  Then,  asnon^ 
1  had  walked,  walked,  walked,  with  no  aim  but  i.i  tiro  myself. 

October  SS, — Oh,  good  gracioua  nllvei    what  a  whirlwind— 
rather  whirlpool — of  a  day  I    Breakfast  had  '  passed  off '  belter  4 
worse,  and  I  was  at  work  on  a  picture- frame,  my  own  inrentit 
and  pretending  to  be  a  liitle  work  of  art.  when  Mr.  C.'s  bell  ra 
like  mad,  and  was  followed  by  cries  of  'Come,  cornel  are  you co 
Ing?'    Arrived  at  the  second  landing,  tlirec  steps  at  a  time.  I  si 
Mr.  C.  and  Ann  in  the  spare  bedroom  hazily  through   a  watei 
The  great  cistern  liai)  overflowed,  and  was  raining  a:i<l  poui 
down  through  the  new  ceiling,  and  plashing  up  on  the  new  carp 
All  the  baths  and  basins  in  the  house  wore  quickly  assembled  ( 
floor,  and  I,  on  my  knees,  mopping  up  with  towels  and  sponges,  i 

In  spite  of  this  disaster,  and  the  shocking  bad  temper  induced  1^ 
it,  I  have  bad  lo  put  on  my  company  face  to-night  a 

aud were  tiie  parly.     Decidedly  I  must  have  a  little  a 

'  that  damned  thing  called  the  milk  of  human  kindness '  after  aflf 

(of  the  assurance  that  poor was  being  amused  kept  n 

feeling  bored. 

My  heart  is  very  sore  to-night,  but  1  have  promised  myself  not  D 
make  this  Journal  a  '  miserere, '  so  I  will  take  a  dose  of  morphii 
and  do  the  impossible  to  sleep, 

Orfoin-ai.— Rain!  ralnl  raiol  '  Oh,  Lord  I  this  istooridiculoui, 
as  the  Annandale  farmer  exclaimed,  starting  lo  his  feet  when  it  bl 
gnn  pouring,  in  the  midst  of  bis  prayer  for  a  dry  hay  time. 
no  hay  Io\k  got  in,  or  anything  else  (hat  I  know  of,  to  be  got  im 
but  I  have  a  plentiful  crop  of  thorns  to  be  got  out,  and  that,  lod^ 
requires  good  weather.    To  day's  post  brought  the  kindest  of  k ' 
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ik  of  what  I  U 


s  from  OeraMioe,  enclosing  a  nole  from  Lady  de  Cupel  Broke 

abe  is  staying  wltli,  iuviting  me  to  Onkley  Hall.     Tliis  lady's  '  fnilh 

in  iliingA  uiuteea '  excited  similar  faiili  on  my  pan,  nod  I  would  go, 

^gJiB/l  I  noililng  lo  consider  but  how  I  sliould  lilte  U  wlieo  there.    I 

Kaftd  to  write  a  rerusol,  however.  Mr.  C.  is  '  Doiiher  to  bold  nor  bind ' 

^■Mieo  I  make  new  visilicig  ocquaintatices  on  my  own  basiei.  Low- 

^Rlver  uiiejceptionuble  the  person  may  be,     Tlie  evening  devoted  to 

mending  Mr.  C.'s  trowsers  Rmong  other  things!     '  Being  an  o&ly 

child,'  I  never  '  niiibed  '  lo  sew  men's  irowsera — no,  never! 

Xotiemb&rl. — At  last  a  fair  morning  to  rice  to,  thinks  Oodl 

MazEiai   never  saya    "  thank  God '   liy  any  chance,    but    always 

'Ibuniis  Qod;'  and  I   find   it  sound  more  grulerul.     Fine  weatbur 

onlsidc  in  fact,  but  indoors  lilowing  a  devil  of  a  gale.     OS  iulo 

space,  then,  to  get  tbe  greeu  mould  that  bas  been  gathering  upon 

^^ae  of  late  ituys  bruslied  off  by  Imiuan  contact. 

Hb  JVnrrmiar  5, — Alone  Ibis  evening.    Lady  A.  in  town  again;  and 

^Hb-  C.  of  coutse  at  Bath  House. 

If&Mtribej'  6. — Mended  Mr,  C.'s  dressing-gown.  Much  movement 
under  liie  free  sky  is  needful  for  me  to  keep  my  heart  from  llirob- 
bing  up  into  my  head  and  maddening  it.  They  must  be  comforta- 
ble people  who  have  Idiiure  to  think  about  going  lo  Heaven! 
My  moBl  constant  and  pressiug  anxiety  Is  lo  keep  out  of  Bed- 
lam' thni's  all  ,  .  ,  ,  Acht  If  there  were  no  feelings  'what 
steady  sailing  craft  we  should  be,' as  the  nautical  genticmao  of  some 
novel  says. 

fi'Miemher  7. — Dear,  dcarl  What  a  sick  day  this  has  been  with 
me.  Oh,  my  motlierl  nobody  sees  wlien  I  am  suflaring  now,  and 
I  have  learnt  to  suffer  'All  to  myself.'    From  'only  childless'  to 

It,  is  a  far  aad  a  rough  road  to  travel. 


■r  think. 


The  Iftuds  I  was 
The  death  I  w 


J'exagerer  ses  droits,  oublier  ceux  des  autrea,  Cela 
Stre  fort  commode;  muia  cela  n'est  p.ia  toujours  proQtable  et 
a  lieu  iouvcnt   de  s'en  repenlir.     H  vinidrait  mieux   souveot 
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t.voii  dea  victa  qu'ua  caractSre  difficile.  Pour  que  lea  femnuf 
p«rdent  les  f&milleB,  il  fuul  quVilus  ailleal  jiisqii'A  riaccoduite, 
Jusqu'au  desordre.  Pour  les  y  pouEscr,  il  euQit  souveut  qu'ui' 
homuie  gBle  toules  ses  Iraanes  qualitufi  et  lea  leura  par  des  proced^ 
iDjuates,  de  la  dureic  et  du  d6dAia,' 

It  ie  not  ulwikya,  however,  that  unjust  treulmcnt.  Iiarahness,  knd 
disdain  in  ber  husbuud  drivea  a  wotaaa  juiqu' a  u  deaordre,  but  R 
drives  her  to  aomethiog,  and  somelbing  not  to  his  udvftniage  tusf 
more  than  to  hers. 

To-dn}r  has  been  liice  other  days  outwardly.  I  have  done  Ihk 
and  that,  acd  people  have  come  and  gone,  but  all  as  in  a  b  ~ 

yevembdr  IS.— Taken  by lo  Lord  John's  lecture  at  Eiei 

Qall.  The  crowd  was  immenee,  and  the  applause  terriflc;  t&e  \ti- 
ture  'water  bewitched."  One  thing  rather  puzzled  lU' 
mention  of  llie  name  Chriat  (and  there  was  far  too  much  of  it)  lbs 
clapping  and  stamping  rose  to  such  a  pilch  that  one  especled  af 
waya  it  roust  end  in  'hip,  hip,  humih.'  Did  the  Young  HeiiV 
Chrietian  Aasociation  take  his  Lordship's  recognition  of  Christ  at 
personal  compliment,  or  did  it  strike  them  with  admiration  Ibat  t 
Lord  should  know  about  Christ! 

Jfotembtr  20.— I  hare  been  fretting  inwardly  all  this  day  at  litd 
prospect  of  having  to  go  and  appeal  before  the  Tat  Commission enr 
at  Kensington  to-morrow  morning.  Btill,  it  must  be  done.  If  Hr." 
C .  should  go  himself  he  would  run  his  head  against  some  poet  11 
his  impatience;  and  besides,  for  me.  when  it  Is  over  it  will  Im;  orer, 
whereas  lie  would  not  gel  the  bolter  of  it  for  twelve  b 
ever  at  all. 

Notember  21. — 0  tn^  miteram .'  not  one  wink  of  sleep  the  w 
night  tlirough  I  so  great  the  '  rale  mental  agony  in  my  own  inrida* 
at  the  thought  of  that  korrid  appealing.    It  was  with  feeling  llki 
tbe  ghost  of  a  dead  dog,  that  I  rose  and  dressed  and  dmnk  ni] 
coffee,  and  Ihcu  started  for  Kensington.     Hr.  C.  said  '  the  Tolce  d 
honour  seemed  to  call  on  him  to  go  himaelf.'    But  either  It  did  Ml 
call  loud  enough,  or  ho  would  not  listen  to  ihat  charmer.    I  wenl 
in  a  cab,  to  save  ail  my  breath  for  appealing.    Set  down  at  9 
Homlon  Street,  I  found  a  dirty  private-like  house,  only  with  7 
Offlco  painted  on  the  dour.    A  dirty  woman-servant  opened  t! 
deor.  and  told  me  the  Commiseioners  would  not  be  there  for  ha  .  ^^ 
an-hour,  but  I  might  walk  up.     There  were  already  some  hl^ 
score  of  men  assemblod  iu  the  waitiDg-room,  among  whom  I  asw^ 
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the  msD  irlio  cleans  our  clucks,  and  a  foung  apotbecaiy  of  Che^ne 
Walk.  All  the  olliers,  to  look  at  tUem,  could  not  have  been  sub- 
pcctdJ  fur  uu  liislaDt,  I  bIiouIiI  liavi:  said,  of  mnking  a  hundred  a 
ytrur.  FteliDg  in  a  fuliii:  position,  I  stood  by  myself  at  a  wiadow 
uud  '  thought  sbnmc '  <as  cliildrcu  say).  Men  trooped  in  by  twos 
and  threes,  till  the  small  room  was  pretty  well  filled;  at  last  a 
woman  showed  benelf.  O  my!  did  I  ever  know  Ihe  tull  value 
of  any  Kort  o(  woman — as  woman — before!  By  this  time  some 
benches  bad  been  brought  in.  and  I  was  sitting  uearest  the  door. 
The  woman  sat  down  on  the  same  bench  with  me.  and,  misery  ac- 
quainting ouewiih  strange  bedfellows,  we  entered  into  coDvcisa- 
tton  without  huviug  been  iulroduced,  and  I  had  '  the  happiness,'  us 
AUau  termed  it,  'of  seeing  a  woman  more  miserable  than  myself,' 
Two  more  women  arrived  at  intervala.  one  a  young  girl  of  Dundee, 
'  sent  by  my  uncle  that's  ill ; '  who  looked  to  be  always  recapitulat- 
ing inwardly  what  she  had  been  told  to  Biiy  to  Uie  Com  miss  loners. 
Tlie  other,  a  nidow,  and  bucIi  b  goose,  poor  tbiog;  sho  was  bring- 
ing an  appeal  against  no  overcharge  In  her  individual  paper,  but 
against  the  doubling  of  the  Income  Tax.  She  had  paid  the  double 
tax  once,  she  said,  because  she  was  told  they  would  take  lice  goods 
for  it  If  she  didn't — and  it  was  so  disgraceful  for  one  in  a  small 
buaiueas  to  have  her  goods  taken ;  besides  it  was  very  disadvantage- 
ous; but  now  that  it  was  come  round  again  she  would  give.  Bhe 
seemed  to  attach  au  irresistiblu  pathos  to  the  title  of  taidinii,  this 
woman.  'And  me  a  widow,  raa'm.'  was  the  winding  up  of  her 
every  parsgruph.  The  men  seemed  as  worried  ua  the  women, 
though  they  put  a  better  face  on  it,  even  carryiog  on  a  sort  of  sickly 
laughing  and  bantering  with  one  another.  '  First-come  lady,' 
colled  tlie  clerk,  opening  a  small  side-door,  and  I  Slept  forward  into 
a  grand  pevlitre.  There  was  an  Instant  of  darkness  while  the  one 
door  was  shut  behind  and  the  other  opened  in  front;  and  there  I 
stood  in  a  dim  room  where  three  men  sat  round  a  large  table  spread 
with  papers.  One  held  a  peo  ready  over  an  open  ledger;  another 
was  taking  snuff,  and  bad  taken  etill  worse  in  his  time,  to  judge 
by  his  shaky,  clayed  appearance.  The  third,  who  was  plainly  the 
cock  of  that  dunglieap,  was  sitting  for  Rhadamanthua — a  Rhnda- 
manlhus  wiihout  the  justice.  'Name,'  said  the horned-owl-looklng 
individual  holding  the  pen,  'Carlyle.'  'What!'  'Csrlylo.' 
Seeing  he  stili  looked  dubious,  I  spelt  it  for  him.  'Hal'  cried 
RhadamaDthus.  a  big,  bloodtess.faced.  iosolent-looking  fellow. 
^^JVliatis  this?  why  is  Mr.  Carlyle  nut  come  tdmselfl    Dida'lha 
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get  a  letler  orderiog  him  to  appear!  Mr.  Carlyle  wrote  Kime 
■enso  about  bciog  exempted  from  coming,  and  I  deured  kq  ai 
to  be  sent  tbat  lie  must  comu,  must  do  as  otlitr  people-'  '1 
air,'  I  eaid,  '  your  desire  has  1)een  neglected,  it  wou]d  seen 
buibaud  liavlng  received  do  such  letter:  and  I  waa  lolO  by  <i 
your  fellow  Commisaiooers  lUal  Mr.  Carlj'le's  pcrsoDul  appearu 
WU  Dot  indiipc usable.'  '  Huffgbt  HuOgb!  what  doM  Ur.  < 
meaa  bj  saying  be  has  no  income  from  his  writings,  wlieo  be  li 
Kit  Sxed  it  ia  the  begiunicg  at  a  hundred  nod  fifty? ' 
air.  tliat,  in  ceasing  to  write,  one  ceases  to  be  paid  for  writing,  ■ 
Ur.  Carl yle  lias  published  nolhiog  for  several  years.'  ~~  ~ 
Huffgb!  I  understand  nothing  about  that.'  'I  do,'  wliisperedll 
anuS-taking  Commissioner  at  my  ear.  '  I  can  quUe  ui 
literary  roan  does  not  always  make  money.  I  would  take  it  c 
for  my  ahars,  but  {sinking  his  voice  atill  lower)  I  am  only  oi 
here,  and  not  Ibe  most  important.'  'There,'  said  I.  banding  to 
BbadamanlbUB  Chapman  and  Hall's  account;  'that  will  prove  Mr. 
Carlylc's  statement.'  '  Whiil  am  1  to  make  of  that?  HuOgb!  Wfl 
abould  have  Mr.  Carlyle  litre  to  aweiir  to  this  before  we  believe  It' 
'  If  a  gentleman's  word  of  honour  wriltcn  at  the  bottom  o(  that 
paper  is  not  enough,  you  can  put  me  on  my  oath:  I  am  ready  (o 
Bwear  to  it.'  '  Youl  jou,  indeed [  No.  not  we  can  do  nothing  w 
your  oath.'  '  But,  sir,  I  understand  my  huabaod'a  aSnirs  fullj) 
better  than  he  does  himself,'  'That  I  can  well  believe;  but  1 
can  make  nothing  of  tbla,'  flinging  my  document  conlempluouilg 
on  the  table.  The  borued  owl  picked  it  up,  glanced  over  it  whii 
Rbadamantlius  w^  tossing  papers  about,  and  grumbliDg  > 
' people  that  wouldn't  conform  to  rules;'  then  banded  it  back  t 
him.  saying  deprccatingly^  'But,  sir,  this  la  a  very  plain  _ 

meni,'    'Then  what  bus  Mr.  Corlyle  to  live  upon?    You  dont 
mean  to  tell  me  be  lives  on  that? '  pointing  to  tlie  document. 
'  Heaven  forbid,  sir  I  but  I  am  not  here  to  explain  what  Mr.  Carlyle 
has  to  live  on,  only  to  declare  his  income  from  literature  during  tlM_ 
last  three  years.'    'TrucI  truol'  mumbled  the  not-moel-importi 
voice  at  my  elbow.     '  Mr.  Carlyle.  I  believe,  has  landed  iucomi 
'Of  which,'  said  1  haughtily,  for  my  spirit  was  up,  'I  have  fi 
tunat«ly  no  account  to  render  in  this  kingdom  and  to  this  b 
'  Takeoff  fifty  pounds,  say  a  hundred^take  off  a  hundred  p< 
aaid  Rhadamunllius  to  the  bor:ied  owl.     '  If  we  write  Ur.  < 
down  a  hundred  and  fifty  be  has  no  reason  to  complain.  1 
There,  you  may  go.     Mr,  Carlyle  has  no  reason   to  complsiSafl 
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Second-come  woman  vrm  already  Introduced,  aad  I  was  motioned 
(o  the  door;  but  I  could  not  depiart  without  snying  tlial  'at  all 
erenta  there  wa»  ni>  use  ia  complaining,  since  Ibcy  tiiid  the  power 
to  enforce  Uieir  dccisioa.'  On  stepping  out,  my  first  tliougbi  was. 
what  a  mercj  Carljle  didn't  come  himself  I  For  the  rest,  ilmngh  it 
niKbi  have  gone  better,  I  was  thankful  that  it  liad  not  gone  worse. 
When  one  has  been  threatened  with  a  great  injustice,  one  accepts 
a  smaller  as  a  favour. 

Went  back  to  speud  the  evening  with  Geraldine  wlieu  Mr.  C.  set 
forth  for  Bath  House.     Her  ladyship  in  town  for  two  days. 

yotember28. — Took  the  black  silk presented  mo  with  last 

Cbristmas  to  Calchpool,  that  it  might  be  made  up.  '  Did  you  buy 
this  yourself,  ma'am!'  said  Catchpuul,  rubbing  it  between  her  flu - 
g«r  and  thumb.  'No,  it  was  a  pre<ieol;  but  why  do  you  ask?' 
*  Because,  ma'am.  I  was  thinking,  if  you  bouglil  it  yourself,  you 
had  been  taken  in.  It  ia  so  poor;  very  trashy  indeed.  I  don't 
think  I  ever  saw  so  trashy  a  moire.' 

Jieerniber  i.—l  hardly  ever  begin  to  write  here  that  I  am  not 
tempted  to  break  out  into  Jobisms  about  my  bnd  nigbta.  How  I 
keep  on  my  legs  and  in  my  senses  nitb  such  little  e^nalches  of 
sleep  U  a  wonder  to  myself.  Oh.  to  cure  anyone  of  n  terror  of 
nnnihilalioo,  just  put  him  on  my  allowance  of  sleep,  and  see  it  he 
don't  get  to  long  for  sleep,  sleep,  unfathomable  and  everlasting 
sleep  us  the  only  conceivable  heaven. 

Ueeembar  11. — Oh  dearl  I  wish  this  Orange  business  irere  well 
over.  It  occupies  me  (the  mere  preparation  tor  it)  to  the  eicluwoD 
o!  all  quiet  thought  and  placid  occupation.  To  have  to  care  tor 
my  dress  at  tills  time  of  duy  more  than  I  ever  did  when  young  and 
pretty  and  happy  (God  bless  me,  to  think  that  t  was  once  all  thati) 
on  penalty  of  being  regarded  as  a  blot  on  the  Orange  gold  and 
azure,  is  rcnily  too  bad.  AeA  Qott!  it  we  had  been  left  in  the 
sphere  of  life  we  Iwlong  to,  bow  much  lietter  it  would  have  been 
for  us  in  many  waysl 

Jfai-e/i  34,  1858.— We  are  now  at  the  24th  of  March,  1856.  and 
from  this  point  of  lime,  my  journal,  let  U9  renew  our  daily  inter- 
course without  looking  back.  I^ooking  back  was  not  intended  by 
nature,  evidently,  from  the  fact  that  our  eyes  are  in  our  faces  and 
not  in  our  bind  heads.  Look  straight  before  you.  then,  Jane  Car- 
ljle, and.  if  possible,  not  over  the  lieads  of  things  either,  away 
Into  the  distant  vague.  Look,  above  all,  at  the  duly  nearest  hand, 
Haid  vhst's  more,  do  It.    AJ>,  the  spirit  is  willing,  but  the  flesh  is 
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weak,  and  four  nceks  o!  illoeBS  have  rnxdc  miiie  weak  aa 
No  galloping  over  London  us  in  sevtn-lengued  boois  for  nie  at  prf» 
ent.  Today  I  walked  with  effort  one  little  mile,  Rod  lliou{;bt  it  ■ 
great  Teat;  Uul  if  the  slreogth  haa  gone  out  of  me.  so  niso  has  ihe 
nnrcBt. 


1 


very  patieolly  doing  ooihiug.  To 
a  witli  tlie  atory  in  my  bead,  aa  poor 
that  Itas  tnkco  n  dreHiny  coniempla- 
o  emoltona  'to  f^eak  of.'  In  fad; 
ihe  higliest  virtue  and  tlie  greatest 


I 
I 


1  Bit  and  lie  < 
be  aure,  I  am  always  going  c 
Paulel  expressed  il;  but  even 
live  character,  and  exciies  i 
Bleep  has  come  to  look  to  n 
happiDcaa;  that  is.  good  sleep,  uutroubled,  beautiful,  like  &  chlld'& 


Abn 
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Mmrch  36. — To-day  it  has  blown  knlvea  and  flle^;  a  cold,  nsping, 
BHvnge  day;  excruciniiug  for  nick  nerves.  Dear  Oeraldine,  as  if 
she  would  contend  Willi  the  verj'  elemeiila  on  my  behalf,  brought 
me  a  buncli  of  violets  and  n  boutiuel  of  the  lovelieat  most  fragrant 
Sowers,  Talking  with  her  ail  I  have  done  or  could  do.  *  Have 
mercy  upon  me,  O  Lord ;  for  I  am  weak :  O  Lord,  heal  me,  for  my 
bones  are  vexed.  My  soul  slao  is  sore  vexed:  but  thou,  O  Lord, 
how  longf  Return,  U  Lord,  deliver  my  soul:  O  save  roe  for  Ibj 
mercies'  sake.' 

Mareh  ST.— Mr.  C.  took  Nero  out  with  him  to-night,  and  half  aa 
hour  after  he  opened  the  door  with  hie  latch-key  and  called  in,  *Ii 
that  vermin  come  back?'  Having  received  my  borrifled  'NoT  lie 
hurried  off  again,  and  for  twenty  minutes  I  was  in  the  agonies  of 
one's  dog  lost,  my  heart  beating  up  into  my  cars.  At  laat  I  lieard 
Mr.  C.'h  feet  in  the  street;  and,  oh  joy)  heard  him  gollaring  at 
Bomcihing,  and  one  knew  what  the  little  bad  something  was.  AchI 
we  could  have  belter  spared  a  better  dog. 

Mardh  80. — Flattnauer  told  mo  how  the  'grande  passion"  bfc 

tween and had  gone  lo  the  dogs  utterly — the  general  ro- 

ciplenta  of  'grandes  passions.' 

Oh.  waly.  waly,  love  Is  boaole 


I 


A  tittle  1 


And  melt 


It  U  Ben 
.'■wild 


Beautiful  verse,  aweet  and  aad.  like  barley  augar  dissolved  in  teara.  1 
About  iJie  morning  dew,  howeverl  I  should  rather  say,  'Goes  out  I 
like  candle  squS'  would  be  a  truer  simite;  only  that  would  not  I 
suit  the  rhyme. 
Apr^  U.— To-day  I  colled  on  '  my  lady '  come  to  town  f or  tbo  1 
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waMD.  She  was  perfectly  civil,  foT  a  wooder.  To-day  also  I 
li^liU-'d  ti[M)n  an  iolcn-aliiig  iiinn,  II  was  in  our  baker's  shop. 
Wiiilc  lliu  linker  wub  uiiiking;  out  niy  bill  lie  addressed  eomo  coun- 
sel lo  a  dark  lllilc  ronn  wiili  a  wooden  Itg  and  b  biuikct  of  unoll 
wares.  Tbai  made  nie  look  at  the  mim  lo  walcii  its  effect  npoa 
him.  'I'll  tell  you  wlial  to  do.'  said  this  Jesuit  of  n  baker;  'Go 
Bad  Join  some  Methodists'  cliupel  for  six  monlbs;  make  yourself 
agreeable  to  Iliera,  nnd  you'll  aoon  have  fricuds  tliai  will  help  you 
in  your  object,'  Tbe  man  nf  iLe  woodeu  leg  said  not  a  n'ord,  but 
looked  bard  in  tbe  baker's  face  with  a  half- per plcsed,  half-amused, 
■nd  wholly  disagreeing  expression.  '  Nothing  like  religion,'  went 
on  tbe  lemplcr.  '  for  gaining  a  msu  friends.  Don't  you  iliink  so, 
tna'am? '  (catching  my  eye  on  him).  '  I  think,'  Buid  1,  '  that  what- 
ever this  niaa's  object  may  be,  be  is  not  likely  to  be  benefited  in 
the  long  run  by  consiitutlng  himself  a  b3'pocri(e.'  The  man's 
black  eye  Hashed  on  luc  a  look  of  Ibanks  and  approbalioD.  'Oh,' 
■aid  the  baker,  '  X  don't  mean  bim  lo  be  a  hypocrite,  but  truly  re- 
ligious, you  know.'  '  If  this  man  will  be  advised  by  me,'  I  said, 
'  ho  will  keep  himself  clear  of  the  true  religion  tliat  is  purposely  put 
oDSome  morning  to  make  himself  friends.'  'Yes.'  said  the  poor 
man  pithily,  'not  that  at  no  price  I'  In  my  entliusiasm  at  his  an- 
Bwer,  and  Ihe  manner  of  it,  I  gave  him — dipencel  and  inquired 
into  his  case.  He  had  been  a  baker  for  some  time,  met  with  an 
Accident,  and  '  had  to  let  bis  leg  tie  taken.'  after  trying  over  eight 
years  to  keep  it.  McaDwhile  bis  grandfather  died,  leaving  bim  a 
small  property  worth  40?.  a  year,  which  lie  was  still  kept  out  of  lor 
want  of  a  small  num  of  money  to  prove  bis  right  to  It.  I  did  not 
understand  the  law  part  of  the  story,  but  undertook  to  get  some 
honest  lawyer  to  look  at  hia  papers  and  give  him  advice  for  noth- 

K  AptH  ai.— I  feel  weaklier  every  day,  and  my  soul  also  is  sore 

Kned — Ob  bow  long!    I  put  myself  in  an  omnibus,  being  unable 

'to  walk,  and  was  carried  to  Islingtou  and  bock  again.     What  a 

good  shilllDg's-norib  of  exercise!     The  Angel  at  Islington!     It 

was  there  I  was  set  down  on  my  Sni  arrival  in  Loudon,  and  Ur. 

C.  with  Edward  Irving  was  waiting  to  receive  me. 


K  li  put.  and  ^ne  1«  gone. 


^V  Hay  29.— Old  Mrs.  D.  said  to  mc  the  otlier  day  when  I  encouQ- 
^Hfered  her  after  two  years,  'Yes,  ma'am,  my  daughter  is  dead:  only 
^Bhlld,  house,  and  everything  gone  from  me;  and  I  assure  you  I 
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Ur.  fi.  says  nine-ientbs  ot  ihe  misery  of  bumno  life  proc««d*M- 
cotdiog  to  Lis  obaerratioD  from  the  insiiluilon  of  m&niage.  He 
alioald  Baj  from  the  demorulisniion.  ilie  desecration,  of  tlie  iu&titi^ 
tioD  of  marriage,  tiDiI  tbeu  1  should  corUiallj  agree  wiUi  liim. 

Jttlu  87.— Went  with  GeralJioe  to  Hampstead. 

Various  paasaces  to  this  Journal  seemed  lo  require  explanation. 
Miss  Gersldiat!  Jewabury,  wlio  was  Mrs.  Carlyk-'s  most  iDtimata 
friend,  was  the  only  fiersou  living  who  could  give  it.  laent  her 
the  ixiolt.  Slie  returned  it  to  ma  with  a  letter,  from  vhicli  I  ex- 
tract ilie  following  passages: — 

'Thereadiog  has  been  like  tbecnllmg  up  ghosts,  .  .  .  Itwaa 
a  Teiy  bad  lime  with  her  Just  then.  No  one  but  herself  or  one 
constautly  wiih  her  knows  what  she  suffered  physically  as  well  ^ 
morally. 

'8he  was  miserable:  more  abidingly  and  intensely  miserable 
than  words  can  utter.  The  misery  was  a  reality,  oo  matter  wheUiar 
her  iuiftgi nation  made  it  or  not.  .  .  .  Mr.  C.  once  said  U>  tne 
ot  her  that  i>bo  had  the  deepest  and  (enderest  feelings,  but  narrow. 
Any  other  wife  would  have  laughed  at  Mr.  C.'s  bewllcliment  with 
LAdr  A,  1  hut  to  her  there  was  a  complicated  aggrDTation  which 
matfe  it  ve^  hard  to  endure.  Ladv  A.  was  admired  for  sayinKo 
and  doings  tor  which  she  was  anubbea.  She  saw  through  Lady  A.  8 
little  ways  and  grande-dame  maaoeis,  and  knew  what  they  wera 
worth.  She  coulrasted  them  wilh  tiie  daily,  hourly  endearouis  sbe 
was  mnlting  ihut  Am  lifeshould  be  as  free  from  hindrances  as  possi- 
ble. He  put  her  aside  for  his  work,  but  lingered  in  the  '■  Primrose 
path  of  dalliance  "  for  the  sake  of  a  great  lady,  who  liked  to  have  a 
philosopher  in  chains.  Lady  A.  was  eiceBsivelvcaprieioua  towards 
her.  and  made  her  feel  thev  cared  more  about  him  than  about  Asr. 

■  She  was  never  allowed  to  Tisit  anywhere  but  at  Ibe  tiraogei 
and  the  mortifications  and  vexatious  she  felt,  though  they  were 
often  and  often  self-made,  were  none  the  less  intolerable  lo  her. 
At  first  she  wasclianned  with  Lady  A.,  but  soon  found  she  had  do 
real  hold  on  her.  nor  ever  could  or  would  have.  The  eufferjon 
were  real,  intense,  and  at  times  loo  grievous  to  be  bome.  C.  dw 
not  understand  all  this,  and  only  felt  her  to  be  unressonahle.  I 

'  The  lines  on  which  her  character  was  laid  down  were  Tery   | 
grand,  but  the  result  was  blurred  and  distorted  and  confused. 

'  In  marrying  she  undertook  what  sbe  felt  lo  be  a  gtsnd  and 
noble  life  Lisk:  a  task  which,  as  set  forth  by  himself,  touched  all 
Uiat  was  noble  and  heroic,  and  inspired  her  imagination  from  its 
difficulty.  She  believed  In  him,  and  her  faith  was  unique.  No 
one  else  did.  Well,  but  she  was  to  be  the  companion,  friend, 
helpmate — her  own  gifts  were  to  be  cultivated  and  recOKnised  br 
him.  Slio  was  bright  and  beautiful,  wilh  a  certain  alar-Tike  radi- 
aoce  and  grace.  She  had  devoted  lo  him  her  life,  which  so  many 
other  men  had  desired  to  share.  She  had  gone  off  Into  the  desell 
■with  him.  She  had  taken  up  poverty,  ohscurily,  hnrdsliip  even, 
cheerfully,  willingly,  and  with  an  enthusiasm  of  sslt-siicrlflce,  o& 
asking  lo  be  allowed  to  nslnistcr  to  him.    The  offering  was  ae- 
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eapted,  but.  like  the  precious  ibiogB  Sung  liy  Benvciiuto  into  the 
furnace  when  liis  statue  wns  nnoltcn.  Iliey  were  &11  consumed  in 
Ibe  fltLmes;  nnd  be  was  so  inteat  sod  occupied  by  what  be  was 
kriugiug  forth  IliHi  be  could  tttke  DO  beed  of  ber  iudividuiil  treas- 
ures. They  were  all  swullowed  up  in  tbe  rreat  whole.  In  ber 
case  it  was  ihe  living  creuiuro  in  Ihe  midel  oi  tbe  lire  which  felt 
and  suffered.     He  gave  ber  no  butnaa  help  nor  lendemesH. 

'Bear  in  mind  that  her  inmoat  life  was  aoliliiry — no  lendcmess, 
DO  Ckreeeea.  no  loving  words;  aothiog  out  of  which  one's  heart  can 
make  the  wine  of  life.  A  glacier  on  a  niouutiun  would  have  been 
•a  human  a  companione^bip.  He  suffered  loo;  but  he  put  It  all 
Inlo  his  work.  She  had  only  the  desolation  and  barrenness  of  hav- 
ing ^t  her  love  and  her  lite  laid  waste.  Six  years  sbc  lived  at 
Crai  gen  put  Lock,  and  she  held  out.  She  had  undertaken  a  task, 
and  she  knew  that,  whether  recognised  or  uot,  she  did  help  him. 
Her  strong  persistent  will  kept  lier  up  to  the  Inak  of  pain.  Then 
Ihey  came  l)ack  lu  Ihe  world,  and  Ibe  strain  told  on  her.     She  did 
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ifr:  Riiiutll.  Thornhia. 

i  GhejDB  Row.  Clieliaat  Thuradar.  Jvij  t.  IBB*. 

Dearest  Mrs.  Ituassll, — Your  letter  quite  warmed  my  heart,  and 
gave  me  a  pull  towards  Scotland,  stronger  Iliau  I  had  yet  felt.  I 
think  it  in  the  highest  degree  unlikely,  and  certainly  it  will  not  be 
mjrown  fault  It  1  am  there  wiihout  seeing  you.  Bui  we  have  no 
programme  positively  laid  out  yet  for  llie  summer,  or  rather  the 
autumn.  Mr.  C.  always  bitlicrs  and  tbitbers  In  a  weary  intermin- 
able way.  before  he  can  make  up  his  mind  what  he  would  like 
most  to  do.  And  so,  aa  I  don't  like  wandering  in  uncertainties, 
with  a  net  of  'ifs.'and  'buta.'and  'pcrhapacs,'  and  'possibles/ 
and  '  probables '  about  my  feet.  I  have  got  into  the  way  of  standing 
aaide.  and  postponing  my  own  plans,  till  he  has  fioally  got  to  some 
conclusion.  Bis  present  '  most  probably '  is  that  he  will  go  to  his 
stater's,  at  a  farm  within  a  few  milea  of  Annan,  and  '  enjoy  perfect 
solitude  for  a  lime.'  I  mean,  in  that  case,  to  stream  off  after  'my 
own  sweet  will;'  as  he  would  not  need  me  with  him  at  the  OiH. 
and  indeed  there  would  be  no  room  tor  me  there,  and  I  should  only 
complicate  hli  caae.  When  he  has  settled  to  go  there,  or  anywhere 
et»e  where  I  am  not  needed,  I  shall  proceed  to  scheme  out  a  pro- 
gramme for  myself,  and  1  want  to  gn  to  Scotland  tno,  and  I  want 
to  see  you,  and  to  see  my  cousins  in  Fife,  and  my  old  people  at 
HtddingtoD.    But  I  da  not  take  up  all  that  practically  at  tbe  piee- 
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ent  stage  of  tbe  buiioesa,  in  case  be  Uke  some  new  tliougbt,  ntth 
which  my  wiahts  could  not  so  easily  combine.  I  doo'I  aee  aoy 
hope  of  bis  quitting  LoaAon  aDybow  till  tbe  begiuniog  of  Auguil, 
at  sootiest,  nliicb  is  a.  ptiy;  liie  present  moulh  would  be  passed  sa 
much  more  pleasantly  in  tbe  greeu  country  Ihaa  here,  where  every- 
Ibiag  seems  working  up  to  spontaneous  combustioo.  I  nns  think- 
ing tbe  other  Digbt,  at  '  the  moat  mRgnificent  tmll  of  the  eeasoa,' 
how  much  better  I  should  like  to  see  people  making  bay.  than  all 
these  ladies  in  laces  and  dlBmonds,  waluiugl  One  grows  so  sick 
of  diamonds,  and  Imrc  shoulders,  and  all  that  sort  of  tbiog.  after  i 
while.  It  is  the  old  story  of  the  Irisbmaa  put  inio  a  Sedan  chair 
without  a  bottom:  'If  it  weren't  for  the  honour  of  the  iblng.  I 
might  as  well  have  walked!' 

I  (hall  write,  dear  Mts.  Russell,  wbenever  I  know  Tor  certain 
what  we  are  giiog  to  do.  And,  as  I  have  great  faith  in  the  mag- 
netic power  of  wislies.  I  pray  you  to  wish  in  tbe  meantime  that  I 
may  come;  as  1,  ou  itiy  side,  shall  not  Tail  to  wiib  it  strongly. 

I  am  Just  goiog  off  tbis  hurning  day  to — sit  for  my  picture!  ratliei 
late  I  But  I  have  a  friend,  who  baa  constituted  herself  a  portrait- 
painter,  and  ibc  has  a  real  genius  for  tbe  business;  and  Ruskin  told, 
her  she  must  pnint  a  portrait  with  no  end  of  pains,  must  give  it 
'  twenty  sittings  at  tlie  least.'  And  I  suppose  abe  ihinhs  I  am  the 
most  patient  womau  she  koows,  and  may  give  her  these  twenty 
sittings,  out  of  desire  tot  her  improvement.  As  she  is  a  clever, 
charming  creature,  I  don't  feel  all  tbe  horror  Uiat  might  be  expected 
of  my  prospect. 

My  kind  regards  to  your  busband  and  father.  i 

Yours  affectionately, 

Jaub  W.  Cabltix. 

LETTER  IflB. 
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).  shifting,  cliiefly  of  tbe  scleotiflc  kind  (Jonett,  and  an  Oxon- 
ian or  two  among  Ibem],  some  of  whom  have  left  more  than  iho 
shadow  of  an  impression  on  me.  Our  last  Orange  Christmas,  aucli 
■a  it  proved,  under  presidency  of  Ihnt  great  lady.  We  returned  ill 
January,  both  of  us.  I  at  least  much  broken  by  tbis  long  COUTM 
of  gaieties,  resumed  work  for  1856,  and  with  dreary  obstinacy  kept 
pualiing,  jiusbinir.  The  inloiernble  heats  of  July  forced  ua  north 
kgain.  Ride  to  Edinburgh  in  the  Lady  Asliburion'a  royal  carriage, 
Which  look  lire,  and  at  Kewcastle  had  to  be  abandoned,  duslieM 
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ud  paiofnlleat  of  rides,  regardless  of  expense,  and  yet  actuallj' 
Uking  fire  and  falliog  flat  like  Bagon  of  tlie  PliiliaiincB,  Notbing 
eood  la  it  but  the  admirable  bearing  of  that  great  ladj  under  lla 
DodDeiH.  The  Asbburtons  off  towards  Ro«B.shire  next  morning. 
X  nuder  promise  to  follow  ihilber  by-and-br.  Towards  Aucbiertcol 
'""lose  we  two,  where  after  some  days  I  left  my  dear  woman  and 
ik  refuge  niib  my  sister  Mary  at  the  Oill,  near  Annan,  seeking 
'  finding  perfect  solitude,  kiudness,  and  silence  (Ibe  first  time 

e)  lor  u  good  few  weeks, 
Scoltbrig  lea  miles  ofi,  but  tlial  was  now  ebut  to  me.  Poor 
taotberJohu  had  tragically  lost  bis  wife;  was  mucli  cast  down, 
ud  bad  now.  most  unwisely  as  I  thougbt,  filled  Bcatabrlg  with  hli 
<«pbuned  Etcp*eoQS — tbree  mischievous  boys,  whom  to  this  day 
—  T  of  us  could  ever  get  to  like.    Scotabrig  accessible  only  on  a 

ig  call  at  Uiis  time.— T.C. 

T.  OarlyU.  The  GOl. 

AliDhlertool:  July  IS,  ISM. 

I  am  glad  tbnt  all  bos  gone  so  well  wltb  you  bitlicrto.     '  A  good 

inning  makes  a  good  ending.'  and  we  have  boih  begun  more 

prosperously  Iban    could   hnTo  been   ntilicipnted.     Eveo  the  lost 

dagE  are  quiie  well  supplied,  I  flud,  by  tlie  tilings  1  bought,  and 

vLicb  must  bave  been  mode  for  Ihc  nife  of  Onliatb  of  Oath;  and 

Uiey  have  got  me  a  new  box  of  Scidlilz  powders,  and  new  chloro- 

rom  Kirkcaldy.    I  bave  needed  lo  take  neither,  '  thanks 

For  the  rest  all  goes  well  wiih  mc  also;  only  no  sea-bathing 

IB  been  practicable  yei.  nor  does  ii  look  as  if  it  would  ever  be 
pmcUcalile  here;  the  dogcart  baving  tn any  other  more  important 
demands  on  it,  as  welt  as  old  John  and  Walter  himself.  There  are 
preachings  going  on  jual  now,  at  which  Walter  has  to  assist.  Last 
BaDday  his  place  was  supplied  nt  his  own  church  by  a  grey  bended 
preacher  called  Douglas,  who  flattered  himself  he  had  been  at 
school  with  you;  but  Ibe  Thomas  Cariyle  he  hnd  been  Rcbool-fel' 
low  lo  'had  reddish  butr,  and  a  sharp  face.'  I  am  never  done 
Uianking  heaven  for  the  freshness,  and  cleanness,  and  quietness 
into  which  I  have  plumped  down;  and  for  my  aslonishingly  com- 
fortable bed,  and  the  ai^IouiF^hiag  kindness  and  good  humour  that 
wraps  me  about  like  an  eider-down  quilll  It  is  next  thing  to  be- 
ing at  Templand!  I  could  almost  imitate  old  'Kelty,' '  and  fall  to 
writing  ■  A  Visit  to  my  Relaiious  in  the  Country,'  followed  up  by 
'Waters  of  Comfort'  in  versel  Of  course  I  am  aad  at  times,  at  all 
tlmea  sad  as  death,  but  that  1  am  used  lo,  and  don't  mind.    And 

>  Old  aoTlbbUag  gamatm  petaoa. 
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for  tbe  Bickoess.  it  is  quiM  gone  nioce  the  morning  I  left  Chdsni 
and  I  am  as  content,  for  Hie  time  being,  &s  it  were  posuble  for 
to  be  anywhere  on  the  fuce  of  this  cliangcful  earth. 

Of  course  I  will  oever  be  'within  wind'  of  Scotsbrig  without  go- 
ing to  see  Jamie  and  Isabella,  who  have  treated  me  always  with  Um 
utmost  klndncHS.  If  I  hnd  been  their  own  sister  they  oould  acA 
have  made  me  feel  more  at  home  than  I  have  always  done  nnder 
their  roof.    I  never  forget  kindness,  nor,  alas!  unkindiieas  eitlierl 

My  plana  are  still  in  tlic  vague:  I  feel  do  baste  to  '  see  my  way.' 
Hy  cousins  seem  to  etprct  and  wisli  me  to  make  a  long  visit,  and 
I  am  not  at  all  likely  lo  lake  to  feeling  doll  nowadays  beside  people 
wlio  really  care  for  me,  and  bave  true  hearts,  and  plenty  of  oalnnl 
sense.  Besides  I  bave  two  invilations  lo  dinner  for  neit  weekl 
and  bave  made  acqunlntance  with  several  iniclligent  people.  HeaO' 
while  I  have  written  to  my  aunt  Elizabetb.  who  I  believe  is  alone 
just  now  at  Morningside,  and  also  to  Hiss  Donaldson,  to  announoe 
my  proiimity:  and  it  will  depend  ou  their  answers  whether  I  pay 
them  a  few  hours'  visit  from  here,  or  n  longer  one  when  I  leavs 
here  altogether. 

Olve  my  kljid  regards  M  Mary  and  tbe  rest.    I  am  sure  you  will 
want  for  no  attention  she  can  sliow  you,  or  she  must  be   groatlf 
changed  from  the  kind  soul  I  knew  her  at  Craig  o'  Putto. 
Faitb fully  yours, 

Jajte  W.  C 


LETTER  166, 

Mv  Jeannie  baa  come  across  to  Craigenvilla  (fond  reminlscencM 

of  Craigenpultork!),  her  aunts'  new  garden  residence  of  tbeir  own 
in  Edinburgh.  Morningside  quarter,  same  neat  little  place  wbers 
tbe  surviving  two  yet  live  (1809).  They  had  all  gone  deep  into 
consciouH  'devotion,'  religious  philanthropy,  prnver  meetings, 
Ac.  &c.,  but  were  felt  lo  be  intrioBically  honest -minded  women, 
with  a  true  affection  for  their  niece,  however  pagan  I 

Old  Betty's  '  one  child,  a  promising  youue  man,  who  had  grown 
lo  be  a  journeyman  watchmaker,  was  strnck  wiib  paralysis;  pow- 
erless absolutely,  all  but  the  head,  in  which  sod  state  his  unwesrl- 
able,  unconquerable  mother  watched  over  bim  night  and  d»  UU 
he  died.— T.  C. 

T.  CarlyU,  The  am. 
OraleenTilla,  KomtDgiMe,  Bdlnburghr  Thursda;,  Aug,  T>  IRM. 

Heaven  and  earth!    I  have  been  natcbing  these  three  dajv  fot  I 
an  hour'fl  quiet  to  write  in,  hut  one  would  say  there  had  been  a  ci>ii»  1 

■  Old  BaddlogtoD  Duno. 
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■piracy  of  things  in  general  to  prevent  me.  The  day  before  yester- 
day I  bathed  at  £irkcaldy,  Hud  walked  to  Auclitertooi  aftur,  and 
the  faligae  was  too  much,  and  I  was  up  lo  oolliing  but  lying  on  the 
gofn  all  the  evcciufc,  which  delaycil  my  packing  till  yesterday 
tnorning;  and  I  got  up  at  bulf  uftcr  eii,  to  leave  lime  for  a  letter, 
and  it  was  not  till  '  prayere'  were  over,  and  tlie  breakfast  re«dy, 
tbnt  I  was  reaily  to  sit  down.  Immediately  after  breakfast  the 
.dog-curt  came  round  to  take  me  to  the  balf  after  eleven  boat.  I 
~  ^d  wriliog  again  at  Bclty's;  1  could  do  notlitng  eflectunlly  eX' 
e  was  Bi>  glad  over  me,  so  moilierlike— and  Hist  poor 
lying  lad,  and  her  white  wore  face,  and  compruEsed  lips;  and  the 
■mOe  far  more  touching  Ihun  noy  tearsl  Ob.  it  was  eo  dreadfully 
sad,  and  yet  bcr  hisses,  and  ilie  loving  words  about  my  father  and 
molber,  made  me  so  happy  1  Theo.  when  I  got  here  to  tea,  my 
aunts  were  so  UDexpccicdly  tender  and  glad  over  me.  I  tried  writ- 
ing again  in  my  bedroom,  but  it  was  liglitcd  with  gas,  and  I  found 
I  could  act  put  (be  light  out  too  Boon  to  save  my  life.  This  mom- 
Ing,  again,  I  got  up  at  half-past  six  to  wrile  to  you ;  but  I  iiad  pa- 
per and  ink,  and  no  pen  I  ao  went  lo  bed  again,  and  lay  till  halt- 
past  seven,  amidst  a  tearing  rumble  of  carts,  that  seemed  to  drive 
over  my  brain. 

I  go  home  '  to*nighI:  and  shall  be  there  till  Monday  or  Tuesday 

(address  Sunny  Bank  till  Monday,  if  you  write),  then  back  here, 

and  I  fear  I  cannot  avoid  slaying  a  few  days  next  time,  in  spile  of 

tbe  sleeping  difflculiies;  but  tbey  are  so  kind,  mynuiiis.     By  the 

id  of  the  next  week,  anyhow,  I  hope  to  get  tu  Auchlcrlool  again. 

ill  vrriU  from  HaddiDgton — this  steel  pen  is  too  dreadful. 

Yours, 

J.  W-C. 
LETTER  167. 
T.  CarlyU,  Tht  OiU. 

Bniuir  Bank.  Hoitdlngton  -  Friday.  Aug.  S,  WK, 
t  1  got  here  last  night  about  seven.  The  carriage  was  wailing  tor 
le  at  Ihe  station,  but  this  lime  cniply;  no  kind  Miss  Kale  in  it. 
1  at  Iho  back  gate;  and  when  we  turned  round  the 
bouse  I  saw  Miss  Jess,  or  ralher  I  saw  a  face,  or  rather  eyes  sirain- 
fng  at  the  dining-room  window  with  a  look  I  shall  remember  while 
I  live.     The  next  moment  I  was  in  her  arms;  and  then  my  'god- 
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mother'  totiered  blindly  forward,  and  took  me  in  hers;  and  die 
two  dear  old  women  clasped  and  klsacd  nnd  wept  over  me  boih  to-. 
getUer,  and  called  out '  Jenoiiie.  Jeaouic  1 '  '  Oh.  iii j  own  Laiml 
'MyBngel'd  !)  and  ever  so  mBny  beautiful  mimes.  Mrs.  Donnld-' 
son  and  Miss  Eliza  '  Lad  kindl}'  retired  to  their  own  room,  tliat  ilis 
meeting  might  traoBoct  itself  iu  peace.  A  beautiful  lea  was  i 
ing  on  the  table — all  ea  pretty  aad  calm  and  guodi  It  looked 
one  of  those  entertainments  sprend  for  the  good  haya  tliat  '.went 
out  to poM  their  fortunes '  in  my  godmother's  fairy  lale«:  and  mjr 
godmother  herself,  like  the  good  fairy,  so  little,  oh.  so  litUe, 
has  grown!  and  tier  face  so  little  and  round,  and  ao  swvetl' 
And  Hiss  JcBS  has  been  transformed  by  Kate's  deatli  into  an  aoliv«« 
gelf-torgetling  provideoce  for  the  older  and  blinder  sister. 
weila  upon  her,  culs  her  bread  into  mouthfula,  Is  gentle 
thoughtful  for  her,  reads  aload  to  her  (Miss  Donaldson  tells  me), 
she  herself  being  about  eighty;  and  inBteadof  complaints  about  hn 
own  ailments,  it  is  ail  now  '  Poor  Jean  I '  and  the  loss  she  luuJ  iai 
Kate,  The  hearts  of  these  two  old  women  are  as  fresh  as  gowanl.'. 
It  is  like  being  pretty  well  up  towards  beaien.  being  here.  And 
what  a  liousct  so  quiet  and  clean,  and  so  perfectly  the  same  at  t 
knew  it  tbirty  years  agol  The  same  papers,  Ibe  same  carpets,  th« 
same  everytbing  that  1  made  acquitintuiice  with  when  I  was  a  child, 
in  perfect  condition  still.  I  expect  to  sleep  in  roj  great  comfort, 
able  tour.posted  bed  now  that  Ihe  first  eiciling  night  is  over, 
Bball  stay  till  the  middle  of  next  week.  I  Ihliik.  My  aunts  werB' 
extremely  kind,  and  expect  me  to  make  Ibem  a  long  visit  on  tny  re- 
turn; but  that  is  not  possible,  on  account  of  the  gas  in  my  bedrooa 
(at  Morningside)  and  the  public  road  passing  the  window,  whetB. 
carta  grind  from  tliree  in  the  morning.  Besides  that  I  like  being 
at  Auchtcrtool,  and  tliey  want  me  there  for  all  the  time  I  can  stay. 
Everybody  is  so  kind  to  me— oh,  so  kind  !  that  I  often  bur«  out 
crying  with  pure  thankfulness  to  them  all. 

Betty  said  yesterday,  speaking  of  the  photograph  I  had  sent  her, 
the  one  with  the  bonnet  and  tiie  dog,  and  which,  together  niA 
youra,  she  has  got  handsomely  framed  and  keeps  in  a  pocket-hand- 
kerchief in  a  drawer!  '  It  Las  a  look  o'  ye.  but  I  dinna  ken  whsti 
that  white  thing  is  aboot  llie  face  I'  '  That  is  the  white  roses  of  my 
bonnet,  Betty.'  'A  weel  1  a  wcel  !  May  be  site!  but  as  ye  wur 
kindly  sending  mo  yer  pictur.  dear,  I  wud  hae  likct  better  ye 
golten't  dune  wi'  yer  bare  pow  1 '    I  promised  her  one  with  the  h«« 


Ibe  (aioed  CMit4b.  doctor's  (Dr.  DonildsoQ)  mcitti«r  and  lb 
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pow,  bttt  BiUd,  '  You  know.  It  ia  a  shame  for  me  lo  be  without  a  cap 
oraboDDCl  at  this  age."  'Ay,  ay,  1  dar'  say,  it's  no  verj'riclil;  but 
ye  ken.  bairn,  ye  na«DC  broctit  up  to  <lau  jusi  like  iilier  folk;  at  a' 
lates  I'll  liae  tlic  bare  pow  if  ye  please;  Iliougii  I  wudna  be  tboclit 
ower  greedy  I '  Dear.darlingold  Betty  I  Sbe  gets  no  rest  iiigliior 
day  forlliiit  poor  epeclreof  n  eon;  and  it  looks  lo  mo  lie  may  live  for 
years  in  (bia  BuSeriug,  bopeless  slate.  And  ilie  husband,  tbougb  a 
good  enougb  man  in  bis  way — aaber  and  laborious,  and  all  tlial— baa 
DOt  Lbe  rvduement  or  tbe  spirituality  of  Betty,  and  can  be  but  a  sorry 
comforter  lo  licr  in  her  sore  trouble.  She  called  me  back  as  I  was 
coming  away  yesterday  to  B.iy,  '  De.ir,  null  je  tell  Miss  Doaal'son, 
for  I  am  sure  it  'ill  please  bcr  to  bear  it,  that  (be  Bish'p '  Is  rale 
gude  to  UB,  puir  au1d  manny ! ' 

I  bud  two  bntlioB  in  the  sea;  ncltber  did  me  any  good — tbe  first 
a  great  deal  of  liarm,  by  ill  luck.  Just  tbe  day  utter  I  wrote — I  had 
bad  no  bulbing— Walter  took  me  to  Abcrdour;  and  I  was  to  partly 
undress,  and  get  a  batliiag  gown  at  Aberdour  House,  where  S[rs. 
Blajur  Liddle  lives.  She  gave  me  the  key  of  the  park,  that  Maggie 
and  I  might  walk  through  it  to  the  shore;  but  the  key  proved  a 
wrong  one.  and,  as  there  was  no  lime  to  return  for  lbe  right  key. 
I  proposed  to  Maggie  to  leap  from  the  top  of  the  wall,  nhkh  was 
only  high  on  tbe  oS-aide,  She  positively  declined;  and  wc  were  (t 
a  fix,  when  a  working  man  passing,  I  called  to  him,  and  a&kcd  him 
to  ualch  us  in  leaping.  He  took  oie  between  his  big  thumbs,  one 
on  my  left  side,  niid  the  other,  alas!  on  my  right  breast — ibat  un- 
lucky breast  I  nm  always  hurtiugl  There!  I  thought  to  myself,  aa 
I  found  my  feel. '  There  is  sonieihing  to  serve  me  for  six  weeks 

I  suffered  a  good  deal  for  the  Aral  two  or  three  days,  and  lost  my 
just- recovered  sleep.  It  (the  pain)  ia  going  off,  however,  thougli 
sijll  a  nuisance,  especially  wliuti  I  use  my  right  arm.  Remember 
that  in  eslimaliug  the  virlue  of  this  very  long  letter. 

I  inclose  a  note  from  Lady  A.,  which  was  forwarded  to  me  here 
this  morning. 

I  am  not  sure  where  to  address;  but,  as  one  letter  was  sent  to 
gcotsbrig,  I  hod  best  send  tijjs  one  lo  the  Gitl. 

Youra  faithfully. 

J.  W.  C. 

■  T«TOt;  the  DDosldaoiu  Rera  Episcopal. 
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T.  CarlyJe.  The  ffJB. 
CnJgenTllIa.  Homln^de;  TaetOKy.  AuKUM  10, 
Oh,  deur  mel  I  am  back  fromHiiddingtou;  and  B«ad  d»jrjroater<. 
day  wfl9.  The  people  at  Hadilingloii  Buem  all  lo  grow  so  good  and" 
kind  as  Ibey  grow  old.  Tbat  isu'l  tlie  way  wilLi  us  in  tlie  sgulll.,' 
ll  wasn't  tlie  Miss  Donnlilsoim  ouly  that  made  much  of  roe, 
cried  over  me  al  pnriing.  as  if  I  were  '  tUeir  owd  bairo.'  Mr.  HoW' 
den,  Mrs,  Eowden,  and  all  of  them  slill  alive,  thai  knew  lay  f.itJiat 
and  motiier.  were  io  tears;  and  pnor  old  Mr.  Lea,'  who  has  oliter- 
wise  lost  his  wits,  said,  '  Oli,  JenDiiic,  Jeannie.  when  you  cddM 
again  you  won't  find  me  hcrel '  and  ibcu  he  aaiil  angrily  to  Hiss 
Brown.  ■  ire  you  going  to  let  that  la^ie  go  away  by  herself?  send 
the  Han  with  her.'  fl'he  Man,  meaning  hU  lueper.)  It  would  Iiave 
touched  you  lo  the  heiirt  to  sec  poor  Jess  Donaldson  dauuderiug 
about,  opening  drnivcr^  and  presjes  lo  find  aomelliing  to 
It  was  her  chief  empluymeat  all  the  time  I  was  there.  One  day  It 
was  an  Indian  shawl ;  the  nest  a  reai  laee  veil;  the  next  a  diamond, 
ring,  and  so  on,  till  Iho  Inst  hour,  when  after  my  boxes  were  all 
packed,  she  suddenly  belhoughl  her  that  I  used  lo  like  old  cLiaK^ 
and  took  me  privately  to  tlie  press  that  contained  her  long  prixed 
Indian  china,  nnd  bade  mc  take  as  much  of  it  as  I  cared  to  carry; 
and  then,  when  1  told  her  my  boxes  were  full,  she  aaid, '  Take  mjr 
work-basket,  dear,  la  pock  it  in;  I  shall  never  need  it  any  more.' 
But  Inanimate  objects  were  not  all  that  I  brought  from  home  witli 
mo.  I  brought  two  live  plants  iu  flower-pots,  one  out  of  our  own 
garden,  aud  two  live — oh,  gracioual  Ipicturi^yourdisniayl — 'what- 
ever' will  you  say  or  aing? — two  live — cac«-usries!  They  wen 
born  in  our  own  house,  the  darlings;  and  poor  Mrs.  Howden  made 
with  her  own  hands  a  black  silk  bag  to  draw  over  the  cage,  mnd 
trimmed  it  with  braid.  You  may  still  Lope  that  they  shall  get  eatea 
by  my  aunt's  cat,  or  my  cousici's  terrier,  or,  at  least,  by  the  cat  or 
Mero  at  home.  '  But  1  hope  belter  things,  though  I  thus  speak.'* 
Al  all  events,  they  shan't  plague  you  the  least  ia  the  world;  and  It 
was  a  Juck  for  me  yesterday  in  coming  away  that  I  had  these  liva 
things  lo  look  after. 
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Areat  70a  a  spoiled  child,  ivllUmil  tli'c  cbiltineBs  and  Uie  Bpoiliag, 
to  go  and  trrile  in  Ih&t  plaLoUve,  solemn  wny  aboul  '  Leip  o[  aome 
connexioQ^  of  Jaae'a  in  Qlasgow,'  as  it  you  were  a  di-sulaic  orpbun 
■  thrown  nul  4angfro\d '  lo  clinrity. '  If  yoii  wcreu'l  salisfled  with 
thedu^jougot,  w by  couldn't  you  have  avid  an  stralghiforwardly, 
»nd  told  me  you  wished  me  to  cboose  anotlier?  But  I  was  to  do, it 
only  ■  if  I  wftiiUd  a  lurk,'  or  '  if  it  didn't  wiliBfy  me.*  ftc,  Ac.  You 
know  very  wc-U  that  If  you  had  told  me  to  go  fifty  milea  lo  buy  your 
dressing-gown,  nod  thai  you  were  'depending  on  me  for  doing  ii," 
I  shoiiIdD'thave  besitHteda  miniito,  and  it  could  have  l>ecn  done  now 
«bi'ul  omon  the  apol  without  ibe  least  trouble,  liad  you  go  chosen. 
Bui  if  it  was  merely  to "  please  my  own  taale '  that  I  wag  to  go  into 
Edinburgh  from  Haddington  Bod  buck  again,  or  logivv  myself  'a 
lark.'  I  was  Hgbt  to  decline.  You  have  no  notion  what  a  disagree- 
ablu  train  tbatls;  both  in  going  and  coming  you  have  lo  wait  at 
Long  Niddry  from  half  an  hour  to  an  hour.  In  consequence  of  the 
irregularity  of  the  Loudon  trains,  winch  stop  there.  Tbo  express 
doul  Slop.  Teslei'day  I  bad  to  wait  an  hour  ail  but  three  minutes. 
Tou  will  be  glad  to  hear  as  a  eympioni  that  an  eoleTprijing  man  is 
staning  anew  the  old  Haddington  alnge,  lo  go  twice  a  week  at  the 
Mme  price  as  the  milway,  for  the  comfort  of  passengers  who  have 
not  temper  to  aland  this  irrcgiilnr  wailing. 

Hy  aunts  received  me  bncli  with  the  heartiest  welcome;  and  I 
don't  think  it  will  be  poBsihlu  for  uie  to  gel  bnek  to  Anchlerlool 
tbis  week  without  ofFeudlng  ibem.  But  1  hnvo  changed  my  room 
for  one  to  the  back,  left  vacant  by  Ann.  who  Is  in  Dumfriesshire, 
and  it  is  as  quiet  as  Cheyne  Row.  except  for  n  very  singular  water- 
cistern  that  runs  without  a  minute's  inlerruplion  day  and  night, 

*  Hen  ihallcoine.  and  men  shall  ro. 
But  thou  go'iton  tocevFTl' 
It  is  only  a  gentle  sound,  howeTer,  like  the  flow  of  a  brook ;  and  it 
rather  helped  me  lo  sleep  Inst  night  tlian  otiierwise. 

By  the  way.  Ihc  trash  of  ihiogs  ibnt  bit  you  ho  must  have  been 
the  uew  insect  called  '  linrvest  bugs,' or  "gooseberry  lice.'  imported, 
Ihcy  say.  in  some  American  plants  about  twenty  years  ago;  they 
last  for  six  weeka.  and  are  most  tormeoting.  Mrs.  Donaldson  was 
covered,  as  with  cbickon-pox.  from  them;  and  I  Qnidly  was  dread- 
fully bitten,  but  got  oS  easier  as  I  resolutely  refused  lo  scratch  the 
places;  Ibey  took  me  chiefly  on  the  legs,  of  all  places. 

Tours  faithfully. 


I 
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LETTER  169. 

T.  Oarlyk.  B»g..  The  Om. 

CnlgenTilU:  B&turdkr.  Auputtt,  It 

Tour  letter  of  yesterday  arriviug  at  the  eame  time  with  one  from 
ay  aunt  Aon  (away  in  DumfrieBshire)  to  Grace,  Just  a 
goiug  to  breakfast,  threw  us  into  such  a  little  flutter  of  excitemenl 
that  we  all  fell  quite  uacooBCiousIy  iaio  aln,  I  was  rending  my  le 
ter.  aod  bad  taken  a.  sip  or  two  of  tea  and  billcu  into  my  soda-scon^. 
and  the  others  had  done  the  same,  wlieu  Grace  suddenly  shrieked 
out  like  'amad,''  'Mercy!  we  have  forgotten  the  bleasingl' 
started  oq  my  chair,  and  (to  sucli  a  pitch  of  compliance  with  'coofc 
lorn  in  part '  have  I  already  reached)  dropped  instinctively  the  moi ' 
»e1  out  of  my  mouth  into  my  band,  till  I  should  see  what  etei 
were  to  bo  taken  tor  making  our  peace.  But  tlve  case  was  ]udge 
past  remedy,  and  the  breakfast  allowed  to  proceed  unblessed. 

I  was  regretting  to  Betty  that  my  aunia  should  live  in  such  a  fui 
of  religion.  'My  dear!'  said  she,  'they  were  idle — pleutylQlii 
on,  andnocht  to  dofor't:  they  might  hae  la'en  to  waur:  Mwemau 
just  tbole  tiiem,  an  no  compleeo.'"  For  the  rest,  tliey  are  moi 
affectionate  to  myself  than  I  ever  found  ihera  before— really  kind,' 
almost  to  tenderness,  especially  Illiztibeth,  who  secmi  much  s 
ened  by  her  sad  accident.  I  am  glad  I  stayed,  for  henceforth  { 
shall  feel  to  have  suuta,  which  is  a  gain  to  one  wiio  has  no  brothen 
or  sisters,  and  whose  '  many  friends'  ore  somettiing  like  the  hare'h' 
At  the  same  time  I  shall  be  well  pleased  to  return  to  Auchtertool  oi 
Monday,  where  also  they  are  adorably  kind  to  ue,  and  where  ) 
have  more  room  to  turn  in,  in  all  ways, 

I  have  no  friends  iu  the  north  except  Mr.  Gillespie  of  Aidachy^ 
who  I  dare  say  would  give  mo  a  welcome.  But  it  would  be  K 
too  far  to  travel  for  any  satisfaction  1  should  get  out  of  bim.  even 
were  there  do  unknown  wife  in  the  case,  t  should  prefer  bcJQ 
'well  let  alone 'io  Fife,  till  the  time  of  our  return  to  Chelsea,  wi 
just  a  week  or  so  taken  for  Dumfriesshire.  Tiiere  they  won't  wea 
of  me  either,  which  Is  a  main  ingredient  in  my  contentment.  If 
want  to  '  vaary  the  sclianc '  *  a  little,  I  may  go  a  few  days  to  Hi 
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Tevgus,  who  haa  returned  to  Kirkcaldy,  aod  sent  me  a  kitiiUf  ex- 
pressed invilnlioa  for  'along  viait.'  Blie  does  not  mention  your 
name,  an  in<leed  was  natur&l — cansldering.  Tbomas  Erekine  also 
invites  ua  both  lu  LinliitLeD,  and  uBdcrstands  ;ou  lo  liave  wrilten 
IliKl  you  would  come. 

I  went  to  call  al  poor  Captain  I'uteraon'a  (the  house  Is  close  by 
bere),  aod  saw  tbe  Patersons  ■  and  Mrs,  Stirling,  niio  went  home 
jeaterday,  and  'would  write  lo  me.'  1  should  not  much  dislike 
going  with  you  to  LiaiaOien,  if  you  take  it  on  the  way  lo  ihe  High- 
lands: hut  I  wouid  rather  stay  quietly  will)  my  own  people.    

,  too,  baa  sent  me  ua  affectionate  letter  about  coming  to 

Castle;  but.  though  in  an  affectionate  mood  when  she  asked  me  to 
come,  ber  mood  might  change  by  the  time  I  went.    And,  on  Ibe 

whole,  lam  not  drawn  towards Caslle,  hut  'quite  the  contrary.' 

'  The  honour  of  the  thing '  looks  too  mean,  and  seraggy,  and  icy  ft 
motive,  lo  make  me  go  a  foot  length,  or  trouble  myself  the  least  in 
the  world,  with  all  those  tears  and  kisses  I  brought  away  from  Had- 
dingtou,  still  moist  and  warm  on  my  heart,  tears  and  kitaes  be- 
stowed on  me  (or  ihe  sake  of  my  dead  father  and  mother. 

I  have  Just  been  interrupted  by  a  touching  viait  from  Mra.  And- 
erson (Hisa  Orove),^  who  has  been  invalided  witb  ber  spine  for  ten 
years.  Bhe  was  carried  in  by  her  husband,  and  laid  on  the  aofa; 
a  sad,  grey,  resigned- 1  coking,  suffering  woman.  Bui  the  husband 
so  geolle  and  alteolivo  to  ber,  that  there  was  a  cartain  comfort  in 
looking  at  them.  1  have  an  engagement  to  Belly,  who  will  have 
curds  and  eream  waiting  (or  me,  and  1  must  go  now.  I  am  to  dine 
out  to-day.  (or  Ihe  first  time,  with  Miss  Hamilton  (of  Giadsmuir), 
who  asked  Grace,  too. 

I  always  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  met  at  the  Liddells,  in  Fife,  Hr, 
Willinm  Swan,  and  that  I  made  him  a  pretty  little  speech  about 
'  your  enduring  remembrance  of  bis  father's  and  mother's  kindness 
to  you,'  on  which  account  I  begged  lo  «hake  hands  with  him, 
which  had  ihe  grealcat  success.  He  was  so  pleased  that  Walter  fol- 
lowed up  my  advances  by  inviting  him  to  a  dinner-party  at  the 
Manse,  and  tbere  I  presented  him  with  your  photograph,  which  he 
called  'alreneure.'  8o  fat  a  man  cue  rarely  sees,  but  he  looks  kind, 
and  liaa  Ihe  character  of  being  'most  benevolent,'  and  he  evidently 
had  a  deep  affection  for  his  parents. 

■  'CapUJa  Paterson.'  Eraklne's  brother-lnlav.    Mra.  EUrliog  la  Eraldse'S 
widow  »l»ler  BDd  lartj  htfiise-manaeer. 
*  ■  Mils  oroTp.'  once  « j-ouiig  Iladdineton  Mend  and  lijied  praUgic,  being 
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Also  I  bftve  a  strange  Btot7  to  Idl  you  about  Sunuel  Biawn'i' 
i]]Des«i  but  ilist  must  lie  over,  or  I  aball  miss  the  oouiibus. 
Good  luck  to  Ike  new  dolbee. 

Yours  ever  Eulbfull j. 

Jams  W.  Casltul 

LETTER  170. 

•Infants  weeping  in  the  porch.' 

InfuitiimqiH  auInuB  fleDt««  In  limine  prfmo.' 

iDclosures  in  this  leller  from  poor  Nero  and  servant  1 

TliiBADne,  wlio  liad  coDtinued  and  did  bUU  foreeveral  jeua,  ii_ 

on  elderly  cockney  Bpecimen  (mother  still  iu  Holbora>,  punctoi 

nttioaal,  useful,  though  a  Utile  selflBh  and  disconienied. 

r.  CarlpU,  Esq..  The  Offt. 

AiMblertool,  Bedroom ;  Friday.  Aueost  W.  U 

Tberel  I  have  put  my  foot  io  ill    I  was  well  lo  a  wouder;  had 

b«d  one  hour  of  my  elcknesa,  nor  one  wholly  Eleepless  night  g! 
I  left  Chelsea;  and  the  idea  must  needs  take  me,  ihat  Sunday  I « 
in  Edlnburgli.  to  have  out  my  humour  to  hear  Dr.  Qulbrie. 
BO  for  two  hours  I  was  slowly  simmered,  as  in  one  of  Beyer's 
patent  stewpans  (the  crush  to  bear  him  being  quite  as  great  in 
Edinburgh  as  in  London).  And  then  I  had  to  wnik  to  Moming- 
ttde  In  a  cutting  east  wind ;  aud  then,  at  Uie  far  end,  a  miserxble 
refection  of  weak  tea  and  tough  toast  by  way  of  dinner,  when  1 
needed  to  have  stimulants  '  thrown  into  the  system '  {my  aunts  al- 
ways dining  on  tea  on  Sundays,  that  the  servant  may  alt«nd  both 
morning  and  afternoon  'eeirices').  The  consequence  of  nil  this 
bad  management  was  a  cold  on  my  nerves,  which  the  crossing* 
next  day,  and  the  blowy  drive  in  the  dog-cart,  brought  to  a  height 
And  I  have  been  two  whole  days  in  bed  'suffering  martyrs' (u 
poor  Paulet  used  to  say);  and  am  still  very  poorly,  tbough  U 
can  sit  up  and  write,  as  you  sec.  Indeed,  last  night  I  never  a 
closed  my  eyes.  Nothing  could  be  more  ill-llmcd  than  this  iKtM 
two  dinner-pHTties  having  gone  off  here  hi  the  meantime  to  1 
honour  and  glory:  and  'gone  oB  without  effect,' so  1 
concerned,    Mr.  Peter  Swan  (the  other  brother)  was  a 
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day  dldiier;  Walter  Uiinking.  after  my  speech  to  the  younger  Bwan, 
that  he  could  not  be  too  Loapilable  lo  that  family.  Poor  Walter? 
his  poor  Utile  stipend  mui^t  be  dreadfully  perplexed  to  meet  &11  tlie 
cleniaDds  his  mimitlccnt  Bpirit  makes  ou  it. 

Besides  these  diuner-parlies,  we  have  a  house  cbokc  full.  Jeau- 
nie  and  her  huabaud  come  over  to  ace  nic  chiefiy ;  and  Sophy  from 
Xiverpool,  with  '  Jackie,'  a  reniaikably  stirring  little  gentleman  of 
and  a  half  years;  and  another  human  mite,  that  rejoices  as 
I  the  name  of  '  Baby.'  And  in  tlie  dead  watches  of  the  night 
will  arise  a  sound  of  '  infnnia  weeping  in  the  porcbi '  and  on 
the  whole  it  is  not  now  like  Paradise  here,  aa  it  was  !□  my  first  two 
weeks.  I  should  have  stayed  still  here  while  the  coast  was  clear, 
Bnd  only  been  going  on  my  Oaddinglou  visit  now.  But,  above 
all.  I  should  not  have  gone  and  got  myself  all  stewed  int«  mush, 
hearing  a  popular  preaclier:  though  out  of  all  sight  the  very  moat 
eloquent  preacher  I  ever  head,  or  wish  lo  hear.  Never  was  there 
such  esqulsite  artistic  siDipbcity!  never  such  gushing  affluence  of 
imagery!  It  reminded  me  of  those  goddaughters  of  good  fairies 
in  my  nursery  tales,  who  every  lime  tbey  opened  their  blessed 
mouths  'pearls  and  rubies  rolled  out.'  But,  alasl  they  were  the 
pearU  and  rubies  of  a  dream!  One  brought  away  none  of  them  In 
one's  pocket  lo  buy  a  meal  of  meat  with,  if  one  happened  to  need 
one.' 

80  long  as  it  is  in  my  head,  please  send  mc  three  or  four  auto- 
graphs for  my  aunt  Ann,  to  give  to  some  friend  of  hers,  who  has 
applied  to  ber  to  beg  tliem  of  you  for  some  philanthropic  purpose 
or  olheiT.  I  have  bad  a  knot  in  my  pocket  handkerchief  to  remind 
me  of  tills  for  some  lime. 

As  to  Samuel  Drown — 'the  history  o(  Samuel  Brown'  is  this:' 
For  seven  years  he  has.  as  you  know,  been  afflicted  with  some  de- 
rasgement  of  llio  bowels,  which  was  always  eipecled  to  iermiiiat« 
fatally  in  iliac  passion.  Some  weeks  ago  he  seemed  beyond  ret»v- 
ery,  and,  indeed,  lUey  were  watching  him  for  death.  At  last  hii 
bowels  being  moved  by  some  very  slrong  medicine,  there  was 
pasHcd  a  little  bone;  a  bone  of  some  sort  of  game^grousc  they 
_,tbltik — about  half  an  Inch  long  only,  and  Ibis  having  fixed  its  sharp 

d  into  the  bowel  had  caused  (the  doctors  are  positive)  his  whole 
He  has  no  recollection  of  ever  swallowing  the  bone.  As 
in  open  hole  in  the  bowel,  and  he  was  already  so  weak,  they 

i  not  think  he  would  be  able  10  struggle  through  the  cure,  but  it 
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is  DOW  a  good  man;  weoka  aod  he  is  slUi  alive  (I  believe),  uid  Uhs 
eacttpes  the  danger  ol  baviug  Llie  bowel  closed  up  In  the  c< 
liealing  tlie  hole  in  il,  lie  will  be  reatored  to  perfect  health,  Ibe  doo- 
Ion  think.'  All  this,  which  I  wastoldbjBusaiiHuateriiiEilinbiii^h, 
was  corroborated  for  mc  by  the  poor  maa'i  sister  at  Uaddingloii. 
Isn't  it  a  strange  atoryt  such  a  poor,  little,  lilUe  cause  producing  m  . 
miich  torment  and  misery. 

I  have  written  till  the  pccspiration  is  running  dowD  mj  ftoe— i 
not  wisely  but  too  well. 

Touts  faithfully. 

J4»B  W.  a 
LETTER  171. 

T.  Cartyk.  Einloch  Luicharl.  Dingv:aU. 

Scotabiis:  ThuiBday,  Sept.  IS.  Ittl. 

Well,  1  am  safe  here,  though  not  without  a  struggle  for  it. 

Your  letter  ihis  morning  is  a  degree  more  legible  ibaD  the  firal 
one  I  But,  dear  met  what  galloping  and  spluttering  over  the  paper] 
as  if  you  were  writing  in  a  bouse  on  fire,  and  bent  on  tnoking  a  lit- 
tle look  oa  much  na  possiblel  1  have  measured  the  distance  bi 
twoen  your  lines  in  tlie  letter  just  come,  and  it  Is  precisely  on 
inch.  In  the  first  letter,  il  must  have  been  an  inch  and  half! 
call  that  a  foolieh  waste  of  writing  paper!  If  you  have  an  excel-, 
lent  bedroom,  coulii  you  not  retire  Into  it  for,  say,  one  bour,  ii 
course  of  a  whole  week,  and  write  compHiBedly  and  leisu[e1yl| 
Why  write  in  the  midst  of  four  people? 

Vox  llie  rest,  in  spite  of  all  objections,  '  foe  the  occasion  got  up,* 
I  daresay  you  are  pretty  comfortable.  Why  not?  When  you  go 
to  any  bouse,  one  knows  it  is  because  you  choose  to  go;  and  when, 
you  Btay,  it  is  because  you  choose  to  stay.  You  don't,  as  weaklf 
amiable  people  do,  sncrillce  yourself  for  the  pleasure  of  '  othen. , 
So  pray  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  be  wiahiog  yourself  at  home, 
and  '  all  that  sort  of  thing,'  on  paper.  '  I  don't  belieTe  tb 
I  were  inctiacd  lo.  I  abuuld  only  have  to  call  to  mind  the  beautiful 
lBti«rs  you  wrote  to  me  during  your  former  visit  to  the  Ashburlon* 
in  the  Uighluods,  and  which  you  afterwards  disavowed  and  tram- 
pled into  the  fire  1 1 

As  to  Tom  Oiltespie.  if  you  could  have  got  into  his  banda,  I  a^, 
sure  he  would  have  been  useful  to  you,  and  been  delighted  t 
so.    But  the  poor  man  is  quite  laid  up,  baa  been  for  long  in  ■ 
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gtrona  Siftte.  Hia  aisler,  Mrs.  Biuoie,  Uvea  near  the  CaledonisJi 
Rulway;  and  I  spent  ilic  hours  I  bud  lo  wail  fur  the  trniD  on  Tues- 
day at  hrr  bouse,  and  she  was  siieaking  quite  despoodiugly  about 
him.    So  that  it  is  no  gol 

Five  pounds  is  na  easily  scut  as  two  oae-pounds  notes:  moae 
Cftsily  indeed,  for  1  have  do  one-poucd  noICB.  So  I  send  a  flve- 
pouod  note  to  put  you  out  ot  all  danger  of  running  Bliorl.  It  is  a 
TeryunneceBaarygricuancethattoincurlso  long  as  one  has  money. 

I  write  to  Mrs.  Russell  to-duy  tlint  1  shall  be  at  Thornhill  on 
Honday,  D.V.  Isabella  says  I  had  Iwst  go  from  here  lo  Annan;  it 
will  make  the  gig-journey  shorter.  I  haven't  tlie  Itasl  objection  to 
the  ^-journey,  '  quite  the  contrary.'  But  I  daresay  Jamie's  tima 
Is  very  precious  just  now,  so  I  accepted  that  route  at  once. 
Whether  I  return  to  8cotsbrig  or  not  will  depend  on  your  arrange- 

Lady  Ashburton  is  very  kind  to  offer  to  take  me  back.  Pray 
make  her  ray  thanks  for  the  offer,  But  tbougli  a  very  little  her- 
ring, 1  have  a  born  liking  to  '  hang  by  my  own  head.'  And  when 
It  1b  B  question  simply  of  paying  my  own  way,  or  having  it  paid 
for  me,  I  prefer  "  lashing  down ' '  my  tour  or  five  sovereigns  on  tlie 
table  all  at  once!  If  there  were  any  compaDionship  in  the  matter 
it  would  be  different;  and  if  you  go  back  with  the  Ashburtons  It 
would  be  different,  as  then  T  should  bo  going  merely  as  part  of 
jour  luggage,  without  self- responsibility.  Settle  it  as  you  like,  It 
will  be  all  one  to  me;  meeting  you  at  ScotBbrig.  or  in  Edinburgh, 
or  going  home  by  myself  from  Thomliill. 

This  is  September  19th,  the  day  of  my  father's  death. 

Jamie  is  going  to  rake  me  a  little  drive  at  one  o'clock.  Ho  is 
Bllch  a  dear  good  Jamie  for  me  alwaysl 

Walter  wrote  me  ii  long  letter,  lo  meet  me  at  Scotsbrig,  which  I 
received  in  bed  yesterday,  and  it  gave  me  'a  good  comforting  cry:' 
it  is  so  kind— oh.  so  kind  and  brotherly! 
I  ~  Tours  faithfully, 

m  janb  w.  0. 


fr  '  "IjiBlilDeilowinny  [ouror  (iTesoveretgna."  "nipjlooldroelievtasliated. 
I  ■OugtiC  high  and  Ion:  &t  last  1  round  bliii  In  an  uiistnln  room  at  breokhst 
■moaS  tliBui.  wllb  iiD  ouncu  ot  Vty  Bud  ■  quarter  oC  BUKar.  all  laahed  down  on 
Um  lAbte  at  one  time:  Saya  I.  "Pat.  you're  (colng  on  at  a  great  rateliere, 
ia  Irish  peaiaot's  father  on  bis  toit  Km,  lo  Edvaid 
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LETTER  m. 
T.  Cartj/U,  KiiUoeh  Lukhart,  Dingvaa. 

Scotebrig;  Uonda;,  Sept,  S,  ISK 

Ob,  dear!  oh,  dear!    To  be  tlirown  iolo  a  quandary  like  ILIl 
Juat  when  I  am  gelliug  ready  to  sUrt  (or  Thornliill!     Vou  arc    " 
wrong  ia  your  duies  iliat  1  don't  know  tvliut  lo  make  of  iu    '  22ii 
you  Lave  writtea  at  iliu  top  of  your  noh:,  and  it  arrires  Iicrc  oo  t 
22nd  I 

It  may  l>e  otl  right,  but  also  it  may  very  probably  be  all  wroi 
and  the  five-puuud  uote  I  sent  you  from  Ecclefecliaa  on  Tbureda^ 
tlie  18th,  and  the  Iohr  letter  that  uccompaDied  it,  gooe  to  nobod]' 
knows  wherel    Ploasanti    Wliy  can't  you  take  money  enough 
youT    If  I  bod  uot  been  told  to  inclose  notes  I  would  have  h 
Dingwall. 

rtain  that  the  letter  aod  money  are  lo&t,  I  don'( 
!     There  ia  no  pleasure  in  telling  you  Uie 


pDst-offi(je  order 
Till  I  hear  Cor  ci 

know  what  lo  wrili 

things  over  again. 
I  took  the  letter 

while  I  bought 


o  Ecclefeclian  in  the  gig,  and  Jamie  posted 
'elopes.    There  was  no  visibility  of  the  note 
a  when  held  betneen  you  and  the  light. 
Please  lo  write  Immediately  ou  receiving  this,  to  Mrs.  Ruaeell'^ 
Tbomhill,  Dumfriesshire,  to  say  you  have  got  the  money. 

Jamie  ia  going  to  drive  me  to  Annan,  and  it  is  a  day  of  beat 
showers.    But  I  am  to  be  met  at  Thoruliiil  station,  and  must  go. 
Yours  faithfully, 

Ja!(K   WEI.EB  CABLTLL 

LETTER  173. 

C  poor,  much  sufTering,  ever  toiling,  and  endeaToutlBi 
!^o  doubt  I  was  very  bad  company,  sunk  overhead  li 
Frederick  mud  element. 

Anne  did  not  go  at  this  time;  but  a  sad,  sick  winter  was  Dwal( 
ing  my  dear  one;  confined  to  the  house  for  five  months  and  u    .    , 
weak,  says  a  note  of  the  timet    Her  patience  in  such  cases  alwajfi 
waa  unsurpassable — patience,  silent  goodness,  anxiety  only  for  or"^^^ 
unworthy.— T.  C. 

Mn.  Riuiea.   ThornhiU. 

i  CbeTne  Kow.  Clieliea:  Fridny,  Oct.  10,  ISW 

Oh,  my  dear)  my  dearl  my  dear! — To  keep  myself  from 
atarkmadlmustgivemyself  something  pleasant  to  do  for  Uusn 
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I  And  noUiing  bo  pleHsant  euggesta  iLself  as  Just  writing  to 
to  tell  yaa  Low  miserable  and  aggravated  I  ami  Geraidioe 
'  Wby  oil  eartb,  when  I  was  beside  n  doctor  I  bad  coDfldeace 
fh,  didn't  I  coDBiilt  Lim  about  my  liealtlif '  WlijT  Because  when 
I  was  beaide  Dr.  Rusaeli,  and  indeed  (except  for  a  common  cold) 
all  tbe  time  I  was  in  Scotland,  nothing  ailed  my  health!  A  London 
doctor's  prescription  for  mc  long  ago  (iLe  only  sensible  man  I  ever 
knew  in  tbe  prorcssiou  here — a  pily  be  Is  dcrtd).  that  I  'sbouid  be 
kepi  alwuya  hsppy  and  tranquil '  (1  !  !(.  bad  finally  got  itself  carried 
into  effect  for  ten  wbole  weeks,  and  was  found  an  etBcacy!  But 
from  tbe  day  I  left  Scotland  quite  olbcr  things  tbon  bappiness  and 
IranqQiillty  bave  been  'tbrown  into  my  sysiom'l  I  arrived  here 
with  a  furious  faceaclie,  Hr.  0.  having  insisted  on  my  sitting  in  a 
violent  draught  nil  ilie  Journey:  ttiat  kept  mc  perfectly  sleepless  all 
night,  in  spite  ot  my  extreme  fatigue,  nnd  so  I  began  lo  be  ill  at 
once,  and  have  gone  on  eretctiulo  in  tbe  same  ratio  that  my  tronies 
bave  icercnsed.  Figure  Ibia;  [Scene — a  room  where  everything  la 
enveloped  in  dark  yellow  London  fogl    For  air  lo  breathe,  a  sort 

K liquid  Bootl     Breakfast  on  the  table — '  adulterated  coffee,' '  adul- 
ated bread,'  -nduUeraied  cream,'  and  'adulterated  water'I]   Mr. 
at  one  eud  of  the  table,  looking  remarkably  bilious;  Mrs.  C.  at 
other,  looking  half  dead!     Mr.  C. :  'My  dear,  I  bave  to  inform 
you  Ibat  my  bed  is  full  of  bugs,  or  fleas,  or  some  sort  of  aniinala 
that  crawl  over  me  all  nigbtl'    Novr,  I  must  tcl!  you,  Mr.  C,  had 
written  to  me,  at  Auchtertool.  to  'write  emphatically  to  Anne 
about  keeping  all  ibc  windows  open ;  for.  with  her  horror  of  fresh 
air,  she  was  quite  capable  of  having  the  bouse  full  of  bugs  when 
we  returned; '  and  so  I  imputed  this  announcement  to  one  of  these 
fixed  ideas  men.  and  especially  liusbunds,  are  apt  to  take  up,  just 
out  of  sheer  love  of  worryiogl    Living  in  a  universe  of  hugs  out- 
«lde,  I  had  entirely  ceased  lo  fear  them  in  my  own  bouse,  having 
kepi  tt  so  many  years  perfectly  clean  from  all  such  abominations. 
^^90  I  answered  with  merely  a  sareasiic  shrug,  that  was  no  doubt 
^■jbry  Ill-timed  under  the  circumstances,  and  which  drew  on  me  no 
^^Ld  of  what   the  Oermana  call   Eraftapruehe!     But  dearly  the 
^^^ftcticAl  thing  to  be  done  was  to  go  and  examine  his  bed — and  t 
•m  practical,  -moi!    So,  instead  of  getting  into  a  controversy  that 
had  no  baais,  I  proceeded  to  toss  over  bia  blankets  und  pillowa. 
with  n  certain  senae  of  injuryl    But,  on  a  sudden,  I  paused  to 
lay   operations;    I  atooped  to  look   at  something  tbe   Bi7.e  of  a 
"~n-point;  a  cold  shudder  ran  over  me;  aa  sure  as  I  lived  It  waa 


se 
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An  infiuit  bugt  And,  ob,  henven,  Hint  bug.  little  as  it  v 
bava  pftreaU  —  grand  fatli era  and  gnudtnolhere.  perhspi  I 
wcQt  ou  looking  llieo  wiLb  (renzied  niinuienese,  aod  ea 
lo  make  me  put  on  my  bODQel  and  rusli  out  wildly,  in  tbe  bind 
tain,  Lo  liunt  up  a  certaiu  Inistwarlby  carpcaler  to  come  u4 
talce  dowa  the  bed.  The  next  tbre«  days  I  seemed  to  be  !■ 
tbc  Ibicli  of  a  domestic  Buliiklava,  which  is  now  eveu  ouly  anbi 
sidiug — Dot  aubaidcd.  Aune,  thougb  I  have  reproaclied  ber  wit) 
careleisness  (decidedly  there  was  ool  the  vestige  of  a  bug  in  th 
■whole  bouBC  wben  wo  went  away),  ia  bo  indigoaut  that  the  liom 
Bbould  be  turned  up  after  slie  bad  'settled  it,'  aod  that  '  audi  a  fua 
Blioold  be  made  about  bugs,  which  are  incriiable  in  London,'  tW 
Bbe  flared  up  on  me,  while  I  was  doiug  her  work,  and  declared  'H 
was  to  be  hoped  I  would  get  a  person  to  keep  my  house  cleanv 
than  she  had  done;  as  she  meant  to  leave  that  day  month  I' 
which  I  answered,  '  Very  good.'  and  noUiiug  more.  And  now 
see,  instead  of  coming  back  to  noylhing  like  a  home,  1  have  c 
back  to  a  house  full  of  bugs  and  evil  passions!  I  shall  have  to  ba 
training  a  now  servant  into  the  ways  of  tbe  bouse  (when  I  'hnveg 
her)  at  a  season  of  the  year  when  it  will  be  the  most  uphill  work  fa 
both  ber  and  me.  As  to  this  woman,  I  kept  ber  these  three  y 
because  she  was  a  clever  servant,  and  carried  on  the  house  n 
any  bother  to  me;  but  I  never  liked  her  as  n  woman;  from  the  fln^ 
week  I  perceived  her  lo  be  what  she  has  since  on  all  '    ~ 

proved  herself,  cunning,  untrue,  and  inlensoly  sellisb.  Tbe  atmot. 
phtre  of  such  a  character  was  not  good,  and  nothing  but  mont 
cowurdi(.-e  could  have  made  nie  go  on  with  her.  But  T  did  bo  drm^ 
always  tbe  bothers  and  rislts  of 'achange'!  Now,  however,  tlu|| 
it  is  forced  on  me,  1  console  myself  by  thinking,  with  that  'hopfr 
niiich  springs  eternal  in  tbe  humnii  mind,'  that  I  may  Snd  a  seik 
vant,  after  all,  whom  it  may  bo  possible  to,  not  only  train  into  ttif 
ways,  but  attach  to  mel  What  a  fool  I  am!  Ob,  I  should  so  likg 
a  Scotch wom.'vn.  if  I  could  gel  any  feasible  Scotchwoman.  Tbeift 
Londoners  are  all  of  the  cut  of  tliis  woman.  I  have  written  ti 
Hadilington.  where  the  servaula  used  to  be  very  good,  to  know  il 
they  can  do  anything  for  me.  I  suppose  it  is  needless  asking  yo» 
of  course,  if  there  had  been  any  '  ti'easure '  procurable  you  woiila 
have  engaged  her  yourself.  But  do  you  really  know  nobody  i 
could  get  from  NithsdaleT  How  stujnd  it  was  of  Hargsret  not  ti 
come  when  1  wanted  her.  I  nm  sure  it  ia  harder  work  she  mn| 
have  at  the  Cobtle.    Oh,  my  darling,  1  wish  you  were  here  to  giv 
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me  a  kiM,  rdi)  cheer  mo  up  a  bit  with  jour  soft  Toicel  In  ruspB 
of  iIiIb  soil,  Qetftidine  wilJi  the  best  rateotiooa  is  do  help.  She  ia 
unpraciictil.  like  all  n-omea  of  geniusl  She  wns  bo  pleased  with 
your  lellerl  '  My  ilear.' die  BaiJ  to  me,  'how  is  it  that  nomeu 
yiiio  dou't  write  books  write  always  so  much  nicer  letters  than 
tbo^e  who  do?'  I  told  ber  it  was,  I  supposed,  because  lliay  did 
not  write  in  the  '  Yoliey  of  the  shadow  *  of  their  future  biogra- 
pher, but  wrote  what  they  hod  to  say  frankly  and  naturally. 

Your  father  (a  ki«»  to  liim)  stiould  write  roe  a  word  about  *  Provi- 
dence.' Oh,  be  pleased  ail  of  you,  Dr.  Itussell  loo,  for  nil  so  busy 
as  he  is,  to  think  of  mc,  aud  love  mel  I  have  great  fniiU  in  tha 
magnetic  influence  of  bind  thoughla.  And,  upon  my  honour,  I 
need  to  he  soothed — magceticnlly,  and  iu  auy  possible  wayl 
Your  affcctionata 

Jane  W.  CARLYLa. 


LETTER  174. 
7b  Mrs.  Aualin,  The  Oill.  Annan. 


I       

^^LHir  dear  Hary, — The  box  came  yesterday,  all  safe — not  so  much 
ai  one  egg  cracked,  and  Just  io  liroe  to  have  one  of  the  fowls 
boiled  for  Mr.  C.'s  dinner.  Mr,  C.  dioes  all  by  himself  at  present, 
1  merely  looking  on,  as  he  doesn't  piiriicipate  in  my  dislike  lo  eat- 

n  presence  of  one's  fellow  creatures  not  similarly  occupied. 
^Sioce  my  illness,  that  is  to  say,  pretty  nearly  ever  since  I  re- 
prned  from  Scotland.  I  have  used  my  privilege  of  invalid  (and  no 
nbl  about  il)  to  dine  at  the  hour  when  nature  and  reason  prompt 
Ee  to  dine,  viz.  two  o'clock,  instead  of  at  Mr.  C.'s  fashionable  hour 
I  six.  So  my  go  at  the  fowl  comes  off  to-day.  They  look  fa- 
mous ones;  and  as  for  the  goose — heaven  and  earthl  what  agooset 
Bvcn  Anne,  who  ii  so  difficult  to  warm  up  lo  bare  satisfactlou 
point  with  anything  of  an  eatable  sort,  stood  amazed  before  tlmt 
goose,  '  as  in  presence  of  tbe  infloLte! '  and,  when  she  had  found  her 
tongue,  broke  forth  with.  'Lordl  ain't  it  fat,  ma'm!"  Thank  yon 
very  much,  dear  Mary.  Your  bojt  remind*  me  of  the  lime  when 
you  came  to  me  at  some  dreadful  inn  at  Annan,  -where  I  happened 
to  t>e,  I  don't  remember  why,  and  woe  doing  I  don't  remember 
what,  except  that  I  was  horridly  sick  and  uncomfortable,  and  you 
owne  tripping  in  with  a  reticuie-baaket,  and  gave  me  Utile  cakes  and 
■weeiiesoutof  it;  and  that  comforted  mj  mind,  if  not  exactly  good 


^_  rare  rue 

K  MvJ 
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for  my  stomach.  Dear  Mnry.  bow  kioJ  jou  uaed  to  be  tn  thoeeoiS 
timee,  when  we  were  thrown  so  mucli  on  one  nnottaer'a  cftapaifl 
That  JB  the  only  feature  of  my  eitstenee  at  Craig-o'-pulta  UirtJ 
recall  with  pleasure;  the  rest  of  U  was  moat  drenry  and  uucoi 

The  meal  ie  welcome,  for  I  bronglit  )iiil  little  from  Scotsbrig.  m 
thinking  lo  nceil  more.  Wlien  I  dine  in  ihc  middle  of  the  dijj 
however,  1  eao  lake  my  old  supper  of  porridge,  provided  1  feel  O 
to  the  bother  of  making  it  myself.  So  I  have  my  porridge,  nhlli 
Mr.  C.  takea  bia  more  unsubstantial  breadberry— so  I  coll  it — AnnI 
calls  it  '  Master's  pnp'l 

We  have  beautiful  weather  again,  and  I  get  out  for  a  drive  in  ■ 
9moibtts.  The  Scotsbrig  gi.^  would  be  nicer,  but  anything  ixbetVl 
than  walking,  when  one  feel-  like  an  eel  In  the  matter  of  backbOW 
1  go  in  an  omnibus  from  ibe  l«ttom  of  our  street  lo  the  cod  of  11 
line,  and  just  come  bock  again;  ilius  realiung  some  fourteen  mild 
of  ahakiug  at  the  modest  cost  of  one  shilling,  Mr,  C.'a  horse  gin~ 
him  the  highest  satisfaction;  he  says  it  is  a  quite  remarkable  c 
binatioo  of  courage  and  aensibilily.  The  Secretary,  too.  would  d 
well  enough  if  he  could  only  give  over  'sniffing  through  bis  nosfc' 
The  canaries  are  the  happiest  creatures  in  the  bouse;  the  dog  n 

Kind  regards  to  your  husbnud  and  Margaret. 

Affectionately  yours. 

Jabs  GiBi.m. 

LETTER   175, 

Monday.  May  4,  18S7, — At  Paris,  on  her  way  home  from  Nic 

Ladv  Aahburton  (torn  Liidv  Harriet  Montague)  suddenly  dip 
suddenly  to  the  doctors  anif  those  who  believed  them;  In  whii 
number,  fondly  hoping  against  hope,  was  I,  A  sad  and  greatly  i 
leresting  event  to  me  and  to  many  t  The  most  queen-tike  woma 
I  bad  ever  known  or  seen.  The  honour  of  her  constant  regard  hr 
for  ten  years  back  been  among  my  proudest  and  most  valued  pc 
seadons — lost  now;  gone — for  evergonel  This  was  our  first  Ti( 
to  Addiscombe  after.  I  rode  much  about  with  Lord  A.  in  intima 
talk,  and  well  recollect  this  visit  of  perhaps  a  week  or  lea  day 
and  of  the  weeks  that  preceded  and  followed.  How  well  I  st 
remember  the  evening  Richard  Milnes  brought  down  the  new 
the  moonlit  slrecta,  and  dirge-like  tone  of  everything,  as  I  wal)n 
up  to  Lady  Sandwich's  door  and  asked  for  the  weak,  devoted,  agt 
mother.  In  no  society,  Eugiish  or  other,  had  I  seen  the  equal  > 
the  second  of  this  great  lady  that  was  gone;  bv  unture  and  by 
ture/ueifr  princrpt  she,  I  think,  of  all  great  ladies  I  bare  """-  - 


My  Jane's  miserable  illness  now  over,  a  visit  to  Iladdingtot 
tadily  '    — " '■■'-  "      "-  ^'  • "-.'---  — - 


lily  in  Ticw  all  summer.    July  7.— Cnuk  froio  Belfast,  with  1 
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daughters,  wss  bere  bolidaying;  bad  decided  on  Hjiag  U  Bdio- 
burgb  b;  iioine  unrivBlled  nnil  cneap  eicui-aion  Irala,  and  persuaded 
bcr  to  go  with  Ibem.  I  ttcuoiripBuied  to  Eustou  Squarci  bad  dU- 
mal  omens  of  tbe  'undTDlIed.' tvbich  were  fultj  reallKd  tbroDgh 
■^  mgbl.— T.  C. 

^  T.  CarlgU,  Cliflsta. 

*  Sunny  Bant,  Haddiugton :  Wedneidsy.  July  B,  ISBT, 

Ob,  mercy  I  Lord  be  Ibatikod!  'Good  time*,  and  bad  times,  and 
all  tlmo  pass  oirer.'  Loat  nigbt  is  passed  orer,  tike  an  eicessively 
bad  dream;  aud  I  am  sittiug  bere  !□  clemiDEsg  aad  quiet,  aoaDunc- 
ing  my  safety  bo  for.  But  it  ia  a  tvonder  tliat  gmnebody  else  baa  not 
tslber  to  aunounce  ray  dcatli  by  'bad  air.'  Ob,  my  dear!  you  saw 
all  those  people  in  one  bos,  alrleen  of  Ibem!  Well,  imagine  that 
tbey  closed  every  window  aod  slit,  except  tbe  fourth  window,  com- 
maoded  by  Oeorgloa '  aod  me.  Not  one  brcalb  of  air  (o  be  bad  all 
nigbt  except  id  holding  one's  bead  out  of  tbe  window.  Craik  and 
hia  otlspringa '  were  very  attentive  and  Itind,  and  I  nle  my  cold  fowl 
wing,  and  dranli  a  little  brandy  and  water:  and  tbe  large  Bcolch- 
maa  offered  me  'his  shoulder  to  rest  on,  if  it  would  be  of  any  ser- 
vice;' but  what  availed  all  that  agaiust  'a  polluted  atmospliere '! 
How  it  happened  tbnt  everybody  got  through  the  night  olive  I  can't 
explain;  nay,  everybody  but  Craik,  one  of  bis  girls,  and  mywtf, 
slept  the  sleep  of  the  just!  By  tbe  way,  you  may  tell  Mr.  Larkiu 
'snoring'  Is  not  audible  in  a  railway  train.  My  chief  lonnent  pro- 
ceeded from  tbe  tendency  to  sleep  produced  by  tbe  atmosphere  get- 
ting itself  overcome  by  the  upriglit  position,  with  no  rest  for  the 
head.  It  'was  cheap,'  but  I  did  not  'like  it,'*  and  have  seldom 
boeo  thankfulier  than  when  I  found  myself  tbe  only  living  creature 
visible  at  the  Punbar  station,  after  tbe  Crniks  had  streamed  away. 
I  washed  my  face  with  Eau  de-Cologne,  and  combed  my  diubcK 
elled  hmr  in  a  little,  cold,  tidy  waiting-room ;  and  in  about  an  hour 
kjr  train  came  and  picked  me  up,  and  set  me  down  at  Haddington 

after  nine,  where  tbe  carriage  was  duly  wailing. 
'1  never  saw  tbe  country  about  bere  look  so  lovely,  but  I  viewed  it 
"with  acalmaboutftsmorbidaswaa  my  ejciiement  last  year.  Denr 
llias  Jess  received  me  wiib  open  arms  in  a  room  with  a  bright  Are, 
and  the  prettiest  breakfast-table  set  out.  Miss  Donaldson  docs  not 
come  down  till  eleven.     They  are  tbe  same  heavenly  kind  creatures. 


*  Fanoua  Dr.  R«Jd  oi 
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imd  there  U  do  tolling  off  even  ia  looks  siuce  last  jeu. 
going  out  of  tbe  bouae  ug&in  to-dny.  but  1  cbdooI  wKle.  I  am  n 
weuKedl  oil,  bo  dreudfullf  wearied!  Deing  hindered  from  Bleeping 
is  quite  another  thing  from  not  being  uble  to  sleep. 

I  hope  yoLi  found  a,  Gre  wlien  jou  got  home,  and  some  rensonablv 
good  lea.  U  you  could  fancy  me  in  some  part  of  the  house 
sight,  my  absence  would  make  little  difference,  canBiderin|{  ho« 
Utile  I  see  of  you,  and  bow  preoccupied  you  arc  when  I  do  see  yout 

Do  you  know  I  had  yester-even  a  presentiment  1  should  die  bi 
fore  I  got  back?  Those  things  Lord  Ashburton  brought  had  ehli 
ercd  me  all  through,  and  the  first  tblag  we  met  was  a  cofflo.  I  wi 
so  nervous  that  1  wanted  to  scream,  but  the  physical  wearinets  b* 
quashed  down  tbiit  nonsense. 

Ohi  be  kind  to  Nero,  and  slightly  alleDtive  to  the  canaries,  u 
my  poor  little  nettle  and  gooseberry  bush.  Moreover,  tdl  Anne  at 
win  find  Mrs.  Cook's  bill  in  my  blot-book;  I  forgot  to  give  it  to  be 
I  also  forgot  to  bring  my  boa;  tell  Anne,  please,  to  shake  it  evei 
two  or  three  days,  and  to  leave  the  fur  jacket  exposed  to  the  a 
where  1  placed  it.  and  shake  it  and  the  great  fur  coat  down; 
frequently.    She  let  the  moths  get  into  my  fur  last  jear.    A  kisi' 


Nero 
I  wonder  how  you  a 
God  keep  you. 


!  getting  along. 


I  wish  you  would  Ibank  Lord  Ashburton  for  me,    I  couldn't 
tknythiog  about  his  kindness  in  giving  me  those  things,  which 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  wearing.    1  felt  so  sick  and  so  like  to  ciTi 
that  I  am  afraid  1  seemed  quite  stupid  and  ungrateful  to  him. 

LETTER  176. 

T.  CarlijU,  Chdtea. 

HaddlnEton:  Jul;!*, 

Good  morning,  dearl  !  wonder  if  you  are 'quite  happy  and  ooiit> 
fortable'  this  morningt  or — what  shall  I  say — 'contmiry  "I  Pq 
haps  I  may  have  a  letter  by  the  midday  post;  your  last  came  by  ii 
But  it  is  best,  ia  my  own  writing,  to  take  time  'by  the  forelock! 
his  pigtail  ia  m  apt  to  come  away  in  one's  band!  Indeed,  I  hai 
less  lime  lor  letter-writing  here  than  might  be  thought,  coDsideriii| 
the  quiet  monotony  of  the  life  I  lead.    I  am  '  called '  at  eight  hf 
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clock;  but  in  reality  al  half-poat  Ecven;  and  at  a  quarter  after 
(ia  reality)  Miss  Jesa  and  I  ait  down  to  breakfasti  tea,  eggs, 
n  bread,  and  bouey-comb.  This  is  Mies  Jees'a  bcBt  tallcing 
and  we  sit  till  ten  or  so.  From  that  till  elevpu  1  may  write, 
fr  darn  my  stockinga,  or  meditate  on  tbioga  in  general,  without  be- 
«d. 

I  "  At  eleven  Ibe  carriage  comes  round,  and  both  kdios  go  a  drive  o( 
Iwo  miles  along  tbc  Dunbar  Road)  I  accompany  them;  and,  hav- 
ing set  tliem  down  at  tbeirowa  door  again,  I  go  a  long  drive  by  my- 
self. That  is  my  chief  entertainment  during  the  day.  Nowhere  In 
the  world  that  I  know  of  are  there  such  beautiful  drives;  and  I 
recognise  places  that  I  had  Been  in  my  dreams,  the  recollection  of 
them  having  been  preserved  in  my  sleep  long  after  it  bad  passed 
out  of  my  waking  mind. 

I  come  in  just  in  time  to  change  my  dress  and  rest  before  dinner 

at  three;  a  dinner  always  'very  good  to  cat'  (as  you  say)  aod  of 

patriarchal  simplicity.     Always  strawberries  and  cream  ad  libilum! 

Between  dinner  and  tea  (at  aii)  I  talk  to   MisB  Donaldson,  and  1 

take  a  little  walk,  to  the  churcliynrd  or  some  place  that  I  cnre  for. 

After  tea  talking  again,  or  I  read  aloud— cicessively  loud  (I  read 

them  your  Nigger  Question,  much  to  Miss  Donaldson's  approval 

and  delight);  and  before  sujjper  (of  arrowroot  milk),  at  half-post 

nine,  I  have  tun  down  every  evening  to  speak  a  few  words  of  en- 

couragcment  to  my  poor  unlawful  cousin,  in  her  sick  bed.    I  tiiink 

she  would  recover  if  she  cotild  overcome  the  cfTects  of  the  frightful 

quantity  of  mercury  Mr.  Howden  has  given  ber.     My  heavens,  what 

my  father  would  have  said  to  blml    At  ten,  bed  !  I 

I  am  so  grieved  to  find  the  fair,  which  used  to  bo  held  to-day,  has 

_ibirDed  into  a  mere  cattle-fair;  no  booths  with  toys  and  sweetieal ' 

^^hid  I  bad  set  my  lietirt  on  buying  a  pair  of  waxen  babes  of  the 

^^mod  covered  with  moss  (by  imaginary  robins),  in  a  littleovalspale- 

^B>Ox,*  which  used  to  be  my  favorite  fairing.    Last  night,  liowever,  I 

liougtat  a — hedgehog  from  a  wee  boy.    I  thougiit  I  might  lake  it 

~n  my  carpel-bag  to  cat  the  cockroaches,  Perhaps  I  will  think 


belter  of  iti 

I  imagine  Miss  Jess  waf 
Bunday  she  '  look  a  aotii: 
been  there  for  years.  Ot 
to 'the  chapel'  I  didn't  ao 
It'ln  a  strange  seat  in  on 


1  so  inspirited  by  my  presence,  that  last 
in'  of  going  to  churchi  She  had  not 
course  1  had  to  go  with  ber.  Aa  It  was 
much  miad.  I  should  not  have  liked  to 
r  own  church.    I  found  the  poor  Ultle 


■'6p(Je'te]o[ner'iBbaTtag,ip((l, 
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whitenaabeU,  bare-bo&nled  chapel  transformed  into  a.  little  bluMoU 
ot  Piueyite  taslcl  Puiuled  glass  wluduwsl  Uftgntflcent  orgsDl 
Aira  from  the  opera  of  'Acisaud  Oalatea'l  the  modI  snow-wttite 
and  elberetkl  o(  snrplit^es!  aud  David  Rougbead  (be  of  the  'lettHa 
imagiiiatioa '}  cbantiog  his  responses  behind  us,  and  singing  '  a  deqi 
baseband  towiog  oSbis  A — mJiasT  in  a  jriunty  style,  that  gave m 
etrong  desire  to  box  his  ears. 

Oire  my  complimeats  to  Anne;  the  usual  kiss  to  my  'bleased' 
dog, 

Your  oScctioaate 

J.  W.  0. 
LETTER  177. 
T.  Carlyle.  Ohri»ea. 

Sunnf  Bank:  Tburador,  July  A.  IfiST. 

The  pens  you  made  me,  dear,  are  all  ground  down  on  this  lima* 
paper,  and  I  am  obliged  to  write  doit  with  the  backs,  whiclj  has  a 
perverM  effect  on  my  ideas,  and  my  ideas  are  rather  awry  to 
with.  I  feel  provoked  tlini,  having  '  mode  an  effiirt '  like  this  16 
get  well.  I  do  aot  succeed  in  doing  it  effectually  and  at  once.  '  Veiy 
absurd.'  1  ought  to  bethankfulfor  ever  so litlleamendment;  above 
all,  even  if  no  cure  should  be  worked  oa  nie  by  all  this  freab  ait; 
and  sweet  milk,  and  riding  in  carriages,  and  havmg  my  own  i 
humour  out,  I  ought  lo  be  thankful  for  the  present  escape  from 
that  horrid  sickiu'ss,  which  nobody  that  has  not  felt  it  can  koov 
the  horror  of. 

Though  my  nights  are  no  better  than  they  were  at  Chelsea — 
deed,  worse  latterly — still  it  is  only  oppression  and  wearineaa  1  fett 
during  the  day;  not  that  horrid  feeling  as  if  death  were  grasping^ 
my  heart  But.  'ob,  my!'  wliat  a  shame,  when  you  arc  left  alonti 
there  with  plenty  of  smoke  of  your  own  to  consume,  to  be  puffing 
out  mine  on  you  from  this  dlataaccl  It  is  certainly  a  quesiionnb% 
privilege  one's  best  friend  enjoys,  thai  of  baring  all  one's  darkncM 
rayed  out  on  bini.  If  I  were  writing  lo— who  shall  I  sayT— Mr^ 
Barlow,  now,  I  should  fill  my  paper  witli  'wits,'  and  elegant 
quotations,  and  diverting  anecdotes;  should  write  a  letter  tlilf 
would  procure  me  laudation  sky-high,  on  my  '  chunning.  u 
ging  spirits,'  and  my  '  extraordinary  freshness  of  mind  and  feelings;* 
but  to  you  I  cannot  for  my  life  be  anything  but  a  bore. 

I  went  and  drank  tea  with  Hn,  DaviJ  Davidson,  tbe  worsi 
woman  I  ever  knew;  and  at  seventy-eight  years  ot  age  aha  ba 


.a  serene  as  if  sbe  hnd 
t,  Mary  Jeffrys, 
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drop  of  gall  Id  her  whole  com  position,  and  is  ai 
never  bod  b  sorrow.     Slie  bos  still  llie  s 

who  wAsnilb  ber  wlicu  I  was  a  cbild;  slie  lias  served  lier  villi  tlie 
same  ri^iisli  [or  fifty  years.  '  Ye  dinna  find  us  as  perfect  as  I  could 
wuas,'  she  (Mary)  said  to  me  (tlie  house  was  clean  ss  a  new  pin); 
'  but  I'm  as  wullin  as  ever  lo  work,  only  no  just  sae  able.'  At  rke 
door  Hlie  culled  after  me:  '  Ye'll  find  us  ay  here  while  we're  lo  the 
ton-,  but  it's  DO  unco  langwe  can  expect  to  get  bided.'  I  don't 
tUnk  eilhfir  mistress  or  maid  could  survive  the  other  a  mouth. 

To-nigbi,  agiia,  I  £■>  °"'  lo  lea,  at  Visa  Browu'i;  and  on  Ealur- 
dJij  night  at  the  Sheriffs',  who  were  at  school  with  me.  Ou  Mon- 
day 1  go  lo  Mrs.  BioDie's;  on  Tuesday  to  Craigenvilla,  Horaiug- 
Eide:  and  on  Weduestlay  lo  Auchlertool. 

I  have  a  most  affectioDste  letter  from  Lady  Alrlje,  but  I  hardly 
think  I  shall  go  so  far. 

Complimcuts  to  Anue.  Y''aur  care  of  Ibe  live  stock  does  '  credit 
to  your  head  and  horL' ' 

Affectionately  yours, 
■k  J&NE  Welsh  Cabltlil 

m    „^^™.. 

Thanks  tor  your  note,  meant  to  be  very  Bootlitng,  I  can  see;  but 
it  rather  sootiies  me  the  wrong  way  of  the  liuir  somehow— makes 
me  feet  I  had  been  making  a  liahy  of  myself,  and  a  fractious  baby. 
Well,  oever  mind,  as  Mlas  Madeline  Smith '  said  to  old  Dr.  Simp, 
son,  who  attended  ber  during  n  short  illucss  in  prison,  and  begged 
lo  use  '  the  privilege  of  an  old  man,  and  speak  to  ber  seriously  at 
irartiDg.'  ■  My  dear  doctor,  it  is  so  good  of  jou.  But  I  won't  let 
you  trouble  yourself  to  give  me  advice,  for  I  assure  you  I  hnve 
quile  made  up  my  mind  to  turn  over  a  new  Icafl'  That  is  fact. 
Simpson  told  U  to  Terrot,  who  told  mo. 

And  so  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  and  no 
more  give  words  to  the  impatient  or  desponding  thoughts  that  rise 
in  my  mind  about  myself.    It  is  not  a  natural  vice  of  mine,  that 


LETTER  179. 

T.  CariyU,  Cfteltea. 


■    '  PtxT  Lady  flulwt 
^d  were  ■  Fiu '  ^  F* 


iiother.[n.lBi>>,  I 


a  toad  mood,  where 
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sort  of  egoistical  baliblement,  but  Laa  bvco  fostered  in  me  by  the 
patience  sad  spnpallty  sliown  inc  id  my  late  long  UlDess.     I  c 
very  easily  leave  It  off,  aa  I  did  amokiog.  wbea  I  bm  it  lo  be  get- 
ting a  bad  habit. 

But  almiit  Hiss  Smitli  I  bavc  one  tblog  to  tell  you  whlcb  I  it 
you  will  be  ratber  glad  of,  as  giving  ibedcutb-stroke  to  tectimoniab. 
TUc  Glasgow  mercbuDts  are  actually  rolsieg  a  subscriplioc 
readied  niae  tliousand  pounds)  '  lo  testiry  tLeir  ajmpaiby  for  h«r.' 

Ooe  man,  a  Mr.  D .  bas  given  a  tliousand  bimaelf — be  ^ati 

better  marry  her,  and  get  poisoned.  Not  that  L  believe  the  gid 
guilty  of  ibe  polsoaing;  but  sbc  ia  sucli  a  llltle  incarnate  devil  tbat 
the  murder  don't  go  for  macb  ia  my  opiDloa  of  lier. 

Haddington  has  half  the  honour  of  having  produced  Ibis  oi 
trice.  I  knew,  her  great-grandmother — a  decent,  ancient  womaii^ 
called  'Mealy  Janet.'  never  to  be  seen  but  with  a  bag  of  Houf 
under  each  arm.  Bite  vaa  mother  to  the  '  Mr.  Hamilton.  arcJiileoi 
of  Bdinburgh,'  and  to  one  of  Ilie  most  curious  Qgures  in  my  chlM 
hood,  Uyslc  Hamilton,  or  '  Meal  Hysie' (she  contiuuing  her  mothetV' 
flour  trade) :  she  spoke  with  n  loud  man't  voice,  that  uaed  U 
ua  children  toko  In  our  heels  in  terror  when  we  beard  it.    1 1 

ber  the  boys  said  Mjsie  was  a hut  what  that  was  I  hi 

notion,  nor  have  I  yet;  my  mother  thought  lier  a  good  womaa.  and 
once  by  way  of  lark,  invited  ber  to  tea.  I  bouglit  a  pamphlet  the 
oilier  day  containing  the  whole  'trial,'  on  the  very  spot  whonB 
Mynle  Hamilton  sold  her  Sour,  now  a  book*flbop. 

I  was  in  our  own  bouse  yesterday.  They  have  new  papered  Uw 
drawing-room  and  dining- room.  But  the  paint  we  left  on  it  ia  still  tbe 
same,  and  perfectly  new-looking,  after  some  forty  years.  Hy  fatbei 
alwayshadcveryibingdone  eEFcctually.  There  are  do  auch  doors  M 
those  pwnted  wninsooat  ones  that  I  ever  saw,  with  their  eight  coat* 
of  paint  and  as  many  of  vamiBh.  The  old  drawing-room  still  looU 
to  mo  a  beautiful  room,  independent  of  associaljons.  But  a 
length  portrait  of  Mr.  Howden.  leaning  like  Sir  David  Baird  on  hif 
horse's  neck,  was  over  the  mantel-piece,  vulgarising  everything  by 
its  gloom-like  presence.  I  gave  young  Dr.  Howden.  who  livet 
there  still,  the  large  photograpb  of  Wooloer's  Medallio 
secret  expectation  it  would  be  hung  up  in  tbat  dear  old  room  wbicli 
sliU  feels  n 
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The  youDg  girl-wlIe  who  Utcs  lliore  u  very  lovely,  anil  writes 
poetry — Goil  belp  hurl 

I  adliere  lo  mj  programme  of  leavjag  to-morrow.  &c.,  bul  liafe 
promised  to  slop  here  agnin  on  my  way  home.  I  could  not  help  it, 
when  J  saw  those  dear  old  women  crying  about  my  golog  bo  bood. 

[No  room  for  aigualure.    Two  fiower-leoves — petals — Inclosed.] 

K  LETTEB  179. 

Br Archy  something,  an  enthusiast  Annandale  pedlar,  gone  halt  mad 
with  tLeolon'  and  horror  of  mad  dogs,  was  gratefully  supping  por- 
ridge and  milk  iu  a  wealthy  farmer's  kitchen  oiie  summer  aveiiing. 
in  ten  ding  to  lodge  there,  when  a  miffchievous  maid  servant  whia- 
percd  to  another.  'Was  that  the  bowl  the  stranger  dog  badT'as 
audibly  to  Arcby  as  the  ' 'Wbiflt,  whisll'  (bush)  of  answer  was, 
An?hy  sprang  to  his  feet,  snatciied  his  pack,  and  ran  through  the 


m- 


T.  CarlyU,  Chelgea. 


Auchtertool:  HoDda]'.  Aug.  8,  ltE7. 

Oh,  heavenl  or  rather,  oh,  ibe  other  pkcel  'I  am  degenerating 
from  a  woman  into  a  dog,  and  feel  an  inclination  to  barit — bow 
wowlwowl"  Ever  since  I  cnme  here  I  have  Iweo  pssaing  out  ol 
one  silent  rage  into  another  at  the  things  in  general  of  this  house. 
Viewed  from  the  invalid  point  of  riew,  Iliey  are  enough  really  to 
make  one  not  only  bsrk  but  bile ;  were  it  not  that.  In  other  people's 
bouses,  one  has  to  assume  ibc  muzzle  of  pollieaess.  The  best 
intentions  always  untorliinnle.  The  finest  possibilities  yielding 
zero,  or  worse.  The  maximum  of  bother  to  arrive  at  the  minimum 
of  comfort  (so  far  ns  1  nm  concerned).  Ta  it  possible  that  the 
change  of  a  cook  can  miikc  the  clifTerence  betwixt  now  and  lost 
summerf  or  is  It  the  increa^d  irriiabillty  of  my  nerves  that  mnices 
it?  or  are  my  cousins  getting  stupefied  for  want  of  anything  to  eiir 
Iheir  souls  on  this  hilltop?  The  devil  knows  best  how  it  comea, 
but  'I,  Bs  one  solitary  individual,'  find  no  satisfaction  In  the  ar- 
rangements here,  lliough  '  there  need  be  no  reflections  (or  want  of 
roses,'  and.  '  t>eHutiful  views,'  and  '  pure  air '  I  And  It  is  not  only 
my  soul  that  protests  htit  my  body:  I  sleep  sliockingly,  and  the 

ikness  has  come  back.  Bow  little  Mary  has  escaped  dying  under 
late  and  irregular  hours,  and  bad  bread,  and  all  Uie  rest  of  the 
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'much  ado  about  nolLing.'  and  '  don't  you  wiali  you  may  get  il,' 
here,  is  a  wnuder  U>  me,  aad  I  dou't  think  mucli  of  ber  docioti, 
"When  I  looked  at  him  and  liia  waya  intently,  the  other  day,  wiU> 
a  half-thought  to  consult  him  myself  ahout  certain  thing*,  he  '  i^ 
mo  cold,' ' — very  cold  indeed,  and,  "  with  h  decided  preference,'  It 
nature!  Badu'i  I  better  be  golnglben?    Decidedly;  '  being  on  an] 
child,'  I  have  'uo  wish'  to  stay.    But  the □,  'that  dainiicd  iliin 
called  the  milk  of  human  kindness,'  *  not  being  yet  all  gone  lo  mh 
curd  in  me.  I  would  not  show  any  unfeeling  impatience  Id  be  gooffi 
where  I  am  treated  (though  Qod  knows  how  injudicioualy)  mc 
kindly  according  to  their  light  and  ability. 

I  have  millea  to  Lady  Airlic  declining  tbe  honour  proposed 
me,  which  looked,  on  co  aside  rati  on,  something  of  the  Irisfamti 
bottom) esa- Sedan  sort.  Also  I  have  declined  a  pressing  invitall 
to  Thornhill.  My  flesh  quivered  at  the  thought  of  going  Uiroui 
that  again,  in  my  present  weakness  of  body  and  mind.  Dut  I  me 
to  Stop  some  days— e  week  perhaps— with  inyaunt«:  who  are  real 
good,  intelligent  companiona  when  they  keep  off  their  hobby.  K 
where  I  am  well  cared  for  materially.  They  have  a  good,  pl« 
house,  and  keep  early  liours  and  lo  a  moment,  and  seemed  i 
pleased  to  have  me.  I  never  saw  women  more  improved  by 
ingl  I  had  been  thinking  lo  try  a  weok'ii  sea-bathing  before  yt 
suggested  it;  and  perhaps  sball  go  for  a  week  to  Portobello  1 
North  Berwick.  At  all  events,  I  go  back,  if  I  am  spared,  to  SUM 
Bank  to  start  from  tlicre  for  London.  I  could  not  get  sway  witi 
out  promising  that,  and  sliati  be  very  glad  of  another  breath  of  d 
'  native  air ' — I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  were  the  last  till  it  blows  ow 
my  grave;  for  when  one  of  these  dear  old  women  diea.  theotbi 
wilt  follow  fast;  and  they,  loo,  gone,  I  don't  think.  If  I  even  Ut| 
long,  t  should  over  have  the  courage  or  wish  lo  go  back  more. 
Tours  affectionately, 

Jakk  W.  Cablilb. 

LETTEB  ISO, 
T.  CariyU,  Chtlmi. 

AuchtcrtMl:  Uoiiclair.  Aug.  10,  I3R 

Oh,  my  dear! — I  am  so  sorry  lo  think  of  your  having  l«en  i 

alone  there  with  Anne  'dreadfully  ill!'    As  it  has  turned  out. 
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was  better  that  you  did  not  tell  me;  for  cert^nlj  I  should  have  at 
otice  flown  off  to  tlic  rescue,  and  arrived  ooly  lo  cotnplicate  your 
dlfflcullles  by  falliug  '  dreadfully  ill '  myself.  Slill,  llie  confidence 
in  all  being  well  (figuratively  speakiug).  so  loug  as  I  bear  nolli- 
iog  lo  the  conlmry,  in  done  for  by  ILis  concealmenl.  So  il  nlll  be 
for  my  pence  of  mind  to  be  making  no  further  more  Iban  is  not  a 
move  lioineward.  My  consolation,  under  the  images  of  your  dis- 
comfort that  present  tbcmselTcs,  ia  of  that  raelancboly  sort  pro- 
duced by  '  two  afflictions.' '  I  ba7c  been  in  such  a  way  myself  for 
the  laHi  week,  tbai  I  could  bavc  done  no  good  to  you,  Anae,  or 
myself  by  being  '  at  my  posi  'I  Tbe  physical  pain  las  been  over 
for  three  days,  but  followeil  by  such  horrible  ikprcssion  of  spirits 
that  It  felt  as  If  oue  degree  more  of  il  would  oinke  me  haug  or 
drown  myself,  I  could  not  write  to  you  anylliing  but  arliculate 
moans  and  groans,  with  a  sprinkling  of  execralionsl  And  so  I  pre- 
ferred lelling  down  tbe  valve  and  coiiBuming  my  own  smoke.  The 
laet  two  nigbls  I  have  had  better  sleep;  and  to-day  1  feel  a  little 
more  up  to  living,  though  still  farenough  from  'doing  tbe  hoping  of 
the  family.' 

Waller  is  going  to  give  me  a  drive.  Since  Friday  I  haws  not 
bad  any  exercise.  .Tcannie,  wilb  her  '  child  of 'miracle '  and  its  two 
sltcndanls.  is  still  expected  to-morrow,  and  I  huvs  fixed  my  depar- 
ture for  Thursday,  which  la  ns  much  pving  io  to  fiunilj  propnelies 
as  could  reasonably  be  expected  of  me.  I  have  not  named  any 
time  for  my  slay  at  Morningslde — will  '  leave  it  open '  (as  you  say); 
even  should  I  thrive  Ihere,  I  don't  think  of  more  than  a  week. 
reek  at  Sunny  Bank  will  make  as  much  '  outing'  as 

luld  snlHce  for  tbia  year!  For  the  rcEt,  I  may  give  myself  the 
comfort  about  my  travels  that  I  used  to  give  you  about  your 
horse,  when  you  were  saying  it  did  you  '  next  to  no  good ; '  I  '  can't 
tell  how  much  vtone'  I  should  have  been  had  I  stayed  Uirough  all 
that  bent  of  London.  Certainly  I  have  had  uolhing  to  suffer  from 
heal,  whatever  else. 

Oh,  those  Indian  women!  It  seems  sinful  of  one  to  complain  of 
anything  in  face  ol  their  dreadful  fate,  and  their  mothers  and  Bis- 
ters at  bouic ! '  It  is  difficult  to  reconcile  such  tilings  with  the  be- 
lief that  Ood  lakes  care  of  every  indii-idual  Bo  has  made! — Ihat 
■  Qod  is  Lovel '    Lowel    It  isn't  much  like  a  world  ruled  by  Love, 

>  '  Two  aAUoUoBS.'— '  Deux  afflictions 
Uutlny.  and  sucb  newi  at  its  be 


time 
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tlila.    Hf  dear,  I  am  tempted  lo  «rit«  a  gwd  deal  of 
just  at  tliis  momeut.     ■  Belter  not'  * 

Tbaolu  for  writing  no  often.     If  jrou  saw  your  leliera  rtrairad, 
you  would  tliink  Uicm  irnportant  to  me,  surely;  or  tUat  I 
tainly  too  weak  and  nervous  '  for  aaytliiog '  (as  Uiey  say  In  Liuict-' 
shire).     The  last  two  or  three  letters  I  turned  quite  eick  at  the 
of,  and  had  to  catch  at  a  cliair  and  eit  down  trembling  before  Icuul 
open  iind  read  them.    This  is  '  a  plain  uovuruisbed  '  fact.    And  ji 
I  waa  frightened  for  nothiug  in  particular  that  1  could  have  put  inl* 
words.    If  you  had  put  a  loaded  pistol  to  me,  and  required 
tell  on  my  life  what  was  agitaliag  me  lo  such  a  degree,  I 
have  said  nolliing  more  lucid  thau  that  I  didn't  know  whether  Ui 
mightn't  be  some  word  in  tbe  letter  that  I  would  rather  httdn'I  b 
there,  or  that  tlie  tone  of  the  letter  might  show  you  were  ill  or 
comfortabli;,  or  that,  in  short,  I  couldn't  guesa  wliethcr  it  would 
make  me  gludderoreadder.    But  for  a  ralional  creature  to  be  at  tU 
point  of  fiUnting  with  no  more  leaaou  than  thati    '  A  poor,  miser 
ble  wretch  with  no  slaminal '  (as  old  Sterling  uaod  to  say). 

Address  to  Craigenvilla,  Moruiugside. 

Yours  affectionately, 

Jazib  W.  C. 
LETTER  181. 

1  somebody's  translation  froi 
lented  upon  at  Comely  Bant  ' 
.Ing  thought  concerned)  by  a  certain  Msdntne  Viaris,  zealous  i 
booest  Pomeranian,  wife  of  an  ejc-Napoleon  officer,  whom  nnd  tbi 
one  t>OT  she  honourably  supported  by  leacliiur  German.  Recitii 
or  reaaing  iu  a  high  sJiriuky  toue  tbe  orlgiual  of  Weruer,  she  e^ 
claimed  passionaldy.  at  every  turn,  'But  wliere  is  the  Child  ( 
QtonrT'  and  got  no  answer,  except  in  assenting  smiles  and  long! 
contmaed  remembrance.— T.  C. 

T.  Carlglt,  Cn^ma. 

Aucbterlool:  Thnradi^,  hoe-  II,  itHt. 

Hy  packing  is  just  finished,  dear;  my  dinner  will  be  up  in  til 
minutes;  and  then  I  am  off  to  Kirkcaldy  to  caicli  the  three  o'cloc 
train.  The  day  is  very  cnlm,  eo  1  hope  lo  escape  sickness;  anjbol 
I  shall  be  glaii  to  hare  saved  myself  from  '  The  Child  of  Qlnryj 
and  its  court.  And  as  one  hopes  tor  relief.  wlteD  one  is  fereriah  l| 
bed.  from  turning  on  the  other  side,  so  I  look  forward  to  Morning 
aide  with  a  certain  thankfulness.  At  all  events  it  is  ne&r  Sunn) 
Bank,  and  Sunny  Bank  is  on  llie  road  to  London. 
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^nuinie  and  her  Buiu  did  not  arrive  litl  jcttcrJaj-.  The  baby  U 
about  lliret.'  fiager- lengths  loug;  Iha  two  nuracR  uearlj  iis.  foct  each. 
Fl»«  packing  cases  cuine  before  Ibeni  by  ihe  carrier,  aud  tu  many 
portmanteaus  ftD it  cftrpct-bagsin  the  carriage  with  ihein.  '  Did  you 
ever?'  'No,  louverl'  1  liuTu  kept  my  temper  with  ull  Ihta  non- 
scDse  woDderfiilly,  to  outward  appearauce  at  li'ust.  Biii  it  is  only 
the  speedy  proepocl  of  eotliog  far  away  from  it  that  has  eaahied  ma 
to  keep  from  bursting  out  into  gwearing. 

I  hoped  to  liuvc  had  leisure  to  write  at  decent  lengtli  yegierday 
aflemooo  or  lo-day;  but  oue  can't  get  on  with  anything  in  this 
inferoa]  huhbub.  60  I  just  scribble  this  little  note  to  put  in  liio 
post-offlce  oa  my  way  out  to  MoraingBido,  tbnl  ynu  may  know  I 
Lave  *  croBBcd '  without  accident.  The  Morningaide  poet  lenveg 
early  1  believe, 
H»  Yours  affectionately, 

^^■Fow  ther 
^Bfte'B-Mac 


LETTER  182. 
T.  Cartj/k,  E»q. ,  ChcUea. 


Cralgenillla:  Eaturd*;.  Aug,  \\  ISBT. 
Fow  then,  '  thanks  Ood,'  I  nm  btick  into  the  regions  of  common 
have  a  nice  liltte  '  my- fool-ta- on- my -native- heat  h-and-my- 
'B-Macgregor '  feeling.  The  lungs  at  tay  aoul  begiu  to  play, 
lisving  tjeen  nil  but  asphyxialed  with  tamstion  folly.  Such  a 
scene  of  wngte,  nnd  fuss,  and  fnvolity,  and  vanity,  and 
spirit.  1  defiire  not  to  set  my  foot  in  again  on  this  side  of 
'  All  sailing  down  the  stream  of  time  into  the  ocean  of  elemity,  for 
Ihe  devil's  sake.  Amen!'  lam  sure  it  wasn't  my  irritability. 
Looking  back  on  it  coolly  from  here,  I  am  as  much  disgusted  oa 
when  I  was  in  it. 

1  was  taken  tr>  the  Kirkcaldy  slnl 
ler  having  business  there.  Of  co 
wiu  Mr.  William  Swan;  and  ho  v 
under  his  ample  wing.  The  sea  v 
and  I  icasn't  upset  tlic  least  lo  the  world.  When  my  cab  slopped 
at  the  gale  here  everybody  ran  out  to  mcel  me^ihreo  aunts,  maid, 
and  the  very  cat,  with  whom  1  am  in  high  favour;  it  came  purring 
kboDt  my  feet,  and  whippicg  my  leg  with  its  tail ;  but  you  needn't 
~  J  a  word  of  tlint  to  Nero.  I  respect  bis  too  sensitive  feelings, 
J  made  me  quite  comfortable,  ftiid  got  me  w&rm  tea  ia  no  time. 


n  Inslcad.of  Burnt  Island,  Wal- 

"se  Che  first  person  I  saw  there 

I  '  crossing '  too,  and  took  me 

B  smooth  as  a  looklug-gli 
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We  bsd  Just  finiiilicd  wbeQ  anolbcr  c&b  drore  to  the  g^tt.  oal  «f 
whicli  leaped  John  '  from  Richmond,  BndoneoChUinoUier^dM 
I  rusbcd  oS  to  open  the  bouse-door  to  him,  and  j-oa  eliouU  hi 
seen  bow  be  started  and  etued.     He  looked  dreadftillj'  weak  Hi 
poor  feltowt  and  coughed  much,  but  not  so  inccSBanllj  aa  whan 
parted  in  London.     Be  told  my  aaais  I  looked  better.      TWy  pn 
me  nice  porridge  to  sapper,  and  ptenl;  of  milk — not  tnnud.  H 
eTery  drop  of  milk  and  cream  at  Aucbtertool  was;  and  I  ban  ilffl 
better  botb  the  night*  I  have  been  her& 

By  the  time  I  get  done  with  this,  and  Sunny  Bank,  I  sfaiQ  tw 
beariay  glad  to  get  home.  Beity  Bayd,  '  My  deiu-,  ye  Jmt  IttUrf 
jereel  lastyesr;  ob,  ye  mannado  that  againl'  AndldontDtn 
to.  Nobody  knows  what  going  Into  Dumfriesshire  la  for  tK 
Haddington  I  ba»e  now  got  used  to — like  the  pigs — to  •  o 
extent;  but  Thomhilll    Ob,  mercy! 

Gritce  got  hold  of  your  proof-sheet  *  jesteiday,  and  shut  henlt 
ap  in  her  bedroom  to  read  it,  I  knocked  at  the  door  to  mj  k 
thing,  ftod  she  opened  it  with  epectacla  on,  and  the  open  sheet  in 
her  band,  looking  so  fierce  at  being  interrupted.  Bbe  ihou^l  t 
was  the  maid.  Her  opinion  is,  '  It  will  be  a  remarkably  ioI«rcslii>| 
work, — really  very  interesting;  slie  can  see  that  by  even  this  much-* 
They  all  send  you  their  kind  regards  and  say,  '  Tell  Llm  to  coa 
down,'    Don't  tbey  wish  ibey  may  gel  lU 

Tour  letter  baa  come  since  I  began  tliis.  And,  otA!  si«e 
b^nn  this,  I  hare  recollected  to-morrow  is  Sunday;  but  youw 
get  it  on  Monday  morning.  I  sent  the  photograph  to  Iskbella  i 
■we«k  ago. 

Compliments  to  Ann;  and  no  end  of  kisses  to  Nero. 

Tours  aflecltonalely. 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  Its. 

This  is  the  last  (and  perhaps  the  first,  and  pretty  much  the  on 
bit  of  pure  suusbine  that  visited  mr  dark  and  lonesome.  aimI  in  II 
end  quite  diamsl  and  inexpressible,  enterprise  of  Frederiek;  U 
rest  was  all  darkness,  solitude;  air  leadcrn  coloured,  troxra  nd 
sound  of  subterranean  torrents,  like  Baldur'a  ride  to  Ibe  Dm 
Kingdom,  '  needing,'  as  I  often  said,  the  obstinacy  ol  ten  mutes  1 
ten  or  thirteen  years  at  iliat  time  of  life.  Excciit  a  small  pUcli  i 
wriiiog  by  Emerson,  this  b  the  only  bit  of  human  critldsn  ', 
which,  across  the  general  eiaggeratioo,  I  could  discover  ttml 

>  Herelevsrooadu.  •  Uul.,  ml  f .  and  IL.  FHeabich.— J.  A.  R 


JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE. 


n 


.  8  of  the  Uilng.     Very  memorable  was  Ihia  of  her  to  me,  and 

Vill  for  erer  be.  How  memorable  are  nil  llicse  lellcr  of  1867,  and 
my  ailent  moods  (deep  sorrow  and  toil,  tinted  willi  gratitude  and 
hope)  in  those  sunimrr  monllia!  Two  china  seats  (little  cblDH 
barrel -g!i aped  things)  in  Ihe  Eordeo  here,  which  were  alwajB  called 
'Kolile-men,'  from  a  ■piterul  remark  of  Anne's  about  the  purdinse 
of  them.  My  niidnight  '  smoke '  there,  looking  up  into  tLe  empy- 
reui  and  tile  stars.    Ah  mel— T.  C. 

^  T.  Carlylt.  Esg.,  Chelsea. 

^  Cmlgenvilla.  Edlnbu^h:  Monda;,  Aug  H.  I8GT. 

f .  Ob,  my  dearl  What  a  magnificent  book  this  is  going  to  be!  The 
best  of  all  your  books.  I  suy  so,  fiho  never  flatter,  as  you  are  too 
well  aware;  and  who  am  '  the  only  person  I  know  that  la  always  in 
the  riglitl ' '  So  tar  as  it  is  here  before  me.  I  Bad  it  forcible  and 
Ttvid,  and  sparkling  as  '  The  French  Revolution,'  with  iLe  geniality 
&nd  cotspoeure  and  Hnish  of  '  Cromwell ' — a.  wonderful  comliiaatioa 
of  meritsl  And  how  you  have  contrived  lo  At  together  oil  tbose 
di&CTeut  sorts  of  pictures,  belonging  to  different  sorts  of  limes,  aa 
compactly  and  smoothly  as  a  bit  of  the  finest  mosaic!  Ri-nlly  onfl 
may  say.  of  these  two  first  books  at  least,  'what  Helen  said  of  the 
letters  of  her  sister  who  died — you  remember? — '  So  splendidly  put 
togetliei  one  would  have  thought  that  hand  couldn't  have  writtea 
'"leml' 

It  was  the  sheet*  that  hindered  me  from  writing  yesterday; 
tough  I  doubt  If  a  letter  posted  at  Morningside  (the  Scotch  Gimpo 
'Banio)  yesterday  (Sunday)  would  have  reached  you  sooner  than  if 
posted  to-day.  Certainly  it  is  a  devil  of  a.  place  for  keeping  the 
Sunday,  thia!  Such  preacliing  and  fasting,  and '  touting  and  pray- 
ing,'as  I  was  never  before  concerned  in!  But  one  never  knowa 
whence  deliverance  is  to  come  any  more  than  misfortune.  I  was 
cut  out  of  all.  or  nearly  all,  my  difficulties  yesterday  by  Ihe  simpto 
providential  means  of — u  bowel  complaint!  It  woe  reason  enough 
for  staying  away  from  church :  excuse  enough  for  deelinlug  lo  bo 
read  to;  and  the  loss  of  my  dinner  was  entirely  made  up  for  by  the 
loss  of  my  appetite!  Nothing  could  have  happened  more  oppor- 
tonelyl  Left  at  bimiB  with  Pen  (Ihe  cat),  when  they  had  gone 
rone  toherdiflurent  ('  Place  of  Worship,'  I  opened  my  desk  to 
iyon  a  letter.  But  I  woald  Just  take  a  look  at  the  sheets  first. 
.Teas  had  put  a  aecond  cover  on  Ihe  parcel,  and  forwarded  it  by 


Mujou 
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nilwmj  OD  Balurdaf  aight :  anij  I  bad  nol  beea  *Ue  to  ami  flm, 
by  the  guii^t.  wliicb  dazzles  mj  eyes,  tt  Is  one  at  Una  liule 
peoaliarities  of  thU  bnuse  that  there  uci't  •  candle  Kllow«d  in  it  of 
any  sort — wax,  dip.  moDlded.  or  compoMte!  Well.  I  took  up  (In 
iiheetsnad  read  'here  a  little  and  there  a  little,' and  then  I  began »t 
the  beginning  and  never  could  stop  till  I  bad  read  to  the  end,  and 
pretty  veil  learat  it  by  heart.  I  was  still  reading  vben  CHiurch' 
came-  out,  and  lo  my  letter  got  nipt  in  the  bud.  It  it  is  so  interest- 
ing for  ine.  who  have  read  and  heard  so  many  of  the  stories  in 
it  before,  what  must  it  be  to  otbera  to  whom  it  it  all  newT  tbfl 
tnatli^r  u  well  as  the  manaer  nf  the  narrative!  Tes,  you  ahall  Me, 
it  will  tip  the  best  of  all  your  booka — and  small  thanks  to  hi  It 
hnti  taken  a  doing? 

1  Buppofie  you  are  roosting  again.  Here  there  has  been  no  tuck 
hcnl  since  I  came  north  aa  in  the  lait  three  days — mercury  at  7S*  in 
the  shade  yetterday.  But  there  is  plenty  of  east  wind  to  k««p  oat 
froin  HuSocaliug.  provided  one  can  get  it  without  the  dust.  I  und 
to  fancy  Piccadilly  dusly ;  but,  oh,  my,  if  you  saw  the  Momingsida 
Road  I 

1  must  tell  you  a  compliment  paid  me  before  I  conclude.  A  lady' 
I  hadn't  seen  for  twenty  years  came  to  rail  for  me,  '  You  were  ill' 
1  heard.'  she  saiil.  '  Ah,  yes,  it  is  easy  to  see  you  have  luSeredt 
an  entire  wreck,  like  myself.'  Then,  looking  round  on  my  tluM 
aunia,  '  Indeed,  like  all  of  ubI!  ' 

Yours  alteclioDalelj, 

Jarb  W.  Cakltuc 

What  of  Lady  Sandwich?  You  never  mention  her.  Fleming! 
at  Bnithl  I  should  have  been  as  ostonisljed  to  meet  him  in  Kirk- 
caldy, as  to  meet  Tiger  Wull's*  'finest  blackcock  that  ever  stepped 
the  streets  of  Oreenock  t ' 

LETTBR  184. 

In  flaal  settlemeut  of  heritage  into  equal  ports,  John  Welsh, 
senior,  totally  omitted  licr  (i.e.  her  futher.  who  was  eldest,  and  had 
been  the  benefactor  and  stay  of  all  cbe  family),  of  which  I  Temem-' 
her  she  wrote  at  the  time  to  me,  nobly  sorrowful — not  ignobly  then 
or  ever,  iu  that  case  or  in  any. — T.  C. 


'  nemlng-Old  togle  of  fMhlou;  ouco  CliaHes  Buller's  'attached.' 
•'Tseitn'Wall.'-neerWU]— Wimnin  Dunlop,  ■  well-known  couaiii  ot 
He  of  tha  Mrangcst  men  ot  tda  «ee.  wlcb  an  Inexbitustible  senn  of  run.    On* 
niMd  promlMd  auoUier  (wconUoA  to  WuU) '  the  flncat  blackoock  Itiat,'  A«. 


k 


JiNE  WELSH  CABLYLE. 


T.  Cariffl*,  Stq..  ChtUta. 


Sunny  Bank:  Friday.  Augiul  18,  ISOT 

Here  I  am,  dear,  an  inckinatioa  of  '  tbe  bad  Biipenc^.'  Sixteen 
milH  nearer  borne,  anyhow.  I  \iitt  Ediuburgh  at  two  yesterdaj>. 
was  at  Longniddry  by  balf-pnat  two,  aud  didn't  get  to  Haddin^n 
lit!  four.  Such  complete  miiunderstatidiog  exists  between  tlie 
little  QaddinglOQ  cross-train  and  all  other  traios,  lliut  ooe  idhj  lay 
one's  account  with  huviag  to  wait  always  three-quarters  of  an  hniir 
at  the  least.  Then  the  waiting-room  is  '  too  RtufTy  for  aoylliing,' 
and  the  seated  structure  outside  expressly  conirired  tor  catching 
cold  in:  BO  tbat  one  ia  fain  to  hang  about  on  one's  legs  in  space. 

The  bother  of  all  thia,  talten  together  with  tbe  excitement  of  my 
rapturous  welcome,  Itept  me  awaka  in  a  bigb  fever,  till  my  doomed 
hour  of  four  o'clock  thia  morning — or  somelliing  kept  nie  awake 
that  the  deril  only  knowsl  It  was  auch  an  arrival,  after  all:  tbe 
aerranla  waiting  outsidi.'  the  house,  smiling  and  saying,  '  Glad  to 
■ee  you  back,  ma'am.'  Miss  Jess,  tumbling  into  my  arn>H  on  tbe 
threshold,  '  faintly  ejaculating '  (as  a  noveliat  would  say),  '  Our 
Preciouar  'Our  Beloved!'  and  beyond  her  my  godmother,  ad- 
vancing with  her  hands  stretched  out,  groping  the  air,  and  calling 
out  in  an  excited  way.  '  la  that  my  bairn? ' 

The  niece  and  grund-niece  were  diacreot  enough  to  keep  upstairs 
till  '  the  first  flush  o'  meeting '  was  over,  but  were  very  cordial  when 
Ihey  appeared.  To  their  credit  I  must  say.  they  might  easily  take 
offence  at  tbe  preference  shown  me.  Even  in  tlie  midst  of  iheae 
raptures  my  eye  sought  and  discovered  your  letter  on  ihe  usual 
table,  but  I  refrained  from  opening  it  (paragon  of  politeness  tliat  I 
wosn  <il1  dinner  was  over,  for  which  I  had  already  kepi  tliem  wail- 
ing an  hour. 

They  think  mc  looking  much  better.  Indeed,  my  first  fortnight 
at  Craigenvilla.  with  all  its  drawbacks  of  weekly  fasts,  inordinate 
reading  to.  gas,  and  water-ciitern,  was  very  good  for  my  health, 
and,  on  the  whole,  plejiaant  to  live.  I  cannot  say  which  of  my 
aanta  was  the  kindest  to  me — ihey  wereall  so  kind.  Grace  knitted 
me  a  pair  of  kucIi  warm  stockings  while  I  was  there;  and  Ann 
flowered  me  a  most  lovely  collar;  and  Elizabeth  procured  a  whole 
calTa  stomach  (1)  for  me  (now  in  my  nirpct-bag}  that  1  might  have 
cunb  at  bomo,  ai  it  was  the  thing  1  ai-emed  to  like  best  of  all  that 
they  gave  me  to  eat;  and  It  was  so  pleasant  tallclng  about  'dear  oil 

n.-4 
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long  ago '  nitli  thoao  who  I  felt  (for  ibe  first  Ume  perLripe)hadlti- 

It  was  better  so,  surely,  I  Cbonglit,  aft«r  our  iiSeclionale  parting; 
tar  belief  bo  Uiau  if  I  had  gone  to  law  with  Ihem  about  ihstlnc- 
licm  of  mj  grandfalher'B  property  I  roight  liave  dlaputed,  and  eien 
gained  it,  and  put  heart-burn  in  gs  and  resentmenl  belwe«ii  my  own 
father's  daters  aud  me  for  evermore.  A  Utile  tnie  faraily  aflectlos 
is  worth  a  great  many  hundreds  of  pouudd,  eapeciallv  when  one 
isn't  neeJiiig  pounds  I 

Sioee  writing  thia  sheet  I  have  been  to  Dirlclou  Castle,  aod  U  L< 
now  dioner-time,  and  I  niuat  take  my  letter  to  the  post  office  iiii 
mediately  after,  or  you  won't  bear  of  me  till  Tuesday. 
Tours  aflectiooalely. 

Jaws  W.  C. 

No  date  filed  yet,  or,  indeed,  to  be  spoken  o(  for  tbe  moment. 


T.  CaiigU,  Chetiaa. 

Bunaji  Bank:  Suodajr,  Aug.  SO.  13H.J 

I  am  reading  the  sheets  to  them— they  most  likely  will  ■ 
live  10  see  ilie  fiuisbed  book.  You  never  saw  more  ardeai  listw 
My  godmother,  nith  ber  bead  bent  forward,  hearkentng  i 
her  blind  eyes,  as  well  as  her  ears,  might  sit  for  a  pictune  of  h 
tion.  And  every  now  and  then  one  or  oilier  asks  some  quesUol 
makes  some  remark,  that  sliovrs  bow  iDlelligenlly  they  lisUm. 
Jess  said  one  good  thing:  '  To  look  merely  to  the  wording — it  i>il 
brief,  so  concise,  that  one  would  expect  some  obscurity  in  theoM- 
ralive,  or  at  least  that  it  would  need  a  greal  ellorl  of  aLtenliouto 
underataud  It;  instead  of  wliirh  Ihe  meaning  is  a«  clear  as  glasil' 
And  Mis4  Donaldson  aaid,  '  I  see  more  than  ever  in  this,  my  dear, 
wliat  1  have  always  seen  in  Mr.  Carlyle's  books,  and  what  I  I 
disiinguislics  him  from  all  the  writers  of  the  present  dny — a  g 
love  of  trnlh;  and.  what  is  more '(observe  the  One  discrimioatit 
'a  perfect  detestation  of  lies] ' 

I  was  afraid,  having  to  read  in  n  voice  so  high  pilclied,  my  n 
ing  would  not  do  justice  to  Lhe  Dung ;  but  Miss  Donaldson  » 
iiie  last  night.  'Hy  dear,  does  Mr.  Carlyle  read  whal  be  wrilM^ 
you  bit  by  bill '    '  Oh,  dear,  no!  he  does  not  like  reading  ^cw 
'  Then  I  suppose  you  read  it  often  over  to  yourself?    For  I H 


"JANE  WELSH  CAIILTLE, 

noliciug  that  id  readiog  those  sbceia,  you  did  it  so  oaLural  like,  just 
as  if  it  mas  coming  out  of  your  owu  hewdl ' 

I  waa  dreamiDg  lust  night  about  going  lo  eome  streage  house, 
omoog  slrunge  pcotile,  to  make  representalioDBnbout  cocksl  1  went 
OD  my  kaees  at  last,  weeping,  to  an  old  man  wlih  a  caat-mctal  Face 
and  grey  hair;  and  while  I  was  explaining  all  about  bow  you  were 
an  author,  aud  couldn't  get  slei.'p  fur  these  new  cocks,  my  audilor 
Qounced  off.  and  I  became  uhmic  iiu  wafi  tlie  mau  who  hail  Ibiec 
serpcut -daughters,  aud  kepi  puui 'ic  iu  glass  bottle*  in  Hoffman's 

^^Tale! '     I  forgot  his  oante,  but  knew  it  well  e; 

^L  A  kiss  lo  Nero. 


Yours  C' 

LETTER  188. 
r.  CarlyU.  CheUta. 

Sniuif  Bank:  Wednfsda;,  Seplrn 


n  mj  drenin. 


J.  W.  0. 


1,  my  dear,  my  dearl  you  pye  me  the  idea  of  a  seusiblp  Chris- 
tian man  making  himself  into  a  spiimiag  dervish.  Oh. 'depend 
upon't.  the  slower  thou  ridest,  the  faster  thou'lt  get,'  &c.  These 
dinings  'l>efore  suiikI,'I«bs  '  about  tun,' — dou't  I  know  whiit  coine* 
of  all  thai,  and  that  what  comes  of  it  is  '  eventuuUy.'  '  rale  menial 
agony  in  your  owu  inside'?'  hardly  lo  be  aesuugeU  by  blue  pill 
and  castor  oil  at  a  gnrat  expense  of  inward  life.  If  I  hadn't  been 
coming  home  at  any  rate,  your  last  letter  would  have  determined 
me  to  come,  just  to  put  a  spoke  in  your  wheel,  tbat  you  mayn't 
like  a  furious  grindiDg-slone.  fly  all  off  in  saud. 

It  will  be  H  great  nuisance  to  you.  I  liuow,  when  you  have  got 

the  bridle  of  lime  shaken  off  your  head,  n1x>ut  your  lieels,  aud  youv 

(ace  lu  llie  wind,  to  be  again  in  harness  with  a  little  sleudy-going 

animal,  thai  looks  to  have  her  com  and  her  mashes  regular,  or  tics 

_^wn  in  ilic  rond. 

HhBuI  bless  you.  if  you  hadn't  had  a  counterpult  on  you  in  tlia  dl- 

^^MtioD  iif  order,  and  regularity  and  modei'uUon,  and  all  Ihiii  siopid 

Hpvt  of  thing,  where  would  you  have  been  by  this  time?    Tell  me 

that!    Oh,  how  I  wish  I  were  home,  that  horrid  journey  ovei'l 

Eliza  Donaldson  siiys,  'Not  like   the  Journey,  Mrs.  Carlyle?  how 

odd  I '     1   declare  it  is  a  consolation  for  having  one's  nerves  '  all 


'  Ob.  oif  beauUful  little  darilng  i  wu  tbera  ei 
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goDG  lo  smithers,'  to  see  how  slolid  and  unlovable  good  httllb 
makes  people,  wilb  llie  best  intentioDa  loo. 

I  have  broken  to  Hiss  Jess  tbc  facL  Uiat  I  am  going  b 
on  Tuesday  or  Wednesday;  and  before  that  time  1  sball  eurclyhav 
made  up  m;  miiid  about  tbe  train.  Never  fear,  bui  I  shall  go  tf 
Bnt-clafs  this  time.  Only  which  flrst-classt  Iladdinglou 
iiiconvenientl}'  situated  as  lo  the  railway',  wtiicli  is  the  n 
Ibose  strange  delays  of  letters.  No  esprees  Iralo  etops  ai  LoognU 
dry.  Well,  well,  as  Nancj  at  CraigcapuUock  s^d  of  Elliot's  i 
scent  from  tbe  roof.  '  Pooli !  bU  own  weight  will  bring  bim  down.' 
I  shall  get  home  surely  by  some  force  of  gravitation  or  oth«r. 

I  haven't  got  through  the  American  novel  yet.  It  is  a  cuiioi 
booh;  very  nearly  a  good  l>ook  but  spoiled,  like  old  8l«ti!i)| 
famous  CHTriagc,  by  pretending  lo  be  too  mauy  different  thingai 
in  one.  It  is  '  Qulnland '  (a  novel),  or  it  is  '  Varieties  of  J 
Life.'  Then  it  is  iin  allegory  (himself  tells  us  tliat}  symbolising  \i 
Harrisge  of  Genius  and  Religion.  Then  It  is  a  note-book  of  ¥ 
While,  or  White's  opinions  of  all  the  authors  he  has  studied,  sa 
all  the  generul  reflections  he  has  ever  made,  Tbeu  it  is  an  Amai( 
can  WUhelm  Meister.  Then  it  is  Mr.  While's  realised  Ideal  of-i 
new  ChristiUQ  Biblel  And,  finally,  one  doesn't  know  what  it  is  (■ 
la  not;  any  more  than  whether  the  style  is  a  flagnmt  imitation  ol 
you,  or  of  Ooetbe.  or  of  Jean  Paul,  or  of  Bmeraoo.  UappUyH 
'  ian't  of  the  slightesl  consequence '  which. 

Yours  ever  affectionately, 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  187. 

PrlDiing  of  lYiedrich.  first  two  volumes,  now  well  adnne 
Ohrisimos  was  spent  among  the  most  refractory  set  of  proof  abc 
I  expect  in  this  world. 

To  Mrt.  AiitHn.  the  QiU.  Annan. 

S  Chejnt  Bov.  Chebea;  ChrUtmu  Dar.  I« 
My  dear  Mary,— I  understood  that  your  brother  would  wrij 
himself  to-day,  lo  announce  the  save  arrival  of  your  bos,  the  ( 
tents  of  which  were  exhibiiud   to  him  in  succession  last  Qi| 
When  it  came  to  the  gooae.  carried  in  on  my  arms  like  a 
new  kind  of  baby  (with  that  belly. band  nliout  it!),  be  burst 
such  a  iaughl    '  That  fellow  I  think  baa  got  bis  quletuf 
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But  now  be  has  just  come  down,  and  is  oS  for  his  riile,  and  when 
I  uked  '  bad  he  wriltca  lo  Mm  y  ? '  he  exclaimed  wildly  Uiul  lie  Lad 
'ftfleco  hours  ot  the  motit  awful  work  of  coneciiag  proofs  ahead 
of  hiin,  tiiut  I  who  bad  DotbiDglo  do  should  liaTenritleu  to  Mar;!' 
With  all  the  pleafure  in  Ufel  hod  I  kuown  io  time,  iostead  ot 
wiUiiD  just  half  an  hour  of  post-tiiue — from  whlcli  ia  to  he  sub- 
tracted tea  minutes  for  putting  ou  m;  things  and  running  to  the 
post-offlcel  But  better  a  line  than  do  letter  ai  all  till  to-morron — 
jou  Ibinking  the  while  that  ihoae  blessed  birds  may  be  coming  to 
liarm  from  being  too  long  on  the  road) 

No,  my  dearl  one  'Chucka'is  boiling  at  this  moment  for  the 
muster's  dinner  (I  dine  on  anything  ui  two  o'clockj  not  being  up  to 
wniting  loT  Ur.  C.'s  six  or  seven  o'clock  dinners).  But  I  had  one 
of  the  eggs  to  my  breakfast,  and  it  was  the  very  best  and  biggest  I 
e*er  aw  in  my  lifel  There  were  oaly  two  broken,  and  not  wasted 
eren  ttaese;  I  lifted  up  the  yolka,  whicli  lay  quite  round  and  whole, 
in  a  epoon  (for  puddings). 

1  wish  I  had  begun  in  time,  for  i  bad  plenty  of  things  to  say; 
but  I  must  keep  for  this  time  to  mere  Acknowledgment  of  your 
present — another  day  I  may  tell  you  the  rest. 

Tours  ever  affectionately, 
I  ,  Jake  CABLyi.B. 

K  LETTER  189. 

"She  returned  to  me  Wednesday  evening.  September  9.  evidently 
a  little  better,  says  the  record.  Her  winter  wbb  none  uf  the  best; 
end  of  Ibc  year  she  is  marked  very  feckless,  though  full  of  spirit. 
I.  deep  all  the  while  iu  Frederick  proofs  and  fasneries.  hoping  lo 
have  all  ended — of  these  two  volumes^by  the  end  of  May,  wblch 
term  In  effect  was  nearly  kept. 

In  January  18S8.  we  had  engaged  lo  a  week  at  the  Qran^  with 
Lord  Anhharlon.  from  which  my  poor  Jeannie  (trouble  wilh  aer. 
vania.  &c..  superaddinjt  ilselO  was  obliged  to  excuse  herself  and 
Kcnd  me  ulotie.  who  ouly  slajcd  three  days.  This,  her  dear  iciler 
during  these,  which  eicepl  two  tragic  moments— first  entrance  lo 
the  empty  drawing-room  in  silence  of  dusk ;  then  another  evening 
Lady  Sandwich  and  Hies  Baring  new  hanging  the  pictures  there 
— hkve  left  no  trace  whatever  wlOi  me.~T.  C. 

^k  T.  Carlyle.  E»q..  at  the  Ctrangt. 

r  Cbeyne  Row:  Bfondar.  Janvaiy  16,  IffiS. 

Vy  dearl  'Te  maun  joost  excuse  us  the  day  I'  I  have  an  aching 
head  comn  to  fraternise  with  my  aching  side,  and  between  the  two 
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am  '  very  much  detached;'  can'l  eiisily  sit  Blill  towrilft  Pol  itte 
rest,  eveu  Oemldinc  couldn't  say  ot  nie  Uinl  I  am  '  much  bippiei 
for  your  boiog  away.'  I  ftel  aa  forlorn  ee — 'Uie  maideD'  that 
'  milked  che  cow  with  the  CTumpled  horn.'  Hy  sickDess  aod  help- 
lessness Btriviag  la  '  keep  up  its  dignity.'  and,  what  is  more  to 
purpose,  to  keep  its  temper  In  this  aUnosphere  of  sj^tematic  ir 
Icuce  ntid  arsenical  politeness,  is  one  of  those  sufferings  Uirou^ 
wliicli  I  suppose  man  (meaning  woman)  is  ■  made  perfect,'  M  ougU' 
10  bo. 

Tlicn  lUe  poor  liiile  dog,  who  was  to  baTC  been  '  company  It' 
me,'  is  not  recovered  from  the  illness  he  took  before  you  left.  [~ 
seuroed  coming  to  himself  yesterday  forenoon,  though  still  be  hi 
mil  laslod  food  siuce  Lbe  last  you  gave  him;  and  1  stupidly  lei  Kf/ 
Piper  take  him  to  Pulhain.  He  came  home — carried  mnet  of  tl ' 
way,  not  able  In  keep  bis  legs— his  eyes  extinct,  his  legs  etr«tcbW 
out  cold  aod  sllS.  He  lias  lain  ever  since  without  moving,  but  hi 
now  looks  at  me  wlien  I  .stroke  bim,  aod  his  posture  is 
ral,  Tou  may  fancy  bow  many  lucifers  I  lighted  through  the 
night,  when  I  fell  him  quite  cold,  and  couldn't  hear  him  brcaUiingl 
Poor  wee  Nurol  bow  glad  I  should  be  to  hear  him  snoring,  or  se^ 
ing  him  over-enling  himself  again  I 

Please  tbank  Liidy  Sandwitli  for  the  dear  little  letter  1  had  from 
her  this  morning.  I  don't  say  'dear'  in  the  Lady  A. 
really  meaning  it.  I  will  write  lo  her  wlien  I  linve  got  my  head  t 
lidle  above  all  this  troubled  waler.  Also  thank  Lord  Ashbunoa 
for  the  game  (bare  and  pbeofanta).  It  gives  one  a  taste  ol  t 
pleasures  of  patronage,  having  such  things  to  give  away. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lowe  called  to  ask  tor  me  yesterday  t 
(Sunday)  between  ten  and  eleven,  OD  their  way  to  'the  Cottagfc 
Happily  they  found  me  in  no  muddle.  In  the  middle  of  the  d  ^ 
Qentldine  walked  in  I  Sbe  ciiuldn't  have  managed  to  reappear  ail 
more  propitious  moment  for  having  her  Judgment  commuted. 

Just  one  packet  of  proofs.  Though  there  is  no  sheet,  I  send  it 
iu  case  you  should  slay  over  Wednesday.  Don't  huriy  for  me  | 
you  get  good  of  the  cfaange.  It  will  be  all  in  my  own  interwt  yon 
etaying,  [f  you  come  back  heller  for  it. 

With  Qeraldine  at  bund,  I  don't  suffer  the  some  practical  incon 
e  from  being  confined  to  the  house.    I  can  send  her  on  aiq 


Love  to  Lady  Bandnich. 

Tours  ever, 

Jamb  Wbi^h  Casi.tlb. 


■^JANE  WELSH  CAHLYLB.  # 

r  Ood's  sake  don't  put  bucL  great  platches  of  black  was  on 

r  letters,  to  iiie  at  leiut.    Hy  heart  lurncd  id  my  throat  Ibis 

:  I  thought  il  was  aome  horrid  news  from  AiiDaiid&le. 
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Beginning  of  June,  Friedrlch  quite  off  my  hands.    There  were 

the  usual  speculatiooB  nhoiil  iiea  quarters,  cotcri  from  the  bcal.  &c. 

(miserable  feature  of  London  life,  needinf;  to  lie  (llsnticliored  eveiy 

year,  to  be  made  tompuratively  n  nomadic,  qimsi-Calmiick  life). 

fter  much  cstculating,  it  U  settled  1  nm  to  go  Brst  to  the  Gill, 

lerwards  to  Qennauy.  a  second  time;  she.  after  suttliug  home 

^lerationB,  to  go  for  Nlthsdale.  Mrs.  Priagle,  of  Lacn  Hull,  press- 

{[  to  be  bet  boetess.     Evening  of  June  34,  willi  tour  fat  Glasgow 

nilcmen,  submissively  astonished  at  my  passion  for  freah  air,  set 

^l,  ride  vigilant  all  night — llie  lo^t  time  of  my  entering  Scotland 

iUi  anyiluiig  of  real  hope,  or  other  thaa  affectionate  gloom  and 

'■-  -T.  C. 

T.  OariyU.  B>q.,  Tht  GiU. 

G  Oieyne  Row.  CHielwa:  Friday.  Juna  >S,  1»>. 
And  the  eTening  and  the  morning  were  the  first  dayl '  '  Let 
,'  with  a  sort  of  vengcaDCC.  Exhausted  human  oature  could 
Dot  desire  more  perfect  letting  alone'  It  was  wonderful  to  reflect, 
while  breakfasting  at  nine,  that  you  bad  probably  already  break- 
fasted at  the  Gill  in  Scotland.  After  all,  railways  are  agreat  thing, 
ly  inferior  to  'the  Princess  of  China's  "flying  bed,"'  Princa 
tussain's  'Syingc-orpet,'  and Fortunatus's  'wishingcap.'  Trana- 
night  from  here  to  there;  from  Chancellor's  dung-heap, 
retired  cheesemonger's  dogs,  and  iwo-pence  worth  of  nominal 
oream,'  away  to  '  quiet,  fresh  air,'  and  '  milk  without  limit.'  in  one 
nlghtt  If  it  weren't  for  the  four  fat  men  in  tlie  carriage  with  you, 
wouldn't  It  be  like  something  in  afairy  tale? 

Don 'I  let  your  enjoyment  of  '  the  country '  be  disturbed  by 
thoughts  of  me  atiil  ■  in  town.'  I  won't  stay  here  longer  than  I 
find  St  good  for  me.  But  what  I  feel  to  need  at  present  is.  above 
all  tliiDga  bumao  and  divine,  real  from  '  mental  worry;'  and  no- 
where is  there  such  fair  outlook  of  that  for  mo  as  just  at  home 
under  the  present  conditions.  '  The  cares  of  bread ' '  have  been  too 
heavy  for  me  lately;  and  the  influi  of  'cousins'*  moat  wearing; 


fasted 
HBpuM 


I  Uauinl.  on  his  Plot  exjiedltiona. 

*  MMggle  uhI  Mar;r>ot  AuchtertoDl,hadbeeD  Mthe  Iileof  Wlf^t  forwlDlar; 
m^l^  borne  a^oLiL 


I 
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and  to  see  you  couBtantlj  diBCODtenled.  and  aa  mucb  to  wlili  me. 
appBKntly,  us  with  all  other  thiugs,  when  I  LaT«  ueiUier  the 
strength  and  spirits  to  bear  up  against  jour  disconleot.  nor  the  ob- 
tusencse  lo  be  indiffereot  to  it — thai  has  dona  me  DDDrc  barm  thu 
you  have  the  les£t  notion  of.  You  have  Dot  tlio  leuac  nulion  uliil 
a  killing  thought  it  is  to  huTe  put  into  one's  hearl.  gnawing  there 
day  and  night,  Ibal  one  ought  to  be  deud,  since  one  can  no  loaga 
make  ihc^  same  exertions  as  formerly:  that  oae  wa3  taken  '  for  bet- 
ter,' not  by  any  meane  '  for  worse:'  and.  in  fact,  that  tile  only  r«u- 
ible  and  dignified  thing  that  remains  for  one  to  do  is  to  Josl  die,  and 
be  done  with  li.< 

Better,  if  possible,  to  rscover  some  beaitb  of  bod;  and  mind,  yoa 
Bay.  Well,  yes;  if  possible.  In  that  view  I  go  wllb  Ncuberg  ihk 
evening  lo  view  a  Held  ol  liay. 

Mrs.  Welsh  did  not  comu  yeaterdny — only  a  not«  from  her  b 
she  luid  John  would  be  here  on  Saturday  afternoon.  Her  Joumqr 
to  [Scoltuud  was  'all  up,'  she  said;  but  no  reason  giveu.  Mol  K 
word  al)Dut  Uie  dear  bone.'  3u  I  wrote  to  bid  her  remember  (fr 
bring  Ibu  receipt  for  him  oa  Saturday.  I  shall  rejirei  his  l^ng 
(or,  for  I  foresee  that  if  lie  goes  he  will  be  left  boiiiud,  as  tlie  sborb 
egt  way  of  seltliog  the  matter. 

I  have  not  spoken  to  a  soul  since  you  left  but  Charlotte:*  onlf 
Lady  Airlie  CHJled  yesterday,  aod  I  was  out.  Charlotte  is  as  kind 
and  attentive  as  possible,  and  her  speech  is  remarkably  Beasible. 
She  was  observing  yesterday  nioming  that  '  mnsier  looked  nUliflf 
dull  at  going  away,  and  t  cau't  say,'  she  added,  '  that  you  look  fat- 
Ucularly  briiiiuut  (!)  ainaa  his  departure." 

I  have  got  Mrs.  Newnhatu's  *  little  «icli  daughter  lying  out  on  tlM' 
green  to-day  reading  fairy  tales,  to  her  intense  delight.     Our  g 
to  lier  is  grander  Ulan  the  Grange  grounds  to  us. 

No  letters  for  you  Imt  one  from  Oiford,  requiring  iuformoIloB 
about  India.'  Nero  is  much  astonished  that  you  do  not  come  dowl 
in  the  mornings  to  take  bim  out.    Uo  runs  upstairs  and  then  dowq 


1  Alu!  Blosl  Binner  that  1  am: 
■Poor  home  'Frita.'  beautitul, 
nsnle  diet)  by  it  Tillain  ber«.  uid  was 

*  The  aa\y  maid,  a  Bat  Male  Chelsea  < 
isccmment.  nnd  with  vrry  ^ood  mnx 

*  All  aeloniebloglf  good  old  cook,  wl 

*  Snot  iiiot  to  John  Hill  (after  long  yew  at  ab«yaiieej,  Kho  kiuill)>  paBloi 
■" w  mlouiei'  loterrtow," 


t.  and  loyal,  had  t^Hn  tieaHy  killed « 
w  rnunlo^  Id  gfmm  near  EiObraoedi- 
aluro— couragiKillal)',  nith  vto 
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).  and  at&res  up  in  my  face,  sayiog  as  plaiolj  as  poeeUik.  '  did 
e  Uiem  at  Iha  Gill  m;  kind  regards. 


LETTER  1»0. 
Mri.  Butt^.  ThomMU. 

S  ClieTne  Row,  CheUea:  Sunday,  Jtme  TT,  IKi& 

Deoreal  Mary,— It  is  bo  long  since  1  wrote,  and  I  baye  been  bo 

bothereil  and  bewildered  in  tbe  iulerral,  that  I  can't  recollect 

■whether  it  is  your  turn  or  my  own  to  write.     Buljwhosesoever  tiim 

it  is,  the  silence  is  equally  needing  to  be  broken,  and  if  I  am  tbe 

linquent,  I  can  only  Bay  I  liSTe  had  plenly  of  eicuae  for  all  my 

pf  omission  of  late  weeks.     Firnt,  ray  dear,  tbe  heal  has  really 

nenrtr  Icilling  me  tlian  tbe  cold.    London  heat!  nobody  knows 

Uiat  is  till  liaviiig  tried  it-  so  breathless,  and  dckcning,  and 

reasire,  as  noodier  heat  I  ever  experienced  is!    Then  liiequan- 

of  visitors  rusLing  about  me  at  this  season,  complicated  by  an 

lux  of  cousins,  to  l>e  entertained  on  special  terms,  have  taken  out, 

talk,  my  dregs  of  Blreugili  and  spirill 

Then  Mr.  Carlylc,  in  the  collapse  from  the  strain  of  bis  book,  and 

thebilioUBnesadeTetopedbjIlieheBt, basbeenso  wi!d to  'getaway,' 

and  so  incapable  of  delerminiug  wlierc  to  go,  and  when  to  go,  that 

'wing  beside  him  bna  been  like  living  the  life  of  a  weathercock,  in 

faigli  wind,  blowing  from  all  points  at  oncel—seneibility  super- 

"ledt— so  long,  at  least,  as  ho  involved  me  in  his  'dissolving 

Tbe  imaginary  houses,  in  different  parts  of  the  kingdom, 

Id  which  I  have  had  to  look  roQnd  me  oh  bare  walls,  and  apply  my 

fkncy  to  furnishing  with  tbe  strength  I  tiave  (!)  (about  equal  to  my 

canary's,  which,  every  now  and  then,  drops  off  the  perch  on  its 

and  hH«  to  be  lifted  up),  would  have  driven  me  crazy,  I  think, 

!  day  I  hadn't  got  desperate,  and  burst  out  crying.    Dntil  a 

n  cries  men  never  think  she  can  be  suffering.     Bless  tliclr 

;klicudism!     Uowever.  when  I  cried,  and  declared  1  was  not 

g  enough  for  all  (hat  any  more.  Mi.  C.  opened  hi^  eyes  to  the 

so  far  as  to  decide  tliat,  for  the  present,  he  would  go  to  Ms 

''s  (the  QUI),  and  let  me  choose  my  own  course  after.     And  to 

■ill  be  went  last  Wednesday  night,  and  fijuce  Iben  I  have  been 

ling,  and  already  (eel  belter  for  the  rest,  even  without '  change 

■ir.' 

n.—t" 
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Whril  my  own  course  will  be  I  hsTen't  a  doUod!  The  I 
point  in  mr  sy^icm  of  resi  ia,  to  postpone  uot  only  all  doing,  Irat  lU 
msking  up  mjiiiind  to  do;  to  reduce  myeelf  as  mucli  as  poiBtlbIc  to 
u  state  of  vacant,  placid  idiolcj.  Tliat  is  tbe  iiaie,  I  am  sure.  » 
jtidicious  doctor  would  recommend  for  the  momeni.  Wlien  th( 
time  cornea  for  wishing  for  change  and  action,  it  will  be  time  U 
cide  where  to  go.  Meanwhile  I  shall  see  what  being  wcLt  let  alOM 
will  do  for  mj  health.  All  the  cousins  are  gone  now,  the  tIs' 
going,  no  household  cares  ('  cares  of  bread,'  as  Mazzini  calls  \bem\ 
for,  with  DO  hushaud  to  study,  liouBekeeping  is  mere  play,  and  my 
young  maid  is  n  jewel  of  a  creature.  It  seems  t«  me  the  best  chance 
I  have  bad  for  pickinglup  a  little  strength  this  good  while. 

I  suppose  you  will  be  having  my  aiiat  Ann  again  soon.  I 
from  them  very  seldom,  I  sliould  like  so  much  if  I  could  be  Mt 
down  there  in  '  the  Princess  of  China's  flying  bed,'  or  on  '  PrinoB 
Houssiud's  Syiog  carpet,'  to  land  at  Thornhill,  before  the  Una 
weatherouJ;  buttlie  lenglbofjouraey  by  rail  terrifies  me,  especiallj 
the  Icngtii  <if  the  joitmey  back;  Mrs,  Pringle,  I  dare  say,  half  ex- 
pects me  to  visit  her  in  August,  for  I  have  never  said  poailivelyl 
would  not,  and  she  has  pressed  uy  coming  most  kindly.  But  H 
say  where  I  will  not  go  would  require  consideration  and  dedsIODi 
as  well  as  saying  where  I  will  go.  And,  as  I  have  said,  I  mean  U 
be  an  idiot  for  a  time,  postponing  all  mental  effort, 

Do  write  to  me ;  I  don't  feel  to  know  about  you  at  all.    LoTe  U 
Uie  doctor. 

Your  affectionate 

Jans  W.  Caklilz. 


LETTER  191. 
T.  Carlj/U.  The  00. 

B  Chajme  Row.  Chelsaa:  SaodaT  night,  Julf  4,  IMl 
Achf  what  a  three  dnys  nod  three  nig-hts  I  liave  had,  deul 
Jonah  in  the  whale's  belly  could  not  have  had  worse.  '  Brighton' 
still  1  BiipposeJ  I  was  not  to  get  oil  from  thnt  adventure  with  only 
one  nlgbt  and  day  of  torture.  I  must  have  caught  cold  that  A»% 
and  had  it  unpronounced  in  my  nerves  till  Friday,  when  it  broln 
out  fa  sore  throat,  headache,  faceache,  rheumatism  all  OTer.  retell- 
ing and  fevert  Certwnly  I  had  done  nothing  after  to  give  i 
cold.  Bnt  that  was  folly  enough.  I  knew  quite  well  thai  I  wu 
not  Qt  for  snch  an  excursion:  and  yet  I  went,  -  going  whetlwr  t 
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could  or  not,*'  My  cnty  Gomfort  waslo  be  at  b<>me.  anO  oot  trans- 
acting tht»e  hOTTutn  OD  a  visil,  or  in  a  wretched  sea-side  lodging. 

I  hod  auni«  sleep  this  nioming,  nnd  tlie  cold  seeinB  u 
tntiiig  in  my  head — not  in  my  cliest.  wLlcli  vould  tiave  beau  a 
drearier  prospect.  Don'l  disltirb  joursolf  a1x)iit  my  bciog  ill  Id 
four  absence— tbat  is  to  say,  about  the  absence  part  of  il.  Outside 
ot  myself  I  have  nothing  lo  complain  of.  Cbarlolte  h  much  kinder 
and  belpfullcr  tbaa  Anne  was.  Rud  the  comfort  of  lalkiog  willi  you 
DOW  and  then  would  have  l>een  couulerhalanced  in  m;  present  cir- 
cumstanres  by  'Ifae  cares  of  hrtiiul.'  Besides,  I  don't  mean  to  be  ill 
long,  and  once  rid  of  tiiis,  won't  I  take  core  how  I  expose  myself 
Knd  over-fatigue  myself  agaiul 

I  can  have  as  much  society  as  I  like,  but  I  prefer  noncwhen  I  am 

Ul;  nnd  1  have  these  delightful  voluinesof  TourgucneS's  t 

^BMen  I  nm  up  lo  lieing  amiii^d     I  am  gone  '  into  die  country '  '  at 

^Hhe  sboriust  notice  and  ou  Ihe  cheapest  terms '  (as  the  undertakers' 

^^P^'boards  have  it).     1  have  miide  the  sideboard  and  large  sofa 

^^^tooga  places,  arranged  tlie  back  parlour  as  a  boudoir,  tilled  up 

^^■b  folding  duora  witb  tbe  screen,  and  look  out  ou  nothing  hut 

^^■•eit  leaves  ami  the  'nobleman's settts!'*    Moreover,  the  dunghill 

^^Bquitesupprewedil  have  not  felt  a  wbiS  of  it  since  the  leiiet  wb« 

written.     To  be  sure,  ibe  hot  wcnlher  went  with  you;  iLe  last  week 

has  been  like  winter.     I  have  a  Ore,  to  has  Hn,  Rnwkc«,  and  the 

fur  rug  is  again  in  action.    I  have  surely  more  lunasing  tlnnga  to 

tell  you;  but  I  must  leave  off  for  to-nigbl.    I  am  dead  llred  alreailf. 

Besldea,  to-morrow  I  may  have  a  letter  from  you  to  answer.    Don't 

forget  to  tell  me  the  address  to  put  on  the  newspaper  fur  America. 

'Nothing  for  Craigenputtock  to-day.''  Awelll  you  wailed,  I 
■appose,  for  an  answer,  you  cross  thing)  And  if  my  sore  throat 
OB  Friday  had  turned  to  '  the  sore  throat,'  as  1  was  half  expecting. 

WJVO  might  have  vraited  long  enough,  and  then  wouldn't  you  have 

■■BMi  •  vailed' r 

^HvNeuberg  came  on  Saturday  evening,  and,  being  told  I  couldn't 

H  iU6  auyoDe.  be  went  up  to  tbe  study  -to  get  some  hookn.'  Half  an 
beuT  after.  1  waa  gniiig  to  my  liedroom.  and  came  ou  li)m,  standing 
quite  noiselessly  on  the  landing-place,  so  I  h)id  to  take  him  in  and 


I 


>  aroom'i  pbraae  sttout  ■  horw  if  mlna. 
*  Chlu  bamd^haped  Ihln^  (init>ru>,  p.  71. 
I  Dumfries  4  t>^i>  lull;  dvUh 
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givo  Uim  &  cup  of  my  lea,  which  was  readyi  and  theo  h«  hftd  ll» 
sense  logo. 

I  am  rather  better  t<sday ;  had  about  four  houta'  sleep,  and  came 
down  Ui  breakfaat.  It  la  still  very  cold.  I  look  forward  to  speadlog 
the  liny  under  my  (ur  rug,  resding  Tourgueoefl — nobody  to  bt  lei 
in  but  Mrs.  Hawkes.  who  wlU  come  at  tour  o'clock.  1  have  a  ttica 
little  lire  opposite  me  in  my  back-room,  acd  the  prospect  of  the 
'noblenuin's  seat.'  Youre  ever, 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  1D2. 

HOTBB   OF    A.  SlTTBH-BTIIX. 

T.  CarlxU,  Stg..Siy>t»Mff. 

Ctaetm^  Suiuter  nlebt.  July  1 1,  UA 

Botkin  (what  a  namer).  your  RuMiau  translator,  has  callsck' 
Luckily  Cliarlotte  had  been  forewarned  10  admit  him  if  he  o 
again.  He  is  (|iiil«  a  dlflerenl  type  from  Tourgueneff,  though  ■ 
tall  man.  this  one  too.  I  should  say  he  must  be  a  C 
that  I  ever  saw  a  Cossack  or  beard  one  described,  inHtincl  u 
have  for  iL  He  has  flattened  bigh-boned  cheeks — a  nose  flaileneii 
towards  tlie  point— a  mall,  very  black,  deep-set  eyes,  with  thin  si 
circular  eyebrows — awldcthiu  inouth-~a  complexion  white-grey; 
and  tbc  skin  of  bis  face  looked  thick  enough  to  make  a  aiuldle  <t~ 
Ho  does  not  possess  himself  like  Tourguenefl,  but  bends  aad  ge» 
ticulatw  like  a  Frenchman. 

He  burst  into  Ibo  room  with  wild  espresaions  of  big  ■  admiration 
tor  Mr.  Carlyle.'  I  begged  him  to  be  sealed,  and  he  declared  '  Mki 
Carlyle  was  the  man  for  Russia.'  I  tried  again  and  again  to  'ett 
chain'  a  rntional  conversation,  but  nothing  could  I  gel  out  of  hifl 
but  rhapgodiee  about  you  in  the  frigbtfullesl  English  that  I  evU 
faeanl  out  of  a  human  bead!  It  is  to  be  hope<i  that  (as  be  tald  m^ 
he  reads  English  much  better  than  he  speaks  It,  else  he  must  ban 
produced  an  inconceivable  transialion  of  '  Hero  Worship.* 
as  it  is,  anyhow,  '  a  large  deputation  of  ttie  Students  of  St.  I 
burg '  waited  on  him  (Botkin),  to  thank  him  in  the  strongest  tend^ 
for  having  translated  for  them  'Hero  Worship,'  and  made  kot 
to  them  Carlyle.  And  even  tlic  young;  Russian  ladies  now  i 
'Hero  Worehip,' and  'unneistanta  it  thor— lie.'  He  was  all  in  I 
perapiration  when  he  went  away,  and  so  was  II 

I  should  like  10  have  asked  him  Gomt-  c^uettions;  for  exampl 
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boir  he  came  to  know  of  your  Works  (ho  bad  lold  me  be  had  bail 
to  eeiid  In  Eaglaiid  for  Ibem  'at  eilreem  coEt'j,  but  it  would  bave 
been  like  asking  a  cascade!  The  best  that  I  could  do  for  birn  I 
did.  I  gave  bim  a  pbotograpli  of  you.  aud  put  bim  up  to  carryiug 
il  in  tbc  top  of  hU  hatt 

I  don't  tbiuk  I  ever  told  you  the  surprising  visit  I  bad  from 
David  Aitken '  aud  Bess.  I  was  bo  ill  when  I  nrolc  after  tbat  oil 
details  were  omitted.  Cbarlolle  bad  come  to  say  one  of  the  ktub- 
keya  was  refusing  to  act.  I  went  to  see  what  the  matter  was,  and 
when  we  opeued  tbe  door,  heboid,  David  at  the  bottom  of  tlie 
alepa,  and  Bess  preparing  to  knockl  'Is  this  Mrs.  Carlyle'sl' 
she  asked  of  myself  while  I  was  gazing  dumfounderud.  My 
goodnesel '  cried  L  At  the  Bound  of  my  voice  she  knew  me — Dot 
till  then — though  at  my  own  door!  and  certainly  the  recognition 
was  the  furthest  from  complimentary  I  ever  met.  Bhe  absolutely 
Btagg«red,  screaming  out,  'Qod  preserve  me,  Janet  That  you?' 
Pleaaantl  David  coming  up  tbe  steps  brought  a  little  calm  into 
the  business,  and  the  cull  got  itself  transacted  better  or  worse. 

Tliey  were  on  their  way  home  from  Italy.  Both  seemed  rather 
more  human  than  Inst  time,  especially  David,  whose  face  had  taken 
as  expression  of  '  Peace  on  earth  and  good-will  unto  men.'  Bess 
bad  loet  a  tooth  or  two,  was  rather  tluoner,  aod  ber  eyes  hoUower; 
otherwise  much  tbe  same. 

They  invited  me  very  kindly  to  Minto,  and  he  seemed  really  in 
earnest. 

^k  Jul;  11 

HpSnrely,  dear,  tbe  BhoTteet,  moet  unimportant  note  you  can  wiite 

^bworth  a  bit  of  paper  all  to  itself  T    Such  a  mixed  IIS. ,  with  flaps 

loo,  may  be  a  valuable  literary  curiosity  'a  hundred  years  hence," 

but  is  a  trial  of  paiieaoe  to  the  present  reader,  who.  on  eageriy 

opening  a  letter  from  you.  hod  not  calculated  on  bnving  to  go 

a  process  like  seeking  tbe  source  of  tbe  Niger,  in  a  small 


^KOU! 


the  rest,  you  don't  at  ail  estimate  my  diiBculties  In  writing  a 
every  day,  when  I  am  expected  to  tell  how  I  am,  and  when 
I'b  ashamed  to  say  I's  no  better.'  Dispense  me  from  saying  any- 
iog  whatever  about  my  health ;  let  me  write  always  '  Notes,'  and 
would  be  easy  for  me  to  send  you  adaily  letter.     As  easy  at  least 

>r  of  Hlnio  uul  wife  (Dues  8«es  Sloddiut),  Sndfute'i  nlace  and 
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Rs  it  is  to  be  lively  wiLh  Ihe  callers,  -who  go  &my  in  doubt  (lUn 
George  Cooke)  '  wlielhcr  I  am  Ihe  most  atoicnl  of  won 
ther  there  is  nothing  in  the  norlil  Ihe  matter  willi  tnef ' 

But  you  WDDt  to  be  lold  liow  I  sleep,  Sec,  Ac.;  and  csn't  J91 
UDilerstaod  that  having  said  twice,  thrice,  call  il  four  times.  '  I 
sleeping  bardiy  Boy,  I  am  very  Dervous  and  suffering,'  the  lillh 
time  that   I  have  the  same   account   to   repeat.  '  borrible   Is 
thought  to  m'','  and   I   take    refuge  in   sUeace.     Woaldo'l   yol 
>li>  the  same?    Suppose.  toBleod  or  pultlug  my»etf  in  the  omniMi 
the  other  day.  and  letting  rayaelf  be  carried  in  unbroken  siJenee  It 
Richmond  and  back  again.  I  had  sat  at  home  writing  to  yau  iB 
tlie  thoughts  thai  were  in  my  head!     But  that  1  never  would  bin 
done;  not  a  htimlredth  part  of  the  thoughts  in  my  head  have 
been  orever  will  bespoken  or  written— as  long  as  I  keep  mjrsei 

Only  don't  yon.  '  the  apostle  ot  silence.'  find  fault  with  me  Mf 
putting  your  doctrine  in  practice.  There  are  days  when  I  nual 
bold  niy  peace  or  apeak  lliidgs  all  from  Che  lips  outwards,  or  thlt^l 
that,  being  of  tlie  nature  of  self-lamentation,  had  belter  never  b» 
spoken, 

Hy  cold  In  the  meanwhtle?  It  is  still  carrying  on,  till 
coorn,'  in  the  shape  of  cough  and  a  stuffed  head;  but  it  does  in 
hurl  me  anywhere,  and  I  no  longer  need  to  keep  the  honse;  III 
weather  being  warm  enough,  I  ride  in  an  ODinibUB  every  day  moi 

All  last  night  it  thundered;  and  there  was  one  such  clap  tu 
never  heard  in  my  life,  preceded  by  a  flash  that  covered  my  boa 
for  a  moment  with  blue  light  (1  was  reading  in  bed  about  three  I 
the  morning,  and  you  cant  think  what  a  wild  effect  that  Uue  ligl 
on  the  hook  hadt).  To-day  it  is  still  thundering  in  the  disianoi^ 
and  soft,  large,  hot  drops  of  rain  falling.  What  of  the 
tailoraT 


I  could  swear  you  never  heard  of  Madame de .    B 

she  has  heard  of  you ;  and  if  you  were  in  the  habit  of  thajiking  Ot 
■for  the  blessing  made  to  fly  over  your  head,' you  might  offer 
modest  ihankagiviog  for  the  honour  that  stunning  lady  did  yon 
galloping  madly  all  round  Hyde  Park  in  chase  of  your  '  bro* 
wide-awake '  the  last  day  you  rode  there;  no  mortal  could  pi 
what  the  result  would  be  if  she  came  up  with  you. 
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bridle  and  look  M  you  till  slie  wns  sniiafled  wm  a  trifle  lo  what  she 
naa  supposed  cipuble  of.  She  onty  tiiok  to^itllopiag  after  yo» 
wben  more  legitiiuflle  menoa  lind  failed. 

8h«  circuluteB  everj'wlierc,  lliis  mudcap  '  Frencbwomau, '  Stio 
met  '  the  HeT,  Joliu  '  (Barlow),  and  esid,  wlien  lie  was  offeriug  dul- 
icale  atteoliona,  '  Tliere  ia  Ju^t  one  tiling  1  wiali  you  lo  do  for  me— 
10  lake  me  lo  see  Mr.  Cariyle.'  'Tell  me  to  ask  llie  ArrbUabop  of 
C&nterbuty  to  danre  u  polka  wilU  you.'  said  Burlow,  aghast,  '  und 
1  would  dare  it,  tliougb  I  liave  not  llie  houoiir  of  Ills  odjuaiiitance ; 
but  take  anybody  to  Mr.  Carlyle— impoMililol'  *That  silly  old 
Sftrlow  wonH  taku  me  to  Carlyle,'  siud  the  liidy  to  George  Cooke; 
muat  do  It  then,'    "Graidoua  Lcavena! '  said  George  Cooke; 

ik  me  lo  take  you  up  to  ilie  Queen,  and  introduce  you  to  her, 
1  would  do  It,  nnd  "  take  the  sii  nionlhs'  impriaonmeBt,"  ot 
Wbatever  punishment  was  awarded  me;  but  lake  anybody  to  Mr. 
Cariyle — imposaiblel ' 

Soon  after  this,  George  Cooke  met  her  riding  in  the  Park,  and 
■vd.  'I  passed  Mr.  Cnrlyle  a  little  way  on,  in  bis  brown  wide- 
awake.' The  lady  laahed  her  horse  and  aet  off  in  pursuit,  leaving 
her  party  out  of  eight,  and  went  all  round  the  Park  at  full  gallop. 
looting  out  for  the  wide-anuke.  She  ia  an  aulhoress  In  a  small 
way,  tbU  charming  Frencbwomon ;  and  is  the  wifo  of  a  newspaper 

editor  at  Paris,  wbo  '  went  into  the  country '  (Miss  F toUi  me) 

'and  brought  back  a  flowerpot  full  of  eitrtb,  and.  on  the  atreugth 
of  that,  put  de 10  his  name  of  Monsieur ." 

But  the  absurdesi  fiu-i  about  beria,  that,  Iwinga  'Frenchwoman,' 
■heis  the  reputed  daughter  of  Lord  F.  and  a  Mrs.  Q.l    It  is  in  Lord 

F.'s  house  that  she  stays  here.     Mias  F also  declares  she  was  a 

celebrated  singer  at  Munich.    But  Mias  F is  a  very  loose  talker, 

and  was  evidently  jealous  of  the  sensation  the  lady  produced  by  her 
wit  and  cccentricliiea. 

Will  that  auil  youT 
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liarkln  (Henry :  young  Londoner,  then  collector  or  cashier  on  the 
Chelsea  aleamers,  now  partner  in  some  pronperona  mclallurglc  or 
en^neering  business)  had  come  to  me  some  three  years  before  this 
In  a  loyally  rolunteer  and  interesting  mamicr— a  helper  sent  me  by 
favour  of  Heaven,  as  I  often  said  and  fell  in  the  years  coming. 
He  did  for  me  alt  manner  of  maps,  inJexea,  summaries,  copyings, 
sortings,  miscellanea  of  every  kind,  in  a  way  not  lo  be  surpassed 
for  completeness,  ingenuity,  patience,  exactitude,  and  total  and 
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continual  absence  ol  fius.  Never  had  I  loyaller  or  more  eflectWi 
lie]p;Donliere  was  there  a  more  honest- minded  man;  really  of  Gni 
tdent,  loo;  dear,  swift  <tl£ceraiucnt.  delicate  sense  or  humour,  &r 
but  he  preferred  serviog  me  in  ailence  to  any  writing  he  could  it 
(that  waa  his  owti  account  on  Toluulcering  himself).  Till  Fivderiil 
ended  be  was  my  faclulum,  always  at  liand;  and  stilt  from  ilu  di» 
tance  ia  prompt  and  eager  to  help  me  aciuallf;  a  moo  to  thaak 
Heaven  for.  aa  I  still  gratefully  acknowledge,— T.  C, 

T.  CarlyU.  fflj..  Tlu  Gffl. 

Chalaea:  Jalr  IB.  m. 

There,  my  dear!  1  send  you  a  wonderful  communication— a  m>| 
of  jour  new  'parish'and  township  in  Australia!  I  have  spent 
hour  over  the  packet  tiefore  I  could  understand  what  it  all 
The  letter  accompanying  the  maps  was  inserted  between  Uiem.  tt 
that  it  was  not  discoveced  at  first.  There  are  six  copies  of 
map  that  I  send  you,  and  tliere  is  a  large  colored  map  on  exoe^ 
sively  thick  paper.  profesMDg  to  bt  '  Plan  of  the  Township  of  Cu 
lyie,  in  the  Parish  of  Carlyle,  Murray  Diairiut; '  to  which  is  aflljHj 
the  signature  of  '  C.  Qiiviui  UuSy.  Minister  of  Laud  and  Work& 
This  I  will  not  scn-l— it  wituUI  cost  so  much— unless  you  wish  fo 
it  at  onoo.  Poor  Dufly  appears  Ijy  the  letter  to  be  very  ill,  ht 
past  the  worst 

It  is  such  a  beautiful  day,  Ibist  as  clear  as  a  bell,  and  not  t 
warm.  And  for  quiet,  I  question  if  you  be  nearly  as  quiet 
tlie  Oill.  Charlotte  is  gone  for  her  quarter's  holiday,  went  off 
eight  in  the  morning  with  her  nomiual  parents  to  Oravesend;  & 
I  wouldu't  have  Mrs.  Newnluim  come  till  two  o'clock,  when  t 
dinner  would  be  needed,  and  there  might  be  '  knocking  at  t 
doorl' 

The  only  sign  of  life  in  the  house  is  the  incessant  chirp  of  a  lit 
ugly  brown  bird,  that  I  rescued  yesterday  afternoon  from  soi 
boys  who  were  killing  it ;  bought  of  llieni  for  twopence ;  and  m 
I  find  it  cannot  feed  itself  and  I  bare  lo  put  crondy  into  its  mou 
(which  is  always  gaping)  with  a  stick. 

I  went  in  an  omnibus  to  Putney  yesterday  evening,  and 
back  outside.  It  ia  as  pleasnnt  as  a  barouche  and  four,  the  top 
an  omnibus;  but  the  conductors  don't  like  the  trouble  of  belpii 
one  up,  When  1  came  home  at  six,  I  found  Charlotte  wildly  G 
cited  over  Mrs,  Cnmernii,  who  Imd  wailed  for  me  more  thajt  { 
hour,  played  on  the  piano,  and  wrillen  "a  long  letter  on  tbt 
sheets  of  paper.'  Certainly  she  had  spoiled  lliree  sheets  !n  tellil 
me  she  hud  come  to  cMiy  me  ofl  Ui  Little  Holland  House,  and  th 
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she  would  send  back  the  carriEkge  for  me  at  nine,  and  bring  me 
home  Rt  eleven.  Charlotle  told  lier  I  had  been  very  ill,  and  waa 
nerer  out  late;  but  tbat  made  no  difference — the  carriage  would  be 
sent:  only  If  I  could  not  come,  she  (Charlotte)  must  come  over  to 
Little  Holland  House  and  tell  them  in  time  to  atop  the  carriage — 
'It  was  a  long  way  to  send  a  carriage  (or  nothing.'  She  did  not 
eonsidor  it  wbb  a  long  way  (or  my  only  servant  to  bo  teat  for 
notbiog. 

While  I  was  besitating  about  Bending,  for  of  course  I  never 
dreamt  of  going,  Mr.  Nculrarg  csmc  to  lea;  and.  needing  Charlotte 
at  borne,  1  found  it  too  absurd  that  ahe  should  have  to  leave  me  to 
get  the  lea.  while  she  went  tor  Mrs.  Cameron's  wbim  to  Holland 
House.  So  I  wrote  a  note,  and  coolly  gave  it  to  tbe  coachman  to 
lake  back  instead  of  myself. 

You  are  very  kind  in  pressing  your  present  refuge  on  me,  but  I 
will  never  allow  you  to  either  '  pig  in '  at  Bcotsbrig,  or  to  commit 
youiBOlf  to  Providence  at  Dumfries.  My  greatest  comfort  all  this 
lime  has  been  just  knowing  you  situated  according  to  your  needs, 
in  full  enjoymt^nt  of  air.  milk,  and  quiet.  Nerur  fear  but  I  will 
moke  tome  arrangement  for  myself  when  it  becomes  desirable  that 
I  ahould  leave  London.  I  am  not  yet  equal  to  so  long  a  journey  as 
to  Scotland,  but  I  am  improviag,  and  taking  as  mucb  exercise  as  is 
good  for  me;  change  of  air  too. 

I  am  going  to-morrow  to  Mr.  Larkin's  mother's,  to  spend  tbe  day 
in  that  beautiful  garden  from  which  be  brings  me  such  bouqueta. 
Mr.  Larkin  is  to  come  himself  at  twelve  o'clock  to  take  me;  and 
the  nest  day  Mrs.  Forst^r  is  to  come  and  lake  me  to  early  dinner 
in  Montague  Bquaro.  I  have  had  even  an  invitation  to  Rigtori'a 
benefit  to-night,  ebawls  and  cloaks  to  be  in  readiness  the  moment 
I  left  the  box,  &c..  and  brought  borne  wllb  closed  windows;  but 
that,  of  counc,  I  screamed  at  the  Idea  of.  It  was  little  Sirs. 
RoystOD  who  wished  to  take  me,  a  box  having  been  given  her. 
So  you  see  I  am  very  kindly  seen  to.  I  bnve  slept  better  these  two 
nights,  and  am  rather  stronger,  and  my  cough  is  abated;  speaking 
I  And  the  wont  thing  (or  it.  Yours  ever, 

J.  W.  0. 


LETTER  IM. 


1  am  now  about  setting  out  on  my  second  German  tour  '  to  visit 
kll  the  battlefields  of  Friedrich,"  which  cost  me  a  great  deal  of  mia- 
ery,  but  was  not  honestly  to  be  avoided.  8tae,  being  mtber  stroneer. 
ta  going  to  tiny  wiih  Miss  Baring,  ai  Buy  Houbs,  AlTerstoke. — 1^.  C. 
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T.  OarlyU.  ThfOCl. 

Chelm*:  Tharmliif,  Jtiljr  S 

Ob,  my  (leftT,  aij  dcarl  Wliat  did  jou  do  witb  the  key  of  ynui 
bureau?  There  la  no  vestige  oJ  a  passport  io  the  upper  'lilll* 
drawer  next  the  Are,'  the  only  drawer  nbich  is  uolgcked;  llie  keji 
used  to  lie  !□  that.  I  bkve  wasted  llic  whole  momiDg  id  seekiajK 
key  to  open  llic  top  piirt,  or  another  dnincr  where  the  keys  luny  Ik 
nuiI  have  fouud  only  two  of  your  lost  dog'Wbislles !  1  don'l  like  t* 
have  the  loeks  picked  till  it  is  hopeless  flndiag  the  key.  U  yoq 
have  it  or  know  where  you  put  it,  and  tell  mc  by  Satunlay  n 
ing,  there  would  ju»t  he  time  to  send  the  passport  before  1  a 
but  as  1  (ell  you.  my  morning  is  all  wasted,  and  in  the  uftenioan  I 
must  go  up  to  Piccadilly  to  get  some  indlBpensable  Utile  it«i&s  for 
my  visit.  I  have  bccu  kept  back  these  two  last  days  by  tlie  caldr 
ness  of  the  weather,  aud  my  extreme  sensitiveness.  The  pn)ape<( 
of  going  a  Journey  and  living  in  another  pcisou's  house  ia  d 
me  more  harm  than  probably  the  reality  will  do;  I  cduU  'st 
at  the  idea  of  it '  aomclimcs.  and  write  off,  '  Oh,  you  must  s: 
met'  But  agnlu,  just  the  more  I  feel  nervous,  the  more  I  needlq 
try  anything  that  may  brace  my  nerves;  aud,  of  cou 
would  lellnie  to  get  rid  of  this  incessant  little  dry  cough  'beforoOo^ 
lober.'  I  shouUlnot  sayinceBsant,  for  in  theforeoooDS,  when  Ib< 
my  tongue,  I  hardly  cough  at  all — at  least  it  Is  quite  another  ft 
of  cough,  bringing  up  phlegm  at  intervals;  but  in 
especially  if  any  one  comes,  it  ia  as  incessant  aa  the  ohirp  of  my 
adopted  sparrow,  I  am  not  getting  weaker,  however,  except  l| 
my  mind,  t  lake  eserclse  every  day,  *  cluefly  in  an  omnibus,  1 
Csriyle! '  And  I  try  every  day  to  do  or  see  something  cheeriug;  ! 
should  soon  fall  into  melancholy  mania  if  I  didn't.  Last  evening! 
for  example.  I  had  old  Mrs.  Lnridn  to  tea— such  a.  pretty  littU 
rough  (ca,  you  can't  fancy,  and  Mrs,  Larkin  was  so  pleased.  A 
t  had  Mrs.  Ilawkcs  to  talk  to  tbem,  and  George  Cook  came  to 
dentally.  George  Cook  is  very  attentive  and  sympathetic  lo  O 
But  the  key,  the  key! 

Tours  aflecUonately, 

Jakjb  OABLSia. 


JANE  WELSH  CARLTLE. 


T.  CoirVsU.  Etq.,  Tht  OiO. 

Bkjt  Houae:  Uonday.  Aiut- 1. 18M. 
!A.11  right,  dnr;  I  got  Uirougli  taj  journey  mucli  belter  tlion 
raid  have  beon  expected,  bnwlug  slept  even  souudly  (mercif>illj'). 
}nat  llie  last  oiglit  before  leaviog.  A  tut,  old.  reul  Indy  in  llie  or- 
ringe  opposite  me  paid  me  ileticale  atieutions: '  lent  mu  her  SDielling 
boille,  gave  rue  her  nosegay,  put  her  drmsiag-caEe  under  my  feet, 
Ac.  4c,,  hdviug  commenced  acqiwintancc  by  asking.  '  Have  you 
tKK^D  poorly  lungF '  Wheu  Ehe  ehnnged  traing  at  BJshopstoke.  she 
looked  over  ber  slioutder  to  «uy:  '  I  eiaccrely  hope  you  m&y  soon 
be  tietler,  ma'am,' 

How  diflcrently  oue'a  looks  impress  difforenl  people  I    TTie  man 

who  drove  me  from  Ibe  ststioD  (and  cbHrged  me  three -and -si  xpeQccI) 

evidently  look  me  for  well  enough  to  be  going  to  service  al  Bay 

^^MoUBe,  for  he  turned  round  dr  ^oon  as  ne  passed  through  the  gale 

^^^isk,  '  was  he  to  drive  round  to  the  back  doorT '    And  then  the 

^Hhtman  who  received  mo  look  me  for  deaf!  coming  close  up  to 

^Hbvrlionhe  bad  anything  to  suy,  and  slioiitlag  it  into  ray  enr.    He 

mu  the  only  person  1  caw  for  three  hours  after  my  arrival.    The 

'Hiss  Barings  out  walking;'  'would  I  wish  to  be  shown  to  roy 

rooml'     'Certainly.'     "  Would  I  wish  any  rBfreabmenU*     'Yea, 

■  cnpof  !«>.'    It  was  brought,  and  llien  all  lapsed  luto  the  profound- 

Mt  silence.     I   could   have  fancied  a  pleasanter  reception;  at  the 

same  time  'it  was  coostom  in  part,' '  no  harm  uicnnt. 

Having  bad  loU  of  time  to  unpack  and  ilrese  myself.  I  was  firat 
in  the  drawing-room  before  dinner.  A  gentleman  come  in,  wliom 
I  liked  the  look  of,  but  do  word  passed  betncea  us;  then  Mrs, 
Hildraay  came,  and  flnally  my  hostess,  who  nssurcd  me  she  was 
'delighted  to  pee  me,'  «nd  sol  nas  inslalled.  Anotlier  lady  entered 
wltli  Bmily,  wliiiin  I  recognised  as  Mrs.  Frederick  Baring,  and  the 
gentleman  wuh  Frederick  Baring,  whom  I  had  never  seen  before, 
and  of  whom  I  had  got  the  most  nlisurdly  unjust  impreBsioo.  Both 
he  and  his  wife  are  kindly,  unaffected  people;  he.  indeed,  strikes 
me  as  quite  n  superior  man,  I  liitd  a  good  deal  of  talk  with  him 
yesterday,  and  am  sorry  he  is  gone  lo-day.  His  wife  went  with 
him,  BO  there  is  now  only  Urs,  Mildniny  und  her  son. 

M  mills  Bohis  to-d&ji '    (Staxfav,  fa  OmobMlaad.)    'Oom- 


I 
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The  railway  Jonmey  made  me  so  sleepy  that  I  could  bftrdlj  kevp 
my  eyea  open  till  I  got  to  bed,  and  in  bed  1  slept  in  a  woudertul 
m&oner,  My  room  is  the  some  where  I  lay  three  daya  in  a  ton 
throat,  and  the  boy  '  Jack  '  hud  to  bring  in  my  breakfast.  But  do 
auociatioQ  could  keep  nie  awake  thai  night.  Certainly  If  pure  ^r, 
and quiel,  and  wholesome  food,  and  freedom  from  all  'cues 'but 
of  dressing  oneaelf,  can  cure  me,  1  shall  be  cured — in  «  fen  days. 

It  ifi  Louisa  Baring  that  goes  with  Lord  Ashbutlon  to  Scotland 
on  Monday.  1  tkought  if  Emily  was  going  somewhen  loo,  [ 
might  be  wished  to  go  away  in  loss  time  than  a  week:  and.  At  ill 
events  living  on  in  that  sort  of  fear  of  over -staying  one's  welcoua 
is  veiy  disagreeable,  8o  I  thought  I  bad  best  go  frankly  to  the  ead 
of  it  at  once,  and  I  said  to  Emily,  when  we  were  walking  ihii 
moming,  Ihul  I  had  meant  lo  stay  till  the  end  of  this  week;  but,  M 
Miss  Bariog  was  leaving  the  place  so  soon  aa  Monday,  perhaps  il 
would  be  more  conveiiieut  tliat  I  should  go  on  an  earlier  day- 
would  she  kindly  loll  mo?  Emily  protested  against  my  going  tUt 
week.  She  and  Mra.  Jdildmay  are  lo  be  here  till  the  twcnty-fourtli, 
and  I  'had  better  stay  over  ne^tt  week.'  The  inriutioo  was  givM 
with  cordiality  euough  to  make  me  feel  quite  at  ease  for  Uiia  week 
anyhow,  the  rest  will  disclose  itself.  The  Baring  manner  ia  nBtiu> 
ally  so  shy,  atid  so  cold,  that  I  dare  say  one  may  easily 
the  kindness  of  feeling  which  accompanies  it. 


Your 


Jasb  W.  Camltle. 


LETTER  1«. 

r.  CarlyU.  Eiq.,  The  031. 

Bar  House :  Prldar,  Au^tut  t,  ISA 

Only  Friday  morning,  dear,  yet!  Heaven  kuowal  Possibly  tldi 
may  not  reach  you  till  Monday.  However,  when  it  does  rcaeU 
you  it  won't  bring  bnd  news.  I  still  have  nothing  but  good  lo  leR 
of  myself.  Icontinueloget  a  very  tolerable  atlowanceof  deep,  nsA 
to  eat  my  breakfast  '  with  the  same  relish.'  ■  And,  will  ynu  lielievt 
it?  I  eat  two  dinners  every  day.  1  do  that— one  at  half-past  one! 
and  the  other  at  eight;  which  last,  I  call,  in  my  own  mind,  supperf 
and  no  tea  after.  Thcliitie  nervouscoiigh  is  entirely  gone,  and  ibC' 
rough  cough  gets  rarer  every  dry.     For  the  rest,  I  am  quite  conl^ 
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forlable  morally.  I  oeTcr  was  pul  more  at  esse  on  a  visit.  1  feel 
to  have  dropl  into  the  regular  life  gf  the  house,  and  to  have  found 
■ny  place  in  it,  without  aoybody  taking  trouble  to  adjust  me,  or 
myself  takiug  trciulile. 

The  only  riaitor  now  betidee  myself  is  Mrs.  MilJmay  yes,  Oeral- 
diae's  mother,  a  niuuh  nicer  woman  Ihau  one  fancied  her.  full  of 
fuD  and  good  humour),      8lie  reads  to  us  fot  an  hour  or  ao  after 
breakfast  ('  Chnmbers's  Annals  of  Scotland '),  while  the  rest  sew. 
Then  we  go  to  our  rooms  to  write,  or  do  anything  that  needs  pri- 
vacy.    I,  for  my  part,  take  always  a  Htroll  on  the  shore  before 
lunch  at  half-pain  one.    Al  lliree  we  go  out  in  the  open  carriage, 
and  have  liie  pkaaantest  drives,  being  permitted  lo  sit  perfectly 
mlent;  MiM  Baring  seems  to  think  this  the  natural  way  of  driving 
in  the  open  air.  and  she  is  quite  right.     Coming  in  al>out  five,  there 
an  the  Jellerv;  each  one  takes  her  own,  and  retires  to  her  own  room 
till  diuaer-lime.     After  dinner,  till  eleven,  we  talk,  and  work,  and 
read  the  newspapers,  anil  play  piquet.    At  eteven  the  butler  enters 
^iritli  a  silver  Imy.  containing  tour  bright  crystal  tumblers  filled  with 
^Ulie  purest  cold  water:  nothing  elw  wlmtever.    I  always  lake  one, 
^HOd  have  grown  to  feel  a  need  of  it.     You  cannot  think  how  genial 
^^Sie  Miss  Barings  are  at  home;  what  a  deal  of  hearty  laughing  they 
"^  in  a  day! 

Tou  will  foresee  that  I  am  not  going  at  the  end  of '  a  week.*  Ulsa 
Baring  goes  to  join  Lord  A.  on  Monday;  but  Emily  has  pressed  me 
quite  cordially  to  remain  with  her  and  Airs.  Mildmay  till  she  goes 
into  Norfolk.  And.  if  nothing  unforeseen  occur  to  '  dash  the  cup  of 
fame  from  my  brow,'  '  I  shall  remain  and  be  thankful  to.  I  don't 
feel  the  least  drawn  to  S  Cheyne  Row  in  your  Bl)9ence;  indeed,  I 
don't  mean  to  iiuve  anything  more  to  do  with  it  than  I  can  help  till 
you  are  there.  Don't  think  mc  crazy.  1  have  written  to  Mrs. 
Pringle  this  morning  (the  t6th}  that  I  shall  be  with  her,  if  all  go 
well,  the  end  of  this  month;  September  Is  often  a  fine  mouth  in 
Scotland.  You  may  see  how  mucli  better  I  am,  from  this  effort  of 
moral  courage,  as  well  as  if  you  were  beside  me,  1  can't  be  said  to 
need  '  change  of  air.'  after  having  had  it  so  long  here — don't,  in- 
deed, intend  lo  give  any  '  varuish  of  duty  '  lo  the  journey.  It  may 
not  have  the  least  eOect  in  keeping  of!  illness  through  the  winter;  it 
can't  in  the  least  add  lo  your  comfnrt  when  you  are  only  waiting 
for  a  yacht;  but  it  will  be  a  pleasant  way  of  spending  the  next 
umth,aDdperhapsmay  (if  I  manage  myself  carefully)  help  10  keep 
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TKimfiioft.— Loid 


LETTER  lf7. 

did  ODBie  by  tfaatraod,  aad wedfove 


t^'^;h<'r  to  Xev  A^^eT,  te..  before  hit  staxtiitf  agidii  next  d>j. 

'       '       ■        '      It  medicinal 


l^HiA,  tht^  b<H»e  doc^:v>r.— A  coptooslr  mcdiciiiel  man.  '  WlIliiBi 
HMwmrv*  the  now  UvTerioi^  paiiiameotaering,  te.;  lood  miii, 
\^  bo  ueM  to  ix^oe  hither  at  interraia  '  A  riorioue  bit  of  oolonr.'— 
One  i>f  Lei^  Hunt »  mt>  childrca  dixiL-^.  C. 


r.  OiT>|Cf.  Etq.,  Thi  GOL 


How  curiott*  if  Lord  A.  be  at  this  moment  on  the  road  to  Dam- 
frUM^!    >lu«  Rarinj^  etaned  an  boor  Ago  in  full  amonuioe  of  flnffiig 


>  11 1  b«r»  iqpatit  KvfotiM.  vhet  or  vbon:  only  that  ft 
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him  waUing  to  go  with  her  lo-moirow.  Not  one  word  haa  been  re- 
ceived from  bim  since  tbey  parted  in  Londoa,  on  the  underetand- 
iog  they  were  to  go  north  together  on  the  10th;  nnd  I  thought  it  best 
\o  BBV  nothing  of  jour  news  Hint  be  was  to  be  at  Dimtfrics  on  Iha 
Oih.  She  might  have  relt  mortiScd  nl  the  dcw  arrangement  being 
coinmuQicated  only  tlirongli  me,  und  nervous  about  what  would 
Liit  her  in  London,  Rous,  no  doubt,  will  smooth  all  down.  But 
at  an  odd  man  Lord  A.  isl  I  hope  tt  will  cumo  off  all  right,  the 
leciiiig  at  Dumfries,  and  that  it  will  enliven  you  for  some  dnys. 
irbnps  he  will  persuade  you  to  go  to  Loch  Lulchart?  Miss  During 
anidouB  you  should  come.  By  the  way,  please  to  tead  the 
remaining  volume  of  'Tonrgueneff'  to  her;  she  has  taken  the 
othen,  and  fears  there  will  be  great  dearth  of  literature  in  the  High- 

I  felt  quite  sorry  to  see  her  drive  oS  this  morning.  She  has 
really  been  most  kind  to  me,  and  took  leave  of  me  quite  afFcctioa- 
ai«ly:  '  now  that  I  bad  found  my  way  to  them,  she  hoped  I  would 
nerer  be  ao  hard  to  persuade  here  agidn.'  We  are  now  reduced  to 
three ;  but  Bingham  Mlidmny  is  expected.  When  he  comes  we  are 
to  goto  inspect  'the  camp,'  and  ga  again  to  'the  Island."  The 
camp  aalonished  me  the  first  time  T  went  to  walk  on  the  shore — a 
field,  about  n  quarter  of  a  mite  oH,  all  covered  over  with  snow-white 
cooes,  I  thought  for  a  moment  it  wiis  the  grandest  encampment  of 
gipsies.  But  there  are  some  two  thouaaHtJ  soldiers  ia  iliese  leuta. 
there  ia  a  most  beautiful  new  fort  a-building;  the  gUDs  of 
'bicb,  it  they  ever  come  into  action,  will  smash  right  ihiougb  Bay 

On  Saturday  we  left  for  the  island  at  eleven,  and  did  not  return 
mi  six,— Emily,  Mrs.  Mildmay,  and  L  Al  Ryde  we  got  an  open 
flj,  and  drove  lo  a  place  up  the  shore  called  Spring  Vale,  where  Sir 
Henry  Mildmay  and  his  wife  and  rosebuds  were  rusticating.  Very 
buman,  pleasant  people.  They  bod  been  warned  of  our  coming, 
bad  diboer  (No.  1)  waiting  for  us.  Then  we  drove  to  St.  Clair. 
property  and  work  of  art  of  Colonel  Harcourt,  and  Lady  Cath- 
ie (uncle  of  William  Ilarcourl).  There,  too,  Mrs.  Mildmay  in- 
luced  me  with  gracefui  emphasis;  aud  I  was  very  couri«ouslj' 
treated  and  shown  about.  A  lady  said  I  '  had  forgotten  her.'  tlial 
>lu  was  the  Mrs.  Malcolm  who  dined  with  us  at  Lady  Sandwich's; 
•he  Is  ^sler  to  Colonel  Harcourt,  The  sea  being  as  smooth  as  gliisa 
It  day,  I  wasn't  in  the  least  sick,  and  the  whole  affair  passed  alt 
the  general  satisf action. 
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Mrs.  MilJma;  is  ^ing  to  lake  lu  to  Osborne  to  c»U  lot  Liidj 
Caroline  Barriugton,  Uie  goveruess  to  '  the  Royal  children,'  ud  ob 
U)  Cowes  lo  call  for  somebody  else.  la  fact,  she  ia  the  icc«t  good' 
DBtured  of  women.  Mia.  Uildmay,  bcaidea  l>eing  excessively 
ing  id  herself.     She  is  not  Iha  widow  of  Sir  Waller's  friend,  bal  ol 

Ilia  nephew  and  the  heir  to .    One  is  so  apt  to  low  a  geoenliw 

nowadays. 

Did  I  tell  you  that  Crocker's  bouse  ia  now  a  roj&l  residmce,  hsi 
beon  given  to  little  Prince  Alfred,  who  is  learning  to  be  a  saDort 
I  Ban  him  this  morning  shaking  bands  with  two  of  his  tutors,  and 
jumping  Into  his  little  boat  wiili  tlio  ttiird — a  slighi,  gracefal  tiltig 
boy.  The  Queen  came  over  and  breakfasted  wilh  him  one  mi 
iag,  and  another  time  took  tea  wilh  liim.  He  keeps  a  little  red 
flyiug  when  at  home,  which  adds  '  a  glorious  bit  of  colour '  lo 


Your  deacriptioo  of  '  Craig-o-putta"  made  me  feel  choked;] 
know  what  that  wood  must  be  grown  to.  Close  on  the  house,  form- 
ing a  great  dark  al tearing- book  before  the  windows.  I  alwayk 
thought  the  laying  out  of  that  planting  deteslahle,  aud  if  I  were  Ut- 
ing  there  I  would  set  fire  to  il. 

This  paper  is  thick,  eo  I  will  take  off  halt  a  sheet  to  make  roota 
for  poor  little  Charlotte's  unexpected  letter— wotth  reading. 

Jame  W.  Cabltlk. 


L£TTBB  198. 

•What  0 
once  about  bis  ni 
and  plums'  was  a  casual  reflection  ot  i 
to  be  oui 


2*.  OarlgU,  B*g..  DretOnt. 

I^no  Hall:  nfdar.  Sept  10^  U 
I  was  sure  of  it;  knew  without  being  told  that  the  bathe  tn  the 
Baltic  had  given  you  cotd.  You  ougljt  to  know  by  this  time  that 
just  the  more  you  feel  drawn  to  do  those  rash  things,  the  man 
should  keep  yourself  from  doing  them.  Qod  grant  this  wUd-Iinnts- 
1  rush  over  Germany  don't  spoil  all  the  good  you  got  to  quiet 
Annadnlv!  But  you  bad  to  do  it;  would  not  have  finished  your 
book  In  peace  without  having  done  ttl 

1  Eaves  about  the  horse  before  I  left;  but  he  could  not  go 
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nnl  to  Richmood  til]  the  foUonlug  Suaday,  wbeD  he  got  a  good 
ducldiig  to  BetHe  his  ncenunt  for  the  Sunday- breaking.  He  had  no 
difQcalty  in  finding  the  Lot™;,  who  was  in  ciipilal  condilion,  and  as 
nimble  on  bis  feut  as  the  Iriahman's  Sea.  He  (tlie  horsu)  bos  no 
end  of  pasture  to  roam  about  In,  and  haa  '  found  a  friend; '  formed 
a  romantic  allacliment  to  auother  borse  of  Ma  own  way  of  thinking; 
Ihey  are  alwnjB  together,  both  In  their  feeding  and  Uieir  pliiyiiig, 
and  CTidenlly  enjoy  their  liberty  and  their  abundant  grasa.  80  you 
may  be  quite  happy  in  your  mind  so  far  aa  the  horse  is  concerned. 

Charlotte  is  behaving  herself  quite  well  so  far  as  I  can  ascertun. 

The  sparrow  whom  I  did  design  lo  train  to  flying,  and  'eventu- 
ally' tojlffinj  aieay,  died  before  my  return  from  Bay  House;  but 
the  poor  little  canary  has  recovered  health  and  feathers  under  the 
nursing  of  Mrs.  HuKbam,  ia  whose  '  bosom  it  spends  several  hours 
every  day; '  I  should  think  not  loo  happy  hoursl  ' 

For  the  rest,  one's  life  here  is  remarkably  cheerful.  It  ia  the  very 
loveliest  glen  I  ever  saw,  endeared  to  me  by  old  associations.  The 
people  in  it  are  all  remarkably  prosperous,  and  were  always  hos- 
pitable.   Tbey  are  glad  lo  see  nic  again,  and  I  am  glad  to  see  them. 

The  practical  result  has  been  a  perfect  explosiuo  of  lunches  to  my 
honour  and  glory,  all  over  Glen  Ijhinnel  and  Qloncnrin.  I  would 
not  he  out  after  suusot,  so  these  lunches  arc  early  dinner-parties; 
and,  oh,  myl  what  'ornament  and  grandeurl'  what  'suet  and 
plooma.'  I  assure  you,  not  at  the  Oraage  itself  have  I  seen  better 
food  or  better  wine  (champagne)  than  theee  big  farmers  or  little  lairds 
bring  forth  to  one  bore  'Inalordlydishl '  And  it  is  so  much  heartier 
a  sort  of  hospitality  than  one  Dads  in  the  south!  It  makes  one  feel 
younger  by  twenty  yearsl  I  catch  myself  laughing  sometimes  with 
a  voice  that  startles  myself  us  being  not  like  my  own  but  my 
mother's,  who  was  always  so  much  gayer  than  I.  Indeed,  it  is 
good  for  me  to  be  here;  and  I  wish  my  viidit  bad  come  off  while  you 
were  at  the  Oill,  that  yon  might  have  tried  it  too.  Better  material 
accommodation  you  could  have  nowhere;  and  Mrs.  Pringle  has  tact 
aud  coiisidemtiuQ  onougb.  I  think,  to  have  suited  the  moral  atmos- 
phere lo  the  shorn  lamb  (?). 

The  question  is  now  about  your  journey  hornet  Are  yon  going 
straight  to  London?  If  that  is  decidedly  liie  most  convenient  way 
fur  yourself,  of  course  I  should  uot  so  much  as  suggest  your  re- 
turning by  here;  and  so  far  as  my  own  journey  is  concerned,  I 
should  rather  prefer  doing  it '  all  to  myself '  (as  the  children  say), 

>  Far  toe  flattering  aa  account. 


I 
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Perhaps  I  might  choose  to  stay  a  night  at  Liverpool.  Al  ell 
evenla,  I  might  need  to  have  a  wittdow  shut  when  yon  ptelemd 
it  open.  But  if  you  liked  to  rclum  hy  Leitli,  and  to  be  a  iiUlc 
longer  in  the  country  under  easy  circumsbincea,  you  could  not  do 
better  than  slop  here.  About  your  welcome  yoa  may  feel  tlio  m«l 
eiuberont  aaaunmce. 

If  you  decide  to  go  straight  to  London,  I  akould  know  as  toon 
as  poBsihle,  that  I  may  shape  my  own  course  accordingly.    For  I 
shouIJ  not  like  your  Iwing  dona  Jin"  by  only  Charlolle.     I  Litq  a 
week's  visit  promised  to  Mrs.  Russell,  and  I  also  unJerlook  to  staj 
a  few  days  at  Bcotsbrig,  in  cose  Dr.  C.  and  bis  '  poor  boys'  lingerstH 
on  at  London  till  the  end  of  my  lime  here.    I  will  see  Mary  a^l 
Jane  on  my  rond  bock.    But  I  need  to  give  myself  aa  little  nmflH 
travelling  as  pos^ilile.  not  to  ha  going  and  catching  a  cold  after  dfl 
these  mighty  efforts  to  strengthen  myself.    The  DonalilsoDS  ud 
my  aunts  won't  believe  lean  mean  togo  away  without  seeing  tbem. 
To  Bee  the  dear  old  women  at  Sunny  Bank  once  more  I  would 
gladly  iucur  the  expense  of  Uie  Journey  there;  but  that  is  the  ImiI   i 
ot  it     The  'tashing'  myself  which  Betty  ao  strongly  [ 
against  must  not  be  ventured. 

Wo  liBve  Just  had  one  perfectly  fair,  beauUtul  day  sinoe  louoi  J 
(last  Wedncsdny),  and  I  spent  it  in  an  eicursion  to — CraigenpiitUcUv 
We  took  some  dinner  with  ua,  and  ale  it  in  the  dining-room,  w  ~ 
the  most  ghutly  sensations  on  my  part.    The  tenant  was  at  Dooifl 
fries;  the  wife  very  civil;  the  children  cunQding  to  a  degree.    Ilidfl 
father  'had  wine,'  '  whiles  took  ower  muckle.'     Wccalledoi 
Austins  and  Corsona.    Nobody  knew  mel  or  could  gueis  at  n 
Peter  said  I '  micht  bae  speaket  to  him  seven  year,  and  he  voul 
hae  faund  me  oot.'     Peter  privately  stroked  my  pelUse.  and  h 
Mre.  Pringle,  '  That'll  be  real  silk,   I'm  thinking! '     '  Satin,"  ■ 
she.    'Aye,'  said  Peter,  'nae  doot,  nao  doot,  the  best  o 
Austin  almost  crunched  my  fingers  in  hit  big  hand,  and  ttiat  H 
tlie^oniy  pleasant  thing  that  befell  me  at  my  'ancestral  home.' 
Oott! 

I  wrote  already  lo  Dresden. 

Mrs.  Priuglu  has  been  trying  to  write  yon  a  note,  preuing  yoS:fl 
come  here  on  your  way  back;  and  now  she  comes  with  berii 
like  (0  burst,  asking  me  to  '  say  It  all  for  her.    She  is  so  o&oiiu 
write  to  you." 


JANE  WEL8U  CAIiLYLE. 


2b  Mr.  Jame»  Auatin,  The  GOl,  Annan. 

i  Chejne  Row.  Cbelsea:  Thimday.  8epl.  K,  WO. 

My  dear  Jamie, — I  ncrer  saw  such  a  thing  in  all  ray  life!  I 
plunged  into  ac&rriage  full  of  iti-bred,  disobliging.  Eagllsb  touriats; 
lliey  would  make  no  room  for  me  witli  my  becbiTC  and  all  my 
liitle  Uilugal  I  had  to  force  a  way  for  myself  and  my  belODginga, 
and  wben  I  liad  got  mv  bands  freed,  and  turned  round  to  sbake 
hands  nitli  you,  before  1  sat  down,  behold  the  door  was  shut,  and 
you  had  diwppeared.  and  we  were  ia  motioul  I  could  have  cried 
for  vexatioui  and  could  not  get  it  out  of  my  head  all  the  road  lo 
London — that  I  had  come  off  without  a  word  of  Uianka  for  your 
kiodnew  tome,  or  a  word  of  Icare-taking!  And  I  felt  aucb  a 
deteeialion  of  these  faroad-liattcd  women  in  the  carriage  with  roe. 
whoae  disobligingneaa  had  been  the  couse  of  my  flurry. 

1  went  lo  the  guard,  ut  Carlisle,  and  told  him  I  would  not  go  on 
with  these  people,  and  should  lilie  to  have  a  carriage  all  to  myself. 
He  seemed  quite  taken  with  my  assurance,  and  aaked  if  I  could  put 
ip  with  one  lady  beiide  me!  I  said.  '  Yes.  if  she  were  not  trouble- 
He  took  me  to  a  stout  gentleman  (the  clerk  al  Carlisle,  I 
s)  and  said,  '  This  lady  wants  a  carriage  all  to  beraelf  t  but 
would  allow  oue  lady  with  her,'  The  gentleman  said  '  it  was  a 
Tei7  natural  wish;  but  ho  did  not  see  how  It  could  be  gratifled: 
however,  if  I  would  keep  quiet  beside  him.  he  would  see  what  was 
posablel '  And  the  result  waa,  I  got  a  carriage  with  only  one  lady 
in  iti  Nothing  like  a  modest  impudence  for  getting  one  on  in  this 
world  I  So  far  from  obiecUag  to  the  quantity  of  my  luggage,  they 
asked  '  Was  that  allt  Had  I  nothing  more? '  and  they  put  up  my 
thinga  quite  flofiiy,  whereas  everybody  clse'a,  I  noticed,  were 
pitched  up  like  quoits  I  The  result  is.  that  not  so  niuch  as  one  egg 
was  brokeni  And  much  satisfaction  was  diffused  over  the  house 
by  the  unpacking  of  that  improvised  haraperl 

Wten  I  found  how  much  at  ease  I  was  in  my  carriage,  I  re- 
gretted not  bringing  away  Uiat  kilteul  It  might  have  plaj-edaboull 
But  wasn't  I  thankful  prudence  bad  prevailed  when  I  found  my. 
self  already  the  enviable  mistress  of  n  kitten  exactly  the  same  size. 
but  black  as  sootl  Charlotte  had  taken  rhe  opporiunily  of  my 
^  discover  '  there  were  mice  In  the  house.'  and  bring  home 

!W  pet  to  herseltl    The  dog  and  it  are  dear  friends,  for  a  won- 


Ine' 
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der.    I  was  delighted  tci  see  it  thia  moming  tryiug  lo  ride  oo  Uu 
dog's  back? 

Hr.  C,  was  waiting  for  me,  and  bad  firmly  believed  for  Ibeiut 
quarter  o[  an  hour  Uitkt  it  was  do  uk.  as  I  niust  cerlwnly  have  ton 
smashed  to  pieces!  We  were  iu  fact  an  hour  later  thnu  the  tegulu 
time — in  consequence  of  a  bridge  burnt  dowu  over  the  Trnnt, 
which  occasioned  n  groat  rouadabout.  Beaidus,  Ihe  ttsin  did  DOt 
behave  Itself  at  uU  like  aa  Express,  etopphig at  agrcnlmuiyplioe^ 
and  for  long  whiles. 

My  bouse  wb£  qU  right;  iodeed,  I  uerer  found  it  as  tborau^il| 
cleaned,  or  Uie  general  aspect  of  things  as  satisfactory.     She  i» 
perfect  jewel,  that  young  girl;  besides  all  her  natural  work,  si 
hod  crochelod.  out  of  her  own  head,  a  large  corer  for  the  drswln) 

Tou  will  be  glad  to  hear  tbat  a  good  situation  is  found  at  last 
James  Aitken.    Carlyle  seemed  very  grateful  lo  yon  for  the  c 
you  took  of  me.     1  told  him  about  that  '  close  carriage '  before  « 
had  been  live  minutes  iu  the  cab  together. 

Kindest  love  to  Mary ;  and  remember  me  to  all  those  Kirto,  viuUl 
aud  invisible,  'wbo  are  world-like,' their  moUier  says,  'and  ban 

I  will  write  lo  Mary  before  long. 

Yours  most  kindly, 

Jake  Cakltu. 


LETTER  300. 
Mr>.  Rum^U,  ThonAia. 

S  Oliejne  Row,  Ohelaea:  Frldor,  Oct.  1.  II 

Ob,  mydcarl  my  dear!  Will  you  ask  'the  Doctor '  what  i>  ti 
reason  that,  wiieu  I  travel  from  Loadou  to  Scotland  1  get  qui 
fresh  to  the  journey's  eud,  however  weakly  1  may  have  beeo  I 
slartiog;  but  when  I  do  the  same  journey  back  again,  I  am  tit 
tlirougb  every  fibre  of  mo,  and  don't  gel  over  it  for  days?  I  i 
begin  to  believe  London  a  perfectly  piiisonoua  place  for  me,  and 
wish  that  the  projected  Piuilico  Ilailway  may  actually  tear  o 
house  up,  aud  turn  us  adrift  in  space  I  Such  a  headache  I  had  I 
yesterdayl  aed  to-day  still  I  dmg  myself  about  with  dllQoQll 
Bcally.  U  is  alvcays  '  pursuit  of  life  under  difficulties '  here. 

I  hope  your  picture  arrived,  and  safely.  If  it  didn't.  I  trtU  | 
you  another,  1  was  too  ill  with  my  bead  to  write  along  vitb  it,  ] 
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d  I  have  not  succeeded  yet  in  getting  nij  boxes  nil  unpacked.     I 

d  be  doing  that  '  duly  nearest  hand,'  for  tlic  moment,  if  I  were 

loroiighlj  well-principled  woman — suclia  woman  afiMrs.  Pringle, 

^  example — instead  of  allting  here  writing  to  jou.     But,  my  dear, 

o  mucb  pleasanter  tbis;  and  I  mias  your  kind  face  and  kind 

BO  much,  and  writing  to  you  is  a  sort  of  aubstitutc  for  seeing 

i  bearing  you.     My  little  visit  to  Mary  Austin  was  very  pleasant. 

le  obliged  to  put  on  iin  additional  box  at  the  Qill,  to  hold  the 

^  eggs  (I),  '  pookit  fooK'  and  other  delicacies  sbo  loaded  me 

Then  Mr.   Carlyle  had   left  an  enormous  bundle  of   new 

clothes  to  comewitk  me — the  produce  of  tlic  iudefaUgalile  exertions 

of  three  tailors,  whom  he  bod  kept  sewing  for  htm  at  the  Qiil  for 

four  weeks!  besides  a  large  package  of  books.     So  I  made  the 

^Jpumey  with  six  pieces  of  luggage,  not  coualing  my  writing-case, 

^^Bnellijig-bag.  and  the  becakep,  whicb  last  I  let  nobody  carry  but 

^^MieU.     It  arrived  in  the  most  perfect  stale,     I  told  Mr.  C.  you 

HKs  sent  him  '  improper  female '  honey,  and  I  think  he  is  greatly 

dkarmedwitb  your  immoral  present.  I  took  out  some  for  immediate 

use:  but  I  think  I  will  not  displace  the  rest. 

Wbcn  I  was  stepping  into  a  carriage  at  the  Cummertrees  station 
that  momingfWednesday),  a  horrid  sight  turned  me  back.  Nothing 
leas  than  the  baboon  face  of  our  new  acquaintance  the  surgeon!  I 
don't  know  if  be  recognised  me;  I  dashed  into  tbc  next  carriage, 
and  fell  amongst  an  odious  party  of  English  tourists.  My  babooo 
friend  and  I  exchanged  glances  at  the  different  stations,  where  he 
expended  his  superfluous  activity  in  fussing  to  and  fro  on  the  plat- 
form, til]  finally  he  left  the  London  train  at  Lancaster.  I  wonder 
what  impression  he  left  at  Lann  Ealll 

I  find  ail  extremely  right  here.  A  perfectly- cleaned  house,  and 
a  little  maid,  radiant  with  '  virtue  its  own  reward,'  and  oh,  unex- 
pected joy  I  a  jet-black  kitten  added  to  the  bouaeholdl  playingwitli 
the  dog  as  lovingly  as  your  cat  with  your  dogt  This  acquisition  of 
Charlotte's  announced  itself  to  me  by  leaping  on  to  my  back  be- 
tween my  shoulders,  A  most  agile  kitten,  and  wonderfully  confid- 
ing, Charlotte  said  yesterday,  '  I  think  Scotland  must  be  such  a 
fresh,  airy  placet  1  should  like  to  go  therel  You  did  smell  so 
beautiful  when  you  came  in  at  the  door  lost  nightl '  She  is  quite  a 
Jewel  of  a  servant.  Par  more  like  an  adopted  child  than  a  London 
maid-of-all-work.    And,  upon  my  word  and  honour,  her  bread  ia  a 

deuced  deal  better  than  that  loaf  of  Mrs.  B '». 

A.  kiss  to— the  Doctor?  or  NippT  .And  do  tell  Nipp  to  behave 
better  at  pr^en. 
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Kr.  C.  bM  Beat  his  book  to  your  biubuKL    b  goes  to  somebeofc- 
aeller'a  parcel,  ao  there  may  be  ft  liule  delaj. 


LKTTEB  an. 

I  retamed  horn  aeoond  Gennao  tour. — T.  C 


J.  O.  Cooke.  Biq. 

S  ClwTW  Sam:  Wednariv.  October  tn  ■  V 

Dmt  Ht.  Cooke. — I  am  bere  again— iLe  more's  the  pity!  Once 
for  all,  thia  London  atmosphere  weighs  on  me.  I  Knd,  like  a  bun- 
dredweigbt  of  lead.  No  beallb,  tto  epitits,  one  brings  bom  'Ihe 
Couitti;'  can  bear  up  against  11.  Come  and  console  dw.  at  leaM 
come  and  try  'tot' — on  Sunday  aftcmooo  perhaps.  Mr.  C.  ii 
homt^  from  his  batt1c-fiel<l3.  and  as  busr  and  private  as  before.  So 
my  evenings  are  now  sacred  to  reading  on  his  part,  and  motVUj 

Lennuying  to  mjself 
^P  BCheTneRow.CbebH:  Kirmnberl,  IM 

i)Ii.  my  dosri  I  feel  eo  fractions  this  evening:  sboold  like 
break  something,  or  box  somebody's  eatsi  Perhaps  it  la  the  e 
wind,  perhaps  my  dinner  of  only  soup,  perhaps  oriiiinal  taa;  wh 

ever  it  is,  I  must  positively  try  to  cone  out  of  it.  and  the  best  w 

I  c»a  think  of  to  smooth  my  '  raven  down '  is  writing  some  lii 
to  you,  Your  last  letter  was  charming,  dear,  ^st  the  ant 
letter  one  wants  from  n  place  familiar  and  deas  to  one;  nil  ab4 
everything  and  everybody.     Since  I  knew  Mrs.  Pringle  I  hi 


LETTER  903. 
JTrt.  AumbS.  ThoraliSL 


'  flaw  Bnnfutidr. '  I'm  BivtaK 

lluch  loll  to  Cbee.  I  rear.' 
,   Kckart  rvpliMl. 'The  llTlog 


Fii;  the  trustj  Eckaitof  m;  tnuuIUfngl], 
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e  to  nnderstond  sod  enter  into  the  late  Ladf  Asbburton's  ter- 
ror and  horror  of  what  she  called  '  all  about  feelingH.' 

My  cousin  Johu  (George's  son)  was  here  again  the  other  day, 
and  I  never  felt  bo  hopeless  about  him.  His  countenance,  his 
voice,  manner,  evcrytlilng  about  him  ta  changed.  And  yet  Beoce 
Jones  tells  him  it  will  be  time  enough,  if  he  get  to  a  warm  climate 
before  llie  apring  winds  set  in.  He  wil!  never  go,  I  believe,  if  he 
wait  [Ul  spriug.  I  am  going  to  lUchmond  the  first  possible  day  to 
Ulk  to  his  mother.  She  is  the  strangest  woman — atiraya  trying 
to  bide  her  son's  danger,  aa  if  it  were  a  crime.  The  fatallest 
eymptom  I  see  in  him  la  the  sanguincness  about  bis  recovery,  the 
Irritability  on  the  subject  of  his  health,  which  have  taken  place  of 
the  depresaiou  he  maaifested  ta  summer,  while  his  slate  gives  do 
reason  for  the  change  of  mood;  on  the  contrary.  Ma  cough,  and  ex- 
pectoralion  are  greatly  increased,  and  so,  he  owns,  are  his  night- 
rspirations.  He  is  paler  and  tbiuueri  and,  from  being  the 
Lost  silent  of  men,  be  now  talks  incesaantly.  and  eicitedly, 
id,  in  this  stale  he  goes  alwut  doing  his  usual  work,  and  he  left 
«  the  other  day  after  duski  I  am  very  grieved  about  him.  He 
||the  only  cousin  I  have,  that  I  have  had  any  pride  or  pleasure  in. 
[  Upon  my  word,  1  had  better  give  up  writing  for  this  day — noth- 
_|fig  to  lell  but  grievances!  Well,  here  is  one  Utile  fact  that  will 
amuse  you.  Just  imagine,  the  bit  of  boiled  ham,  which  you  would 
hardly  let  me  have,  has  la!ited  for  my  supper,  up  to  last  week;  and 
1  never  stinted  myself,  only  I  kept  it  '  all  to  myaelf,"  like  the 
greedy  boy  of  the  story  book.  I  began  to  think  it  was  going  to 
be  a  nineteenth  century  miracle.  But  it  did  end  at  lost,  and  now 
1  am  fallen  back  on  porridge  and  milk,  which  is  not  ao  niee.  I 
don't  know  about  Dr.  Coupland;  I  fancied  him  an  old  mau.  I 
^ODS  to  know  what  will  become  of  the  Irish  tutor, 
e  to  Uie  Doctor. 

Yours  ever  aSectiouatelj, 

J.  a 

LETTER  308. 
J.  Q.  Cooke,  Biq. 

t  Cherne  Row.  Cfaelwa;  Tiuoday,  mbont  Dec.  U,  I9E8. 
)b,  my  dear  kind  friend,  wliiit  a  shock  for  youT     And  what  a 
The  loss  of  one's  mother!     You  can  bnrdjy  realise  it  yel,  so 
iddeoly  and  sof lly  it  has  befallen ;  but  I  doubt  if  there  be  any 


IM  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OF 

other  loss  id  lift)  eqtial  to  it — so  iirepl&ceable,  bo  ill-peTT>din& 
And  the  coosolaiioD  given  one.  ilint  it  is  a  loss  '  in  tbe  contse  ol 
nature,'  and  'common  to  all  who  lire  long,'  only  mates 
s^kddei,   to  mj  thought.     Yw;  the  longer  one  lives  in  this  bird 
world  moiherleSB,  the  more  a  mother'a  loss  makes  itself  felt,  mi 
undoretood,  the  more  tenderly  and  salf-rcproachfulij  one  ttiinia 
hack  over  the  time  when  one  had  lier,  and  thought  eo  tittle  of  IL 
It  is  sixteen  years  tance  m;  mother  died,  as  unexpectedly :  and  no 
a  day,  DOt  aa  hour  has  passed  since  Uiat  I  have  not  miBMt' 
have  not  felt  the  world  colder  and  blanker  for  WKnt  of  Iter. 
that  is  no  comfort  to  offer  you. 

Come  to-morrow;  I  shall  certainly  be  at  home,  and  shall  tab 
care  to  be  alone.     I  feel  very  grateful  lo  you,  very,  for  liking  i 
come  to  me  at  euch  a  time  of  trouble. 

Yours  affectionately. 

Jamb  W.  Caslti^ 

LETTER  204 
Mrs.  Busseil.  ThamhUL 

SCheyne  Bow.Chdsca:  Deecoib«rl0.un.   i 

Oh,  young  wcman!  there  you  go  again  1  again  a  long  e 
And  I  will  tell  you  how  it  wlllbe — your  silence  will  become  It 
and  longer,  and  be  of  more  and  more  frequent  occurrence,  till  yo^i 
fall  out  of  acquain  lance  w^ith  mo^ain.  feel  aby.  and  diatrustf u]  witlli 
me,  and  speculate  about  '  not  liuviag  the  accommodation  of  L 
Qalitoofferl'  And,  ohmydear,  who  will  be  to  blame  for  that  itnl 
of  things  but  yourself?  Like  all  very  sensiiive  people,  yoa  ne« 
an  atmosphere  of  the  familiar  to  open  tbe  leaves  of  your  soul  ti 
The  strange,  the  unaccustomed.  bllgUta  you  like  a  fnwty  n" 
and  yet,  by  procrastination,  which  your  copy-lines  told  you  wi 
'tibo  root  of  all  evil,'  you  suffer  the  familiar  to  became,  by  Utd 
and  little,  that  'strange,'  which  has  such  withering  ellecU  0 
you.  Please  don't,  not  in  my  case,  for  Heaven's  sake  I  The  moi 
you  don't  write  to  me,  the  more  yon  will  find  it  uphill  work  ti 
you  do  write,  and  from  that,  to  speaking  at)out  'the  accom. 
Hon  of  Lann  Hall.' is  but  a  step  or  two  in  a  straight  line, 
write  such  nice  letters  when  your  hand  is  in,  that  they  cannot  b«  | 
labour  to  write.    Then  do,  my  dear,  keep  your  hand  in. 

Meanwhile.   I  have  sent  you  a  Now  Year's  gift,   which,  if  U 
come  to  hand  safe,  n'ill,  I  am  sure,  at  least  I  hope,  give  yoa  ■ 
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pleasant  siirprisc;  frir  really  it  will  be  like  seeing  into  our  interior 
in  a  peep-show.  It  is  the  odIj  one.  of  llic  size  that  exists  as  yet, 
and  I  had  it  done  on  purpoHe  for  you.  Anotlier,  amBller,  U  gone, 
inside  of  a  large  pieture-book  for  Mrs.  Pringle'a  children,  to  Robert 
MacTuck,  a  sort  of  ame'ide  homn'oble  for  having  failed  to  give  him 
myself — Good  God!  when  he  had  some  right  to  expect  it — long 
ago,  when  I  was  an  extremely  absurd  little  girL  Ilia  good  feeling 
towards  me,  after  all,  deserves  a  certain  esteem  from  me,  and  a 
certain  recognition,  which,  I  hope,  has  been  put  into  au  occcplabla 
form  for  him  in  the  peep-ahowl 

But  1  rouat  not  be  expatiating  over  things  in  general  to-day;  for 
I  am  in  a  dreadful  hurry,  a  grout  mony  letters  to  l>e  written,  be- 
sides that  it  is  my  day  for  driving  out  in  what  our  livery-atahle 
keepers  call  a  neat  fly,  viz.,  a  second-hand  brougliam  with  one 
horst — an  expensive  luxury,  which  Mr.  C.  forces  on  me  twice  a 
week  *  now  that  I  am  old  and  frail,  and  have  a  right  to  a  little  in- 
dulgence,' he  says. 

The  fact  is,  I  hare  boco  belated  in  mj  letters,  and  evcrytliing, 
this  week,  by  having  had  to  give  from  two  to  three  houra  every 
day  to  a  maa  who  has  unexpectedly  lost  his  mother,  He  has  five 
sisters  here,'  and  female  friends  world  wiUioul  end— is,  in  fact,  of 
all  men  I  know,  the  moat  popular;  and  such  Is  relatiunahip  and 
friendship  in  London,  that  he  has  Hed  away  from  everylmdy  to 
me,  who  wasn't  aware  liefore  that  I  vrae  Ills  particular  friend  the 
least  in  the  world.  But  I  have  always  had  the  same  sort  of  attrac- 
tion for  iniEerable  people  and  for  mad  people  that  amber  has  for 
stmwB.    Why  or  how,  t  have  no  idea, 

Mrs.  Pringle  wrote  me  a  long  really  nice  letter,  in  answer  to  my 
acknowledgment  of  the  intimation  of  her  uncle's  death.  She  is  a 
clever  woman  (as  tlie  Doctor  aays),  and  has  discovered  now,  no 
doubt,  that  the  style  wliich  suits  me  tKSt  is  the  natural  and  simple 
style,  and'that  my  soul  caunot  be  thrown  into  deliqulum,  by  any 
hundred -horse  power  of  uphoUlcry  or  of  moral  ttMtme.  She  la 
nice  as  ahe  is. 

I  will  get  the  money  order  for  the  poor  women,  in  passing  the 
poat-ofBce,  and  inclose  it  for  your  kind  offlcca.     Kindest  regards  to 
the  Doctor,  for  whom  I  have  a  new  story  about  Locock.    God 
keep  you  both,  for  me,  and  so  many  that  need  you. 
Youra, 

J.  W.  CiKLTLE. 
•  Can't  remember  him  (J.  G.  Cookel), 
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UisB  BnrDea.  a  very  prcttj.  amitible,  modest,  and  clerer  fonii 
lady,  was  Ibe  Doctor's  one  dau^liter;  in  uow  Mrs.  Siinmoodi.  < 
Uiia  neighbourhood  (wife  of  a  rising  barrister),  and  was  slwaji 
great  favourite  with  my  darling. — T.  C. 

Mm  Bame$.  Eing'i  Bond,  CheUea. 

6  CheToe  Row;  Hcntdar,  June  tHL 

Dear  Miss  Barnes, — Tour  father  left  a  message  for  me  thl 
ing,  the  answer  to  which  I  expected  him  to  '  come  and  take '  wbei 
he  had  done  with  our  ncxl-door  neighbour.  But  blessed  an  ttrif 
who  expect  nothing,  for  they  shall  not  be  disappointed. 

Pray  come  lo  lea  wilh  me  to-morrow  cTening  st  acven,  if  iii|' 
huabaod'a  particular  friends  'the  Deatinies,"  aJia»  'the  Upper  Poii 
era,'  aiuu  '  the  Immortal  Gods'  {your  father  aaya  you  read  Mr.  C 
80  you  will  uoderatand  me),  don't  interfere  to  keep  you  away. 

I  will  drop  this  at  your  door  in  passing  for  my  drive,  and,  alooj 
with  it,  a  piece  of  old,  old  German  crockery,  which  had  Uiehi 
our  to  catch  your  father's  eye  and  has  set  its  heart  an  belonging  11 
llim,     8o  don't  let  it  got  broken— till  he  have  seen  it  at  leasi 

All  you  know  of  me  as  yet  is  that  I  seem  to  be  in  the  very  low 
est  state  as  to  penmanship.     But  I  assure  you  1  can  write  n 
more  tidily  than  this,  mode  with  tlie  iiack  of  the  very  worst  pe 
the  created  worldl 

And  if  you  will  bring  wilh  you  tij-morrow  evening  wbalcvgc 

stock  you  may  have  of  '  faith,  bopci  and  charily,'  I  have  no  doaH 

but  wo  ahall  become  good  friends.  ^^ 

Tours  troty, 

Jang  WELas  Cabltia 

LETTER  806. 
This  year  1850  it  vras  resolved,  for  ilie  hot  weather,  that  ■  Fr 
crick'  eliould  be  Uirown  aside,  and  Fife  and  the  North  be  our  r 
uge  for  a  motiih  or  two.  We  had  secured  a.  tolerable  Upper  fl( 
ill  iJie  farmhouse  of  Humbie.  close  by  pleasant  Atwrdour;  ws  L 
great  need,  especially  she  had,  of  all  the  good  it  could  do  n& 
went  bv  steamer  with  clever  little  Charlotte,  my  horae,  and  Ne 
remember  somewhat  of  the  dreariness,  the  mean  confusion,  enn 
got  at  last  to  Granton,  where  brother  John  from  Edinborgh  Job 
me  to  accompany  across  the  Frith.  Our  first  talk  was  of  poor  1 
t>cIU  of  Scotsbrig,'  who  bad  died  a  few  weeka  before,  n  pcnnani 
loss  to  all  of  us. 


Mr*.  J 


mCuIiUi. 


Betliod.    Final  Fife  (particulnm  not  worlli  giving)  hod  a  c 
jotny  beauty  to  me— eLrange.  graiid,  sad  as  flie  gravel— T.  C, 


J.  Q.  Gooke.  Eiq..  Mmnl  8 
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t  Hutnbio; 
1  moDtli  nfter  that  at  '  Auchterlool  Hoiise '  (a  big,  gooditih 
house,  rather  in  disrepair,  for  which  no  special  rent,  oulj  some  vol- 
uDiary  for  sucb  politcueBS,  could  be  accepted),  for  above  a  month 

Fife  was  profoundly  iotereeling  to  me,  but  also  (unexpectedly), 
Rad,  dreary,  troublesome,  lonely,  peopled  only  by  ilae  ghosla  of 
the  past.  My  poor  darling  in  Hiimbie  Wood  with  me;  weak, 
weak !  could  not  walk,  durst  not  (really  durst  nol)  sit  on  tlie  Iny^ 
willing  Fritz,  with  me  leading;  got  her  a  cuddy  (dowkCT)  from 
Dumfries  (none  to  be  heard  of  in  Fife),  but  that  also  was  but  half 
successful.  Bhe  did  improve  a  little;  was  visibly  better  when  I 
rejoined  her  at  home.  For  myself  I  hnd  ridden  fiercely  (generally 
In  tragic  Luraour),  walked  ditto  laie  in  the  woods  at  night,  Ac,, 
bathed,  &C.,  hoping  still  to  recover  myself  by  force  in  tlial  way, 
'more  like  a  man  of  siiicen  than  of  giity-four,' as  I  often  heard 
it  said  by  an  ever-loviug  voicel    It  was  the  last  time  I  tried  the  boy 

^^V  Humbte,  A.b«T(lour,  FIte:  Satonlay, 

^^^My  dear  Friend,- 1  was  very  glad  of  your  letter,  nol  only  be- 
cause it  was  a  letter  from  you,  but  a  sign  that  you  had  forgiven  me 
— of,  still  better — thai  you  had  never  been  offended  1  I  assure  you, 
an  hour  or  two  later,  when  left  alone  ood  quiet  in  the  railway  car- 
riage, I  wondered,  as  much  as  you  could  do.  what  demon  inspired 
Hie  tasleiess  jest  witb  which  I  bade  you  goodbye !  in  presence  too, 
of  the  most  gossiping  and  romancing  of  all  our  mutual  acquaint- 
ances! I  was  so  tired  that  day!  Oh  my  heavens  I  so  tired  I  A.ni 
fatigue,  which  makes  an  healthy  human  being  Bleepy,  makes  me, 
in  my  present  nervous  stale,  delirious.  That  Is  my  excuse — the 
only  ODO  I  have  to  make,  at  least — for  Ibe  foolish  words  I  took 
leave  of  you  with. 

Mrs.  Bawkes  will  have  told  you  that  I  arrived  safe,  and  that  I 
an)  quite  content  with  the  'Parmliouse.'  It  commands  the  beauti- 
fullest  view  in  the  world,  and  abundance  of  what  Mr.  C.  calla  '  soft 
food  ■  (now  milk,  fresh  eggs,  whey.  &c.).  The  people  are  obliging; 
and  the  lodging  very  clean.  Mr.  C.  liathes  in  Ihu  sea  every  morn- 
ing, lyrically  recognises  the  'pure  air,' and  the  'soft  food;'  aud, 
if  not  essentially  in  better  benltb.  is  in  what  is  almost  as  good — that 
make-the-best-of -every thing  stale,  which  men  get  into  when  carry- 
ing out  their  own  idea;  and  only  thcnl 
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Charloite'  is  ihe  happiest  of  girlst  not  thftt  she  seems  la  ban 
much  sensibility  tor  the  •  Beuuties  ot  Nature,'  nor  Uml  her  hfalUi 
vaa  susceptible  of  improvemetit,  but  that  the  '  kiudncM  of  ^cMdi 
people  *  fills  her  n'itli  wonder  and  delighL     '  Tuuiig  men  that  dout 
so  much  aa  know  her  name,  paaaiag  Ler  on  the  road,  aaj  U>  hit, 
Bonnie  wee  lassie!'    And  the  farmer  here  gave  her  'a  little Bugar 
mhhit,'  and  said  to  her  'Little  girl,  you  are  growing  quite  pieltjf 
since  you  cntne.'    Did  I  ever  hear  of  such  kind  people!    Tlw 
horse  lUao  lilies  '  the  cliange.'    Hr.  C.  saye  '  he  is  a  much  improred 
horse;  is  in  perfect  raptures  over  hie  soft  food  (grass  and  new  h«j) 
but  incapable  of  recovering  from  his  astonlslunent  at  the  bsdnea 
ot  the  Fife  roads!'    Kero  liathea  with  his  master  from  asei 
duty:  andisgrnduailyshakingoS  the  selfish  torpor  that  had  ^M«^_ 
upon  him  in  London:  he  snores  less,  thinks  of  other  things  beside*  bH 
food;  and  shows  acme  of  his  old  fondness  for  me.    Myself  is  the  indt- 
Tidusl  of  the  party  who  has  derived  least  benefit  hitherto  from  llw 
place  and  its  advantages.    Indeed,  I  am  weaker  than  before  I  left 
home.     But  great  expectations  are  entertained  from — an  ass  (cuddf 
they  call  it  here!)  which  arrived  for  me  from  Dumfriesshire  ~ 
night.    Mj  own  choice  of  animal  to  ride  upon!    Mr.  C.  mounted 
me  twice  on  the  enraptured  and  astonished  horse.     But  a  cud^ 
wilt  suit  better;  as  Betty  remarked  when  she  was  here,  'ila  flM( 
and  near  the  grund,  dear.     It'll  no  bo  far  to  fa' t "    The  t — ■*" 
aay%  'I  hope  it'll  gang!    Them  creturs  is  someUmes  nncot 
fond  to  stand  stiUI '    I  am  just  going  to  try  Et.    Geroldine  sent  mi 
a  note  that  looked  like  being  written  on  a  ship  in  a  storm  at  se 
8uch  scrawling  and  blolliug  I   never   beheld,  and   the   sense 
matchl    If  Mr.  Mantel  makes  his  way  here,  we  shall  give  him 
friendly  welcome ;  but  it  ts  a  much  more  laborious  afiair  than  fro 
LondoQ  to  Riclimond. 

Yours  aficctionately, 

3 ASK  W.  CUBLna. 


Xis>L 


LETTER  207, 
'■net.  mnfft  Boad.  CheUea. 


AnchWrtool  BouK,  Ktrkcald;..Aue,  K  UBH 

My  dear  Miss  Barnes,— How  nice  of  you  to  have  written  me  ^ 
letter,  'all  out  of  your  own  head'  (as  the  children  say),  and  hol^' 
very  nice  ot  you  to  have  remarked  the  forget-me-not,  and  read 

>  Mrs.  Carlfle'smald. 
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n  itl  It  was  certainlf  with  intention  I  tied  up  aomo  tor- 
get-me-aols  nlong  with  nij  farewell  rosc^:  but  I  was  far  from  sure 
of  four  recognising  the  inlention,  qd(1  at  the  same  lime  not  joung 
enousb  to  make  it  plainer.  Sentiment,  you  see,  is  not  well  looked 
on  by  Ihfl  present  generation  of  women;  liiero  is  a  growing  taste 
for  fastness,  or,  still  worse,  Tor  Btrong-mindednesst  so  a  discreet 
woman  dike  me)  will  beware  always  of  putting  her  aenUmeal 
(wijen  she  has  any)  in  eTldcnce — will  rather  leave  it — as  in  the  for- 
get-me-not case — to  bo  divined  throtigli  sympathy;  and  failing  the 
sympntby.  to  escape  notice. 

And  you  are  actually  going  to  get  marricdl  you!  already!  Ajid 
you  expect  me  to  congratulate  you!  or  'perhaps  not.'  I  admiie 
the  Judiciousness  of  that  'perhaps  not.'  Franldy,  my  dear,  Iwlsh 
yon  all  happiness  in  the  new  life  that  is  opening  tn  you;  and  yon 
are  marrying  under  good  auspices,  since  your  father  approves  of 
the  marriage.  But  congratulation  on  such  occasions  seems  to  me 
a  tempting  of  Providence.  The  triumphal- process  ion -air  which, 
in  our  manners  and  cu.itoros,  is  given  to  marriage  at  the  outset — 
that  singing  of  Te  Deum  before  the  battle  has  begun — has.  ever 
since  I  could  reflect,  struck  me  as  somewhat  senseless  and  some- 
what impious.  If  ever  one  ia  to  pray— if  ever  one  is  to  feel  grave 
and  anxious — if  ever  one  is  to  shrink  from  vain  show  and  vain 
babble — surely  it  is  Just  on  the  occasion  of  two  human  beings 
binding  themselves  to  one  nnollier.  for  better  ind  for  worse,  till 
death  part  Lhem;  just  on  that  occasion  which  It  is  customary  to 
celebrate  only  with  rojoiciAgs,  nud  congratulations,  and  trouueavx, 
and  white  ribbon  I     Good  God  1 

Will  you  tliick  me  mad  if  I  tell  you  that  when  I  read  your 
words,  'I  am  going  to  be  married,' I  all  but  screamed?  Positively. 
tt  took  away  my  breath,  as  If  1  saw  you  in  the  act  of  taking  a  fly- 
ing leap  into  infinite  space.  Yiiu  liiid  looked  to  me  such  a  happy, 
happy  little  girll  your  father's  only  daughter;  and  ho  so  fond  of 
you,  as  he  evidently  was.  After  you  had  walked  out  of  our  houao 
together  that  night,  aud  I  had  gone  up  to  my  own  room,  1  sat 
down  there  In  the  dork,  and  took  'a  good  cry.'  You  had  ro- 
minded  me  so  vividly  of  my  own  youth,  when  I,  also  an  only 
daughter — an  only  child— had  a  father  as  fond  of  me.  as  proud  of 
me.  I  wondered  if  you  knew  your  own  happiness,  Weill  know- 
ing it  or  not,  It  has  not  been  enough  for  you.  it  would  seem.  Nat- 
urally, youth  is  so  in.><atiBble  of  happiness,  and  has  such  sublimely 
~^       ,e  faith  in  its  own  power  to  make  bappy  and  be  happy. 


no 
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Bnt  of  yoar  father?  Who  is  to  cbeer  his  toilsome  life,  sind  makt 
home  bright  for  liira!  His  companion  tlirough  halt  a  Ultlioe 
goaet  Ills  dear  'bit  of  rubbish'  gone  too,  though  la  a  diOtroil 
BBDBe.  Oh,  lilllo  girll  little  glrll  do  70U  know  the  blank  jrouKiU 
make  to  blmT 

Now,  upon  my  honour,  I  seem  to  be  writing  just  such  a  letter  u 
a  raven  might  wrile  if  it  Lad  been  taught.  Perhaps  tha  heabtDe  I 
toolc  Id  despair  lost  night  has  somotliing  la  do  with  my  mood  to- 
day. Anyhow,  when  one  can  only  ray  out  darkness,  one  had  bMt 
clap  an  estiuguUhcr  on  oneself.  And  so  Ood  bless  you! 
Sincerely  youm, 

Jamk  W.  Cabltis. 

LETTER  208. 

To  George  Cooke,  Sag. 

Aucbtertool  Hdubb,  Elrhc&Idj:  Fridlf.,i 
I  am  not  at  the  mnnse,  but  wtthia  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  walk  d 
it,  in  a  large  comfortable  house  lent  us  by  a  Mr.  Liddell;  anii'm 
should  have  done  well  here  bad  not  Mr.  C.  walked  and  rode  an^ 
bathed  himself  into  a  bilious  criais  Just  before  leaving  Humbia; 
ao  that  he  IjegHii  life  under  the  most  untoward  auspices.  For  tbK 
first  forlniicht,  indeed,  it  was.  so  far  as  myself  was  coocoraed. 
like  being  keeper  in  a  madhouse  than  being  '  in  the  country'  tat 
'quiet  and  change'  Things  are  a  little  subsided  na^f,  boweTt^ 
and  in  epil«  of  the  wear  and  tear  on  my  nerves,  I  am  certainly  li 
languid  and  weak  than  during  all  my  stay  in  the  tonnhouM, 
Whellier  it  be  that  the  air  of  Auchtertool  suits  me  better  than  tint. 
of  Aberdour,  or  that  having  my  kind  little  cousins  within  cry  am 
wbolosrime  diversion,  or  that  it  required  a  continuance  of  county 
air  to  act  upon  my  feebleness.  I  am  not  competent  to  eay,  nor  is " 
of  the  alighteet  earthly  consequence  ^viiat  the  cause  is,  bo  tb*t  U 
cSect  has  been  as  1  tell  you. 

LETTER  20&.  \ 

T.  CarhjU.  The  031.  Anium. 

fork.  Scavin's  Hotel:  Thimdoy,  8«pt.  2t.  IWL 

Therel  I  ha?e  done  itt    You  prophesied  my  heart  would  fall  in 

ftfeen  it  came  to  the  point,  and  I  would  'just  rush  straight  Q 

^^^b  to  the  end.'    But  my  heart  didnt  faM  me,  'or  rather' (1 

^^^KVIce  Dr.  Corlyle)  it  did  fail  me  horribly!  but  my  mt 
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held  true,  and  kepi  me  up  to  the  mark.  With  the  recolleclion  ot 
Qxe  agoDics  of  tiredoess  I  suffered  on  the  joiirDey  down,  aod  for 
laaaj  days  nfler,  still  liDgllng  Uirough  my  nervos,  I  look  no  coun- 
•el  with  my  heart,  but  kept  determined  lo  not  expose  myself  to 
that  Bgttin,  whatever  alse  (bugs  iucluslvc).  And,  so  far,  I  have 
reason  to  congratulate  myself;  for  I  was  gelling  '  quite '  done  up 
by  the  lime  we  reached  York,  and  I  am  now  very  comforlable  in 
my  Inn,  with  prospects  for  the  night  not  bnd  I  If  only  there  be  no 
'small  beinga'  (as  Mozzin)  preltily  styles  them)  in  the  ulegont 
green -curtained  bed  ot  number  44,  Scawin's. 

in  Bitting  writing  in  that  number,  by  the  side  of  n  bright  little 
wliicb  I  ordered  to  be  lighted,  the  first  thing,  on  my  arrival, 
le  it  was  bumiug  up,  I  went  down  and  had  lea  in  the  '  ladies' 
tee-room,'  where  was  no  flre,  but  also  no  ladiesl  They  brought 
very  nice  ten  and  muffins,  and  I  'asked  for'  cream  I  I  and  for 
sn  egg]  1 1  'And  it  was  all  very  comfortable! '  I  think  1  etisU 
order  some  supper  when  the  lime  comes;  but  I  haven't  been  able 
to  decide  what  yet.  There  isn't  a  sound  In  Ibc  house,  nor  in  the 
back  court  that  my  windows  look  out  on.  It  is  hardly  to  be  hoped 
such  quiet  can  last.  Trains  will  come  in  during  Ihe  night,  and  I 
shall  hear  ttaem.  anyliow;  for  this  hotel,  though  not  the  Railway 
Station  Hotel,  is  just  outside  the  elation  gate.     It  was  Eliza  LIddell 

'bo  recommended  it  to  me.  I  never  was  in  an  inn.  alt  by  myself, 
except  one  night  years  ago,  in  the  '  Qcorgo '  at  Haddington, 
vas  not  exactly  an  inn  lo  me;  and  1  like  the  feeling  at  it 

lexpectedly  well!  The  freedom  at  once  from  ■living's  carea, 
that  is  cares  of  bread,"  the  pride  of  being  one's  own  mistress  and 
own  protector,  alt  that  lifts  me  inlo  a  certain  eialtntlon,  'regard- 
less of  expense.'  And  now  I  am  going  to  ring  my  bell,  and  order  a 
pair  of  cnodlest 

Candles  comel  a  pair  of  composite — not  wai,  'thanks  Ood"'  I 
shall  breakfast  here  in  peace  and  quietness  to-morrow  moiiiiog; 
and  leave  by  a  train  that  starts  at  ten,  and  reaches  London  at  four; 
and  shall  Bo  avoid  night  air,  which  would  not  suit  me  at  present. 
It  has  grown  very  cold,  within  the  last  two  vreeks;  and  I  was  as 
near  catching  a  regular  bad  cold  as  ever  I  waa  iu  my  life  without 
doing  it!  The  habit  I  took  of  waking  at  four  at  Auchtertool  con- 
tinued at  Momingside,  where  there  was  much  disturbance  from 
carta  'going  to  the  lirae."  The  morning  I  left  was  chill  and  damp; 
and  I  rose  at  six,  tired  of  lying  still,  and  dawdled  about  ray  room, 
''    :king,  till  I  took  wlint  Anne  used  to  cull  'the  cold  aUivcra.* 
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Mn.  Binaie'a  vana  welcome  and  warm  dinner  failed  to 
which  was  a  pity;  tor  Mrs.  Oodbybad  ftirived  and  tho  short  viiil 
would  have  been  exiremdy  pleasant,  but  for  my  cliiil.  My  tonpM 
and  throat  became  very  sore  towards  night.  Next  day  1  fell  quiH 
desperate:  but  Hrs.  Qodbygave  measliS  tumbler  of  brandy  Uiddy, 
in  the  forenoon,  before  I  elarted:  and  her  brother  cent 
carriage,  straight  to  Sunny  Bank,  so  as  to  avoid  the  cold  waililie 
at  Long  Niddiy,  and  the  other  risks  of  tbc  train ;  and  on  arrlvtDg 
at  Sunny  Bank,  I  swallowed  two  glasses  of  wine,  and  then,  at  bed* 
lime,  a  stiff  tumbler  of  whisky  toddylTI  and  so  on,  for  tbe  next 
two  days  fairly  battling  down  the  cold  wltb  '  stimulanbi.'  I  UiId^ 
I  shnll  escape  now.  it  I  take  reasonable  care.  Pity  there  should  M 
'always  aflometliing'l  But  for  this  apprehension  of  an 
log  illneaa,  and  these  horrid  'cold  shivers,'  I  should  have  enjoyri 
my  lost  visit  to  Sunny  Bauk  eo  much.  Tliey  were  so  much  b 
the  house  so  mucli  cheerfuller  with  Eliza  there,  and  so  many  pmpl 
came  to  see  me  that  I  liked  to  see.  Even  when  I  left,  this  n 
ing,  I  did  not  despair  of  seeing  them  again  I ' 

Surely  you  will  never  be  so  rude  to  Ihat  good-humoured  I^d] 
Stanley  as  to  fling  bor  over  utter  nil.  Besides,  Alderley  would  it 
so  good  a  resting-place  for  you  on  the  long  Journey.      I  hope  to  gl 
things  into  their  naturul  condition  before  yon  arrive. 

Ever  yours, 

J.  W.  C. 

Lore  to  Mfiry.    I  iiope  sho  liked  her  picture.    You  never  w 
each  a  pen  as  I  am  writing  withi 


T.  CarlyUi,  SeoUbriff. 

&  Cbryae  Row,  Chelsaa;  Monday,  Sept.  K.  UH 

Two  letters  to  be  forwarded,  or  catch  me  having  put  pen 
paper  this  day,  I  am  so  tired,  Oli  myl  I  never!  A  good  slei 
would  have  put  me  to  rights,  but  that  hanu't  come  yet.  In  spite 
like  slUluess.  and  the  good  bed.  and  the  all-my-own-way.  I  do  ool 
Ing  but  fall  asleep,  and  start  up,  and  light  matches,  till  (a 
o'clock  strikes,  and  ittter  that  I  lie  awake,  wishing  it  were  bi«ak< 
fast-time.  Wliat  a  wise  woman  I  was  to  come  home  by  mywlC 
and  got  my  fatigues  done  out  before  you  arrived.     I  am  not  goinf 
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out  to-dsj.  nor  wns  I  out  jesterdaj,  but  on  Saturday  Bftemooii  I 
trailed  myself  to  Silvester's,  and  saw  the  horee — 'just  come  in  from 
being  exercised,' 'in   capitel  condition,' 'so  fntl'  Silvester  said, 

clapping  its  bullock,  'and  so  spirity  that  he  never 1'   Tlieatabie 

seemed  good  and  very  clefiu.  1  think  them  most  respectable  people. 
And  the  distance  b  low  llisu  to 'a.' 

If  you  could  conveniently  bring  a  small  bag  of  meal  wilh 
you  from  Scotabrig,  it  would  be  welcome;  we  have  none  bul 
Eomo  Fife  meal,  which  is  very  inferior  to  tlie  Annandale.  At  all 
events,  you  could  ask  Jamie  to  send  ua  a  few  stone,  say  four,  and  if 
Mary  would  give  us  a  lilllc  Jur  ol  butter,  like  what  she  Beat  with 
me  last  year,  it  •  wud  be  a  great  advantage.' ' 

I  find  everything  in  the  house  perfectly  aafe — no  bugs,  no  motlis, 
gmtes  unrusled,  much  more  care  having  been  taken  than  when 
Anne  was  left  In  it,  with  wages,  and  board  wages,  at  least  in  the 
last  years  of  Anne's  incambency.  Mrs.  Southern  is  an  excellent 
woman,  I  do  believe,  ami  Charloiie  is  already  the  better  for  being 
back  beiide  her— away  from  Thomson'a  and  Mual's.' 

Ever  yours, 

J.  W.  C. 


T.  Carlyle.  Esq.,. 


Piirk,  CongUton. 


S  Cbe^ne  Row.  Clieleea:  Thursda;,  SepL  19.  lUD. 

inksl  Just  one  line,  that  you  may  not  be  fancying  me  past 
But  there  is  no  time  for  a  letter,  I  am  ahocked  to  find 
r  1al«  it  is.  I  fell  U>  putting  down  the  clean  drugget,  in  the 
rawing-room,  '  with  my  own  h.tads,' '  that  you  might  not  on  your 
flr^t  arrival  receive  the  same  impression  of  profound  gloom 
from  the  dark  green  carpet,  that  drove  myaelf  towards  thoughts  of 
Euicidet  And,  behold,  the  seams  had  given  way  in  many  places  at 
the  washing;  and  I  have  hod  to  sit  on  the  floor  like  a  tailor,  stitch- 
ing, Btitching,  and  so  the  time  passed  away  unremarked,  and  it  now 

>  The  anmic  placel  M7  poor  '  Friu  '  hkd  been  luddenlj  taken  to  SaJler'a. 
Ealna  Squnre.  and  for  a  ;»ar  or  more  bod  been  q,a\K  comlnK  round  (hen. 

'  Oiwl  KaBtLothiiuiwomaa'B  speech  to  me,  on  tlie  return  (rum  Duabaruid 
the  pLiffUee  ot  Iriahry.  Jtc.  So.  (t  serenteen  jreuB  ago):  '  U  the  wund  would 
fa-,  ltwiidb8,'Ac. 

■  KamM  ]D«t«]f — uokaowD. 

•  'atgwd  It,  with  Hi;  owa  buii) '  (Ed ward  Irving,  forty  feon  aeo). 
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is  long  pital  mir  dinner-time,  and  no  dinner  so  mncb  u  Utongiil  of, 
in  spile  of  CiiarlolW'B  repeated  queslioaa. 

I  will  put  myself  in  an  omnibue,  and  go  up  U>  MJchel'a  in  Sloue 
Street,  and  dine  on  a  plate  of  soup.  Woman  wants  but  litUo  ben: 
below — alter  a  r^lwaj  journey  from  Scotland  eEpeci»llf. 

I  am  gtftd  you  have  gone  to  Alderlty,  I  hare  slL-pt  a  degne  Iwi- 
tcr  the  last  two  nights;  but  hnve  still  much  tomiikc  up  in  Ihalwgj. 
Don't  huny  on,  if  you  do  well  at  the  Stanleys'.  Kind  regaidi  w 
the  lady. 

Toun  erer, 

j.yr.c 

LETTER  213. 

r  Nero's  throat'  Poor  little  fodiA 
'ler  all;  was  never  well  agiun.  Hft 
died  in  lome  four  montbi  (Feb.  1. 1890.  aa  the  little  tablet  »tii/ 
while  viaibie)  with  a  degree  of  pitying  sorrow  even  from  me,  whio 
I  am  still  Burptised  at. 

The  wreck  of  poor  Nero,  who  had  to  be  strychnined  hy  the  &9 
tor,  was,  and  ia  still,  memorable,  sad  and  miserable  to  me.  the  lai 
nocturnal  walk  he  took  with  me,  hi*  dim  while  litiSe  figure  in  tt^ 
universe  of  dreary  black,  and  my  tlien  mood  about  '  Frederick 
and  other  things. 

HolmUill  is  half  a  mile  from  the  villiige  of  ThornHll.     Dr.  II 
sell  withdrawing  from  regular  business  there. — T  0. 

Jtf™.  ih/wdH,  ThomMU. 

B  Cherne  Bow,  Ohebea:  Wednesdaf,  October  tO,  18K 

Dearest  Mary, — 'If  you  but  knew  how  I  have  been  situaUn 
(my  hnaband's  favourite  piiraae).  Pirat,  I  arrived  bo  tired!  oht 
dead  tiredl  NotwithsiaDdiog  that,  I  Rciually  tummoned  nerve' 
put  in  effect  my  often  cherished  idea  of  sleeping  at  York  (half-wa 
atone  in  an  inn.  Odd  that  I  should  never,  at  this  age.  have  dol 
that  tiling  before,  in  my  life,  except  once,  when,  after  ai 
of  eighteen  years.  I  spent  a  night  incognita  in  the  George  Inni 
Haddington,  where  I  could  not  feel  myself  a  mere  traveller, 
was  a  proof  that  my  nerves  were  stronger,  if  not  my  limbs,  that 
really  carried  out  the  York  spepulaljon,  when  it  came  to  the  p(at 
It  would  certainly  have  been  tigain  a  failure,  however,  but  for 
lady  in  Fife  telling  mc  of  a  comfortable  inn  to  stop  at. 
aafc,  on  getting  out  of  the  carriage,  '  was  any  porter  from  Mrs.  So 
win's  here?'  which  I  had  no  sooner  done,  than  the  name  ScaW 
was  shouted  out  in  the  sound  of  'Sowensl'  to  my  great  ■bamst 
feeling  as  If  everybody  knew  where  I  was  going,  nod  tluU  It  m 
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m;  first  adventure  of  tbesortl  I  But  I  was  comfortably  and  (|tiiell<r 
lodged;  DO  bugs,  uo  anythiag  lo  molest  mc.  only  that  tlie  tumult 
in  my  own  blood  kept  me  awnke  all  night;  bo  Uial  1  urrived  bere 
as  tired,  next  evening,  as  if  1  had  come  the  whole  road  at  one 
borrid  rush.  And  I  hadn't  mucli  time  allowed  me  to  rest;  for, 
though  Charlotte  had  got  down  ult  the  corpoU.  tlioro  were  atUl 
quantities  of  dctailB  for  me  to  do,  before  Ur.  C.  came.  And  he 
stayed  only  a  neck  behind  me. 

WbeD  the  bouse  was  all  in  order  for  him,  my  cares  were  destined 
to  lake  another  tnm,  even  more  engrossing.  Just  the  night  before 
his  arrival.  Charlotte  went  to  some  ahopB.  lAking  the  dog  with  her, 
and  brought  bim  bome  in  ber  arms,  all  crumpled  together  like  a 
crushed  spider,  and  his  poor  lillte  eyes  protruding,  aud  Qxedly  star- 
ing in  hia  headi  A  butcher's  curt,  driving  furiously  round  a 
sharp  corner,  hud  passed  over  poor  little  Nero's  throat  I  and  not 
killed  him  on  the  spot!  But  be  looked  killed  enough  at  the  first. 
When  1  tried  lo  '  stand  him  on  Ihe  ground '  (otj  the  servants  here 
say),  he  flopped  over  on  his  side,  quite  stiff  and  UuconscJousI  You 
may  figure  my  seneatiousl  and  I  durst  not  show  all  tny  grief; 
Charlotte  was  so  disires^d.  and  really  could  Dot  have  helped  iti  I 
put  him  in  a  warm  bath,  and  aftem'ards  wrapped  him  warmly,  and 
laid  him  on  a  pillow,  and  left  him,  without  much  hope  of  finding 
him  alive  in  the  morning.  But  in  the  momiag  he  still  breathed, 
though  incapable  of  any  movement;  but  he  swallowed  some  warm 
milk  that  I  put  into  his  mouth.  Atiout  midday  I  was  saying  aloud. 
'  Poor  dogi  poor  little  Nerol '  when  I  sow  the  bit  tail  trying  to  wag 
itself  I  and  after  that,  I  had  good  hopes.  In  another  day  he  could 
raise  his  head  to  lap  the  milk  himself.  And  so,  by  little  and  tittle, 
he  recovered  the  use  of  himself:  but  it  was  ten  days  before  he  was 
able  to  raise  a  bark,  his  first  attempt  was  like  the  scream  of  an 
infanll  It  hns  been  a  revelation  to  me,  this,  of  the  strength  of  the 
throat  of  a  dogl  I  Hr,  C.  says,  if  the  wheel  had  gone  over  any- 
where else,  it  would  have  killed  him.  A  gentleman  told  me  the 
other  night  that  he  once  saw  a.  fine  large  dog  run  over;  the  great 
wheel  of  one  of  Pickford's  heary-ladcn  vans  wont  over  its  throsll  1 
And  the  dog  Just  rose  up  and  shook  itself  1 1  It  next  staggered  a 
little  to  one  side,  and  then  a  little  to  the  other,  as  If  drunk,  then  it 
steadied  itself,  and  walked  composedly  hornet 

When  I  was  out  of  trouble  with  my  dog,  I  had  time  lo  feel  how 
very  relaxing  and  depressing  the  ur  of  Chvlsea  was  for  me.  as 
1,  after  the  bracing  climate  of  Scotland.    I  was  perfectly  done. 
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t£U  Ur.  C.  i&atsted  on  Kiting  up  the  carriage  agMn.  and  ProvideBtt 
pat  me  oo  drinbing  water  out  of  a  ■bitter  cup;'  that  is  a  neviii- 
railioa,  Tery  popalar  here  this  year!— a  cup  made  of  tbe  wood  of 
qnaoia,  which  makes  tlie  water  quite  bitter  inainiDuie; 
■  chip  of  quaKM  put  into  water  would  have  llie  aamc  effc<:t;  bol 
nobody  erer  Ud  me  tafce  that!  I  thouglit.  for  iliree  or  four  At}\ 
tbU  I  hail  diseoTered  the  grand  panacea  of  lifel  I  felt  u>  bungT;rt 
asd  ao  cheerful  1 1  and  eo  active!  But  one  night  I  was  seited  vllk 
IhabarrideBl  cramps!  which  quite  took  llie  shine  out  of  quaaililoi 
mo,  Ifaon^  I  daresay  it  was  merely  that  I  had  quite  neglected 
bowels.  I  haTCn't  bad  courage  to  re-commence  with  the  'Utw 
cap:*  hot  it  wQl  come!  Meanwhile  I  am  pretty  well  over  tta 
Utioiu  aids  thai  has  befallen,  to  'remind  me  thst  1  am  bnia 
woflDaal'  uidBTery  frail  one  (1  mean  in  a  pbyncal  sense)! 

Bow  ptenutt  it  will  be  to  piink  of  you  at  that  pretty  HolmhilU 
tbou^  one  will  always  have  a  lender  feeling  towanls  tbt  'dd' 
nunUiog  house.'  where  we  have  had  such  good  days  logetbcK. 
Btil  the  Dtber  place  will  be  for  the  good  of  your  health,  aa  well  M> 
more  agreeable,  wbea  yon  have  once  got  ot«'  the  p^  of 
wUch  is  painful  to  good  beans,  though  it  may  be  joyful  enou^  tfr 
light  ODce.  It  will  also  be  a  comfort  to  my  mind  lo  think  ot  Ihi 
drawtDg-room  geMiag  papered  all  with  one  sort  of  papcxi 

Qod  Vkm  yoa    Love  to  your  lni^«nd. 

J.  W.  CAXLTia. 

LETTER  SIS. 
Ik  Mn.  AMhv.  ffill  Stnet,  Edinburgh. 

SCbe^seRow,  Chelieft!  October  SI,  UN. 

Tou  dear  nice  womonl  there  jou  are!  a  briglit  cheering  appai 

tlon  to  surprise  one  on  a  foggy  October  morning,  over  one's  bml 

fast — that  most  trying  ta«titntioo  for  people  who  are  '  nervotu*  an 

'  don't  sleep! ' 

It  (the  phoIogTBpb)  made  our  breakfast  Ibb  morning  '  poaa  08 
like  the  better  sorts  of  brcAkfafts  in  Dcerbrook. '  in  which 
seemod  to  have  come  Into  the  worid  chiefly  to  eat  breakfast 
ercry  possible  varieiy  of  lempcrt 

Blo^od  be  the  inventor  of  phologrsphyl     I  set  him  above  ev 
the  inveuior  of  cblorofonn!    It  has  given  more  positive  plearan 
10  poor  Sttfferiug  humanity  than  anything  that  has  'c 
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my  lime  or  is  like  to — this  art  by  vfaich  even  the  '  poor '  can  pos- 
etes  themselves  of  toleruble  likenesses  of  their  absent  dear  ones. 
And  mustn't  it  bcscliug  favoumbl;  on  Ibe  morality  of  the  country! 
1  assure  I  liavc  oflen  gone  into  my  own  room,  in  the  devil's  own 
humour — ready  to  swejir  at  '  thjngs  in  general.'  and  Bome  things  in 
particular — anil,  my  eyes  rcglirif;  by  chance  on  one  of  my  photo, 
graplis  of  ]oDg-«go  places  or  people,  a  crowd  of  ead,  gentle  Ihoughls 
has  rushed  into  my  heiirt.  BOil  driven  the  devil  out.  as  clean  as  ever 
Bo  much  holy  woter  and  priestly  exorcisms  could  have  done!  1 
have  a  photograpli  of  Haddiagion  church  tower,  and  my  father's 
tombstone  in  it — of  every  place  I  ever  lived  at  aa  a  home — photo- 
graphs of  old  lovers!  old  friends,  old  servants,  old  dogsl  In  a  day 
or  two,  you,  dear,  will  be  framed  and  hung  up  among  the  '  friends.' 
And  thai  bright,  kind,  indomitable  face  of  yours  will  not  be  the 
least  efficacious  face  there  for  exorcising  my  devil,  when  I  have 
him!  Thank  you  a  thousand  limes  for  keeping  yourwonJt  Of 
course  yon  would— that  is  just  the  beauty  of  you,  that  you  never 
deceive  nor  disappoint. 

Oh  my  dear!  my  dear!  how  awfully  tired  I  was  with  the  Journey 
home,  and  yet  I  had  taken  two  days  to  it.  sleeping— that  is, 
attempting  to  sleep — at  York.  What  a  pity  it  is  that  Scotland  is 
so  far  oITt  nil  the  good  one  has  gained  there  gets  shaken  off  one  in 
tbc  lerriflo  journey  home  again,  and  then  the  different  atmosphere 
is  so  trying  to  one  fresh  from  Iho  pure  air  of  Fife — so  eshaiiating 
and  depressing.  If  it  hadn't  been  that  I  had  a  deal  at  house' 
maiding  to  execute  during  the  week  I  was  here  before  Mr.  C. 
returned.  I  must  have  given  occasion  for  newspaper  paragraphs 
under  the  head  of  'itelancholy  suicide.'  But  dusting  books, 
making  chair^mvera,  and  'all  that  sort  of  thing.'  leads  one  on 
insensibly  to  live — till  the  crisis  gets  safety  ;iassed. 

My  dear!  I  haven't  time  uor  inclination  for  much  letter.wriling 
— nor  have  you.  I  should  suppose,  but  do  let  us  exchange  letters 
now  and  then,  A  friendship  which  has  lived  on  air  for  so  many 
years  together  is  worth  the  trouble  of  giving  it  a  little  human  sus- 
tenance. 
„  Oive  my  kind  regards  to  your  husband- 1  like  him.— And  believe 

Your  e' 


LETTEE8  AND  MEMOlllALS  OF 


LETTER  214. 

Id  October,  after  gettiog  bome.  there  wns  a  determined  wdaa^ 
made  on  '  Fredecick.'  an  altempt  (still  in  the  way  of  f oulb— t 
rather  tlian  QOI)  lo  vunquiiih  by  sheer  force  the  immeiiBe  moasest 
iucondlte  or  semi-cODditenibblBh  which  liad  accumulated  on  'Frtdi 
erick,'  that  is,  to  let  the  printer  atTwehtway  drive  me  thnugh  ill 
a  most  fond  and  foolish  notion,  nhjch  indeed  I  myself  paitlT  J — 
durst  I  have  confessed  it,  to  be  foolish  and  even  impoesiblel 
this  waa  the  cuseall  along;  I  never  once  said  to  tnjaelf,  'All  tho 
chaotic  mountains,  wide  as  the  world,  Itigh  as  the  sUra.  diemsl 
Lelhe,  Styx,  and  Phlegethon.  did  mortal  ever  see  tlie  like  of  it  ( 
size  and  for  quality  in  the  rubbish  wayf   All  this  thou  wilt  kaTe 
take  into  thee,  to  ronst  and  smelt  iu  the  furnace  of  thy  own  Mg 
soul  Ull  thoit  fairiy  do  snidt  the  grains  of  gold  out  of  itl'    Si 
though  dimly  knowing  all  this.  I  durst  not  openly  know  it  (indi 
how  could  1  otherwise  ever  have  undertaken  such  a  sabJectT); 
I  had  got  far  on  with  the  unutterable  enterprise,  before  1  did  ol 
admit  that  such  was  verily  proving,  and  would,  on  to  the  fli 
prove  to  have  been  the  terrible  part  of  this  aifair,  affair  which] 
must  now  conquer  ttiU  qtiaU,  or  else  perish  I    This  first  atl«riip( 
Octobei^Februarr,  1859-1800  (after  dreadful  tugglne  at  the  itrap 
waa  given  up  by  lier  serious  advices,  which  I  could  not  but  adn 
to  be  true  as  well  as  painful  and  hurailiatingl    Norember  1800  h 
arrived  before  there  was  any  further  ptintiag:  nothing  tbencefoi 
but  silent  puUing  at  a  dead  lift,  which  lasted  four  or  five  ja 

My  darling  must  have  sufFcred  much  in  all  this ;  how 
sometimes  thought  how  cruel  it  was  on  her,  to  whom  'S 
was  literally  nothing  except  thiDugh  mc,  so  cruel,  alas,  alua,  i 
yet  inevitable!  Never  once  in  her  deepest  misery  did  she  bint, 
word  or  sign,  what  she  too  woj  suffering  under  thai  score;  me  o 
did  she  ever  seem  to  pity  in  it,  the  heroic,  the  thrice  noble,  i 
wholly  loving  soul! 

She  seemed  generally  a  little  stronger  th!s  Tear,  and  only  .   . 
her  strength,  though  blind  /  never  saw  it,  and  kept  hoping,  hopii 
was  never  to  come  back,  hut  the  reverae.  the  reverse  more  " 
morel    Except  a  week  or  two  at  the  Gran^  (January  1840),  wi 
did  not  hurt  either  of  us,  1  tbiuk  we  bad  intended  to  moke  no 
its  this  year,  or  as  good  as  none.    Wc  did,  however,  and  for 
reasons,  make  two — hers,  a  most  unlucky  or  provoking  one, 
vokingly  curtiUled  and  fnistrated.  as  will  be  seen,    'Hiis  wu 
August,  to  Alderloy,  and  she  could  have  gone  further  but  for  bli 
ill  Kick.    Beginning  of  July  she  had  tried  a  week  or  thereby 
lodging  at  Brighton,  and  invited  me.  who  tried  for  three  days,  t 
could  get  no  Bleep  for  noises,  and  had  to  hurry  home  by  myse 
where  also  I  could   not  sleep   nor  stay  to  any  purpose,  ~ 

chiefly  by  brother  John,  who  accompanied,  led  by  sea  lo 
for  a  '  long  sail '  first  of  all. 


JANE  WELSU  CARLTLE. 


Jb  Mra.  RusgeB.  ThornhUL 

S  Cbeyite  Bow.  Chelsea:  Fridar.  3tii.  ».  WtO. 
Dearest  Mary, — A  letter  from  me  would  have  crosaeii  yours  (with 
the  bonk)  on  the  road,  \1  it  hada'L  lieen  for  a  jacket!  Things  are 
BO  uddly  hooked  togelher  Id  this  world.  The  couDection  in  this 
caae  is  simple  enough.  I  ceeded  a  little  jacket  for  home  wear,  and, 
poBseiisiog  a  euperfluous  bluck  silk  scarf,  I  resolved,  in  a  moment 
of  economical  eDthusiasm,  to  make  with  my  own  hands  a  jacket  out 
of  it.  For,  in  epite  of  the  '  thirty  thousand  distrcseed  needlewomen ' 
one  hears  so  much  of.  tlio  fact  remains  timt  Dobody  can  get  a  de- 
cent article  of  dress  made  here,  unless  at  enonnoua  cost.  And  be- 
sides, the  dresemukem  who  can  fit  one  won't  condescend  to  make 
anylhing  butwilh  their  own  materials.  60  I  fell  to  cutting  out 
that  jacket  last  Monday,  and  only  flniehed  it  to-day  (Friday)l  and 
was  BO  much  excited  over  the  unusual  oaluro  of  the  enterprise  (for 
]  detest  sewing,  and  don't  sew  for  weeks  togolhcr)  that  I  could  cot 
leave  off.  for  anything  that  could  l>c  postponed,  till  the  jacket  was 
out  of  hands.  But  Lord  preserve  me.  what  a  bother ;  better  to  have 
bought  one  ready-made  at  the  dearest  rate.  I  won't  lake  a  needle 
in  my  hands,  except  to  sew  on  Mr,  C.'s  buttons,  for  the  next  six 
months.  By  the  way,  would  you  like  thesbapc  of  my  jacket,  which 
is  o!  the  newest?  1  have  il  on  paper,  and  could  send  it  ti^  you  quite 
handy. 

Oh  my  dear,  I  am  very  mucb  afraid,  tlie  reading  of  that  book 
will  be  an  even  more  uncongcniiil  job  of  work  for  me  than  the 
jacket,  and  won't  have  as  much  to  slinw  for  itself  when  done.  If 
there  be  one  tiling  I  dislike  more  than  theology  it  Is  geology.  And 
here  we  have  both,  beaten  up  in  the  same  mortar,  and  incapable,  by 
any  amount  of  beating,  to  coalesce.  What  could  induce  any  live 
woman  to  fall  awriting  that  sort  of  bookt  And  a  decidedly  clever 
woman— I  can  see  that  much  from  the  little  I  have  already  read  of 
it  here  and  there.  She  expresses  her  meaning  very  clearly  and  ele- 
gantly loo.  If  it  were  only  on  any  subject  I  could  get  up  an  inter- 
est in,  I  should  read  her  writing  with  pleasure.  But  even  when 
Darwin,  in  a  book  that  all  the  scjentifle  world  ia  in  ecsln^  over, 
proved  the  other  day  that  we  are  all  come  from  ehell-fiBh,  it  didn't 
move  me  to  the  alighleat  curiosity  whether  we  ore  or  not  1  did 
uit  feel  that  the  slightefll  light  would  l>e  thrown  on  my  practical 
~  'e  for  me.  by  having  it  ever  so  logically  mode  out  that  my  first 
',  millions  of  millions  of  ages  buck,  had  been,  or  even  bad 
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not  beeo,  an  oyster.  It  remained  a  plain  fact  that  I  was  no  ojrater. 
nor  had  any  grondfatlier  an  oystor  within  mykaowledge;  audtur 
the  Kit,  there  was  nothing  to  begaiocd,  for  thisvorld.  or  the  nrit, 
by  going  into  the  oyster- question,  till  all  more  pressing  quesiioni 
were  exbausted!  So — if  I  cant  read  DorwiTi,  It  mnv  bo  tt*Kil 
ehall  break  down  in  Mrs.  Duncan.  Thanks  to  you,  howerer,  for" 
tbo  book,  which  will  be  welcome  to  screral  of  my  acquuntanctft' 
There  ia  quite  a  mania  for  geology  at  present,  in  the  female  mint* 
My  next-door  neighbour  would  prefer  a  book  like  Mrs.  Duncan's  (a 
Homer's  '  Iliad '  or  MJlton's  '  Paradise  Lost.'  '  There  is  no  neeouat^ 
iug  for  tastes.' 

I  have  done  my  Tisit  to  the  Orange,'  and  got  no  hurt  by  ll;  i 
it  was  quite  plca.<<aDi  wliile  it  lastei].  The  weather  was  mild,  a 
besides,  the  house  is  so  comploUtly  warmed,  with  warm  water- pipGi," 
that  it  is  like  summer  tbcm  in  the  coidest  weather.  The  liouse  wn 
cboke-full  of  visitofB — fourand-lwenly  of  us,  most  of  the  ium, 
And  the  toilettea!  Nothing  could  exceed  their  magnificence:  (or 
there  were  four  young  new-married  ladies,  among  the  rest,  all  ti' 
ing  with  each  other  who  to  he  finest.  The  blaze  of  diamonds  evr 
day  at  dinner,  quite  took  the  shine  out  of  the  chandeliers,  Aa  fM 
myself,  I  got  through  the  dressing-part  of  the  business  by  a  sort  d 
continuous  miracle,  and,  after  the  first  day,  had  no  bother  with  mjt 
self  of  any  sort  The  new  Lady'  was  kindness'  self  and  gave  gi 
eral  Batisfacllon.  ASectionately  yours. 

J  ASK  Cabi-zlx 

LETTER  315. 
3b  ifiM  Bamei,  King")  Head,  Cheieea. 

S  ChcTse  Bow:  Saturday.  Jan.  H.  Ii 
Hy  dear  Miss  Barnes, — I  send  you  a  pheasant,  which  is  a  troph] 
as  well  as  a  dead  birdl  For  I  brought  it  home  wiUi  mo  Is 
from  one  of  the  most  atupeudous  maeeacrea  of  ftaihcretl  it 
that  ever  look  place  ■  hero  down '  (as  Maizini  expresses  himaelO- 
from  seven  hundred  to  a  thousand  pheasants  shot  in  one  dajl 
The  firing  made  me  perfectly  sick.  Tliink  of  the  bodily  and  o 
tal  BtalA  of  the  urviving  birds  when  the  day's  sport  was  ei 
Decidedly,  men  can  be  very  great  brulce  when  they  likel 

<  Finished  Jtmuai;  13, 
•Lord  Aslibunon 
joimgeat  d&ughter  ol 
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We  have  been  away  for  ten  days  at  the  Grange  {Lord  Asbbur- 
loa'a  p]ave  in  Hainpshire),  where  I  always  thrive  better  than  any- 
where else;  and  wbetL'.  as  you  see.  there  ok  many  plieasanls. 

I  wenllolukeleaveof  you  before  we  went;  but  saw  all  tite  blinda 
down,  and  grew  sick  with  fright!  I  went  into  Hr,  Gigner's  shop 
and  inquired  was  anythtug  the  matter;  and  he  told  me  of  your  new 
loss.  Al  least,  li  was  an  ioimentiu  relief  to  tue  to  hear  that  your 
father  and  yourself  were  not  ill  or  worte,  Aflcr  that  I  thought  a 
QUte  about  my  insignificant  movcmeuts  would  only  bother  your 
failiur;  so  I  left  him  lo  learn  my  whereubouta  from  the  '  Morning 
Posl,'  certain  he  would  be  too  much  preoccupied  for  looking  after 
me  al  all.  Do  come  aooD,  if  I  don't  go  lo  you.  Do  you  care  to 
have  Uiis  card!  It  will  do  for  an  autograph  If  you  don't  wont  to 
we  it. 

IASectionatelj  yours, 
r  J.  Cablyia 

H]r  dear  good  Mr.  Barnes. — I  cannot  put  into  words  how  much 
I  feel  your  kindness.  It  was  such  a  kind  thing  for  jou  to  do!  and 
so  kindly  douel  My  graiUinle  to  you  will  be  as  long  as  my  life, 
for  shall  I  not,  as  long  as  I  live,  remember  that  poor  link  dog? 
Ota  don't  think  me  absurd,  you,  for  cariug  m>  much  about  a  dog* 
Nobody  but  myself  can  have  nny  idea  what  that  Utile  creature  has 
been  in  my  life.  My  inseparable  companion  during  eleven  years, 
ever  doing  bis  liltle  beet  to  keep  me  from  feeling  sad  and  lonely. 
Docile,  affectionate,  loyal  up  to  his  last  hour.  When  weak  and 
dill  of  pain,  he  offered  liimstif  to  go  out  willi  me,  seeing  my  bon- 
net on;  and  came  panling  to  welcome  me  on  my  return,  and  the 
reward  I  gave  him — the  only  reward  I  could  or  ought  to  give  him, 
to  such  a  pass  had  things  come — was,  ten  minutes  after,  to  give  him 
up  to  be  poisoned. 

I  thought  it  not  unlikely  you  would  call  to-day;  because  your 
coniing  to-day  would  be  of  a  piece  with  the  rest  of  your  goodness 
to  me.  Nevertheless,  1  went  out  for  a  long  drive;  I  could  not 
bear  myself  in  the  house  where  everything  I  looked  al  reminded 
me  of  yesterday.  And  I  wouldn't  be  at  home  for  visitors  lo  criti- 
cise my  awollen  eyes,  and  smile  at  grief  'about  a  dog,' und  besides, 
suppose  you  came,  1  wished  lo  not  treat  you  to  more  tears;  of 
IL-8 


LETTER  216. 
7b  Mr.  Barns*,  King'n  Road.  GMtea. 

B  Cberne  Row:  Thursday  nljht,  Feb.  1  [Nore  died], 
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which  you  had  b&d  too  much;  aad  to-dny  I  couldn't  for  mj  Ufa 
have  Been  you  without  cryiog  dreadfully. 

Tell  jour  Htilc  Jewel  of  a  daughter  I  have  not  forgotten  t»i 
wish,  for  which  I  thank  her.  I  wish  all  Ler  wishes  were  u  euf  lo 
fulfil. 

Tours  affectionately, 

JUjB   WELBH    CABtTlA 

LETTER  S17. 
lb  John  FoTiltr,  Etq..  Montagu  Squan. 

SChnynoKow:  Thunday,  Jan.  ISKI  f  or  Hard  t 

All  right,  dear  Mr.  Forntpr^no thing  but  'ycees'  out  of  liii 
man's  mouth,  wheu  your  proposal  was  stated  to  him,  Williiii,  -m 
pleasad  yeses.  I  am  afraUl  somelbing  must  be  going  to  happen  M 
him.  '  Yes,'  he  would  go  on  Sunday;  '  yes,'  be  would  be  Ihenfl 
quarter  before  six;  yes,  he  would  walk  there,  and  let  you  Mud  U 
home.  Exactly  as  you  predicted,  be  did  not  come  in  till  half^ 
sis  by  the  clock.  It  is  a  pity  for  poor  me;  I  daren't  do  aoytbi 
pleasitnt  ever.  Though,  like  the  pigs,  I  got  used  to  it,  aad  a 
thankful  if  I  can  but  keep  on  foot  in-doore. 

I  am  beol  on  seeing  her  and  Katie,  however,  before  ws  go  ta  iH 
Gnmge. 

Tours  affectionately, 

Jasb  CASLn&l 

[TnT.  O.-t  hand :-] 

Tea,  Saturday ; — for  the  brougham  to  fetch  me,  do,  i 
— T.O. 

(WriHentbeal— T.  C.) 

LETTER  IM8. 

Autumn  18M,  I  made  a  Tisil  of  four  or  five  weeks  to  Sir  Q>_ 
Sinclair  at  Thurso.  Einrly  in  the  summer  of  that  year,  I  wai^ 
ilcd  by  sleeplessness;  and  first  began  to  have  an  DpnrebeDsl<Mi  V 
1  should  never  get  my  sad  book  on  Friedrich  fliiished,  that  il  wM 
fiuish  me  iaslead.  I  slil]  remember  well  enough  ibe  dark.  (^ 
TMrne,  yet  nulhcutic -looking  feeliog  of  terror  that  shot  utfavaria 
aa  I Mit  smoking  'up  thecbimuuy,'  huildleil  in  rugs,  dresBiof-gi 
and  cape,  withcandleonlhehob.  my  one  remedy  In  sleepiosa  C4 
the  first  real  assault  of  fear,  poiutiDg,  as  It  were,  to  undei ' 

fiiol:  and  how  il  Muldcued  me  the  whole  ot  neit  day.     The  «. 

liny,  I  compared  ft  to  Luther's  temptings  tn  the  denl;  luid  Ihoisi 
to  myself  ia  I.tuher'a  dlnteci,  ■  Well,  well,  tlerr  Teufel,  we  will  fl 
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CD  on  S8  long  as  we  are  alive;  and  keep  working,  all  Ibe  same,  liU 
Uiou  do  ^t  as  killcJ ! '  This  put  away  tlie  terror,  bul  would  bj  no 
means  bring  llie  sleep  back,  1  recollect  lying  whole  nigbtsawake, 
■till  as  a  atone;  getting  up  at  six,  aad  riding  [o  ClapLam  Common, 
to  HammersmitS  region,  liy  way  of  surrogate  for  iieep.  My  bead 
hod  an  unpleasiint  cloiidv  feefiog;  I  wns  cerlainly  far  from  well, 
Hr  below  my  averBge  of  illDeas  even.  Brotbcr  John,  who  lived  in 
Us  Bromptou  lodgings  tben.  recommended  strongly  a  wa-voyage; 
voyage  to  Tburao,  for  example,  wbithar  llie  bospilable  Sir  Oeorge 
Sinclair  tiad  been  aguin,  pertiapB  foT  tlic  ibird  or  foitrtli  time, 
ta^]y  InTiling  me.  Nothing  else  being  bo  rensible,  and  something 
beii%  clearly  indlBpenBable.  we  both  set  off,  John  volunteering  Vt 
escort  me  to  Wick;  and  generously  and  effectively  performine  that 
fraternal  service.  The  vt:ry  first  nigljt,  in  spite  of  the  tumults  of 
the  crowded  Alicrdcco  steiimer,  and  such  a  huddle  of  a  aiecping- 

C*  as  is  only  seen  at  sea,  I  slept  deep  for  six  orseven  hours:  and 
not  again,  during  tliis  visit,  nor  for  years,  aoy  real  misery 
■bout  sleep. 

On  the  par 

wanting;Iw.  .,    .,   .        

time  P.lf.  I  bathed  dally  in  the  Pentlnnd  Firth  in  sight  of  lite 
'Old  Han,'  roamed  about,  saw  'John  o'  Groat's  Hoiwe"  (evidenUy 
■noldUme-kilu!),  &e.  &c.,  a  country  ancient,  Vi Id,  and  lonely,  more 
than  enough  impressive  to  me.  1  was  very  sad,  '  soul  exceeding 
solitary;'  nothing  could  help  that.  Sir  George  was  abundantly 
converaible.  anecdotic,  far-read,  far  experienced,  indeed  a  quite 
learned  man  (would  read  me  lyrics,  &c.,  atraiglit  from  the  Greek 
any  evening,  nothing  pleased  him  better),  and  full  of  piety,  verac- 
ity, and  good-nature,  liut  it  availed  little;  1  was  sad  and  weary,  all 
IMngs  bored  mel  Here  at  Clielsea.  with  my  clever  Jeannie  for 
hostess,  and  some  clever  Mrs.  Twisllelon  for  fellow-guest,  Blr 
Oeorge  was  reported  to  be  charming  and  amusingat  their  little  din- 
ner, while  I  &at  aloft  and  wrote.  But  not  here  could  he  amuse;  Dot 
here,  though  his  constant  perfect  eooduess,  and  the  pleasure  he  al- 
mys  eipresaed  over  me.  were  really  welcome,  wholesome,  and  re- 
ceived with  gratitude.  I  had  many  invitations  from  bim  afterwards, 
•aw  him  here  annually  once  or  twice;  but  never  went  to  Thurso 
■gain;  never  could  get  going,  had  I  even  wished  it  more. 

Few  letters  went  from  me  in  that  Thurso  solitude,  none  that  I 
could  Iielp.  From  my  darling  herself  I  seemed  to  receive  sttll 
fewer  than  I  wrote;  the  ted  iou.sly  slow  posts,  I  remember,  were  un- 
intelligible to  her,  provoking  to  herl  Here  is  one.  beyond  what  I 
could  count  on,  come  to  me  last  week  among  four  of  my  own, 
printed  on  'approval,'  in  some  memoirs  of  Blr  Oeorge,  which  the 
relations  have  set  a  certain  wcll-knowu  Hr,  James  Orant  upon 
writing!  To  Miss  Sinclair's  ]>oor  request,  I  said  reluctnully  yes — 
could  not  say  no;  corrected  the  five  IcltOTS  {not  without  difBcuIty); 
relumed  my  own  four  originals;  relainvd  (resolutely)  th<!  orinoal 
of  this,  andaprinted  copy  as  well  as  lliis.  (December  13,  1669.) 
_.— T.  C. 

.  The  letter  from  Ura,  Carlyle  to  Bir  Gkorge  Bindair  is  not  dated. 
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M>  fu  u  rcKarde  the  y«ar;  but  evideotly  FoIIowb  close  on  the  toi^ 

Soiug.  It  la  (clicitouBly  pUjful  in  reference  to  her  own  hosbud. 
I  is  as  follows; — 

B  Chejne  Raw,  CSielwa:  Auend  I,  IBS. 

My  dear  Sir. — Decidedly  you  are  more  Uiougliiful  fnr  me  Itatn 
Ibe  man  who  is  bound  by  vow  lo  '  love  nud  cherish  me ;'  uot  it  line 
have  I  received  from  him  to  aooounce  Mi  safe  nrriTal  in  your  do- 
[uiniona.  The  more  shameful  oq  his  part,  lliat,  as  it  uppcnre  lif 
your  DOU,  he  had  such  good  accouota  to  give  of  tilmself,  and  tu 
[lerfeotly  up  lo  giTing  them. 

Well  I  now  that  yon  have  relieved  me  from  all  uuxiely  atmut  Ibe 
effects  of  the  journey  on  him.  he  may  write  at  Ma  own  '  reasonably 
good  leisure.'  Oolyl  toldUim  I  should  not  write  till  I  had  beanl  u( 
his  arrival  from  himself;  and  he  kiuwt  wbetlier  or  do  I  am  in  Um 
habit  of  keeping  my  word — to  ihe  letter. 

A  thousand  thanks  for  the  primrose  roots;  which  I  shaU  plant.  U 
soon  as  it  fain!  To-day  we  have  again  a  deluge;  adding  a  decptt 
shade  of  horror  to  certain  household  operations  going  oo  under  mf - 
inspection  (by  way  of  'improving  the  occasion'  of  bis  absence!]i 
One  liedroom  has  got  all  the  feathers  of  its  bed  and  pillows  linag 
themselves  out  on  the  floorl  crealiog  an  atmosphere  of  down  in  Um 
house,  more  choking  than  even  '  cotton -fiizi.'  In  another.  uplioU 
sterols  and  painters  are  plashing  away  for  Ihdr  life;  and  a.  coupta 
of  bricklayers  are  teariog  up  flags  in  the  kitchen  to  spck  '  the  solu- 
tion '  of  a  noQ-acling  drain!  All  this  on  the  one  hand;  and  on  llM 
other,  visits  from  my  doctor,  resulting  in  ever  new  '  compoting 
drau^'hu.'  and  strict  charges  to  '  keep  my  mind  perfectly  iiuoquiL' 
You  will  admit  thai  one  could  ensily  conceive  aitualioos  more  ideaL 

Pruy  do  keep  hiu  as  long  as  you  tike!  To  bear  of  him  '  in  high 
Bpirija  ■  and  ■  looking  remarkably  well '  is  move  composing  for  m 
than  any  amount  of  '  composiog  draughts.'  or  of  insistence  on  ih 
benoSls  of  '  kiwpiug  oiyBelf  perfectly  tranquil.'  It  is  ao  vtrf  dl| 
ferent  a  stnto  of  things  with  him  from  that  in  which  I  have  eea 
him  for  a  long  time  back  I 

Ob !  I  must  not  forget  to  give  you  Ihe  *  kind  remembrances  '  of : 
very  chnrraiiig  woman,  whom  any  man  may  be  pleased  to  be  n 
memlieredby.  as  kindly  ns  she  evidently  remembered  youl  I 
of  Lady  William  Russeli.  She  knew  yuu  in  Oennany.  'a  ymu 
student.'  she  told  me,  when  she  was  Bessie  Rawdnn,  Bbe  '  had 
great  affection  for  you,  and  bad  often  thought  of  you  since.'  Y< 
■men  'very  romantic  in  those  days;  oh,  very  romantic  and 
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l&l,'  she  could  assure  mel     Pray  eead  me  back  a  pretly  message  for 
her;  ehe  will  like  so  much  lo  kiiuw  that  she  boa  not  remembered 
fou  '  with  the  reciprocity  all  nn  one  aide.' 
^F      I  don't  eveu  seud  my  regards  U>  Mr.  C. ,  hut — 
^m  ASectiooittely  yours, 

^L  Jaks  W.  Cablixk. 


LETTER  21». 
T.  Oartyk,  Eaq.,  Thwmi  OuUt. 


E  OhsTne  Bow.  Chelna:  mOMy,  Ang,  10.  IBBO. 

Oh  my  dear!  It  'all  about  feelings'  be  bad  lualetier,  all  nbout 
scenery  aod  no  feelings  is  a  deal  worsel  Biicli  a  letter  as  that  I  re- 
ceiTed  from  you.  yesterday,  after  uiuch  Lalfauxious.  hulf-ungrj 
waiting  for,  will  read  churmingly  in  your  biographyl  and  may  be 
quoted  In  '  Hurray's  Guide  Book;'  but  for  '  mo,  as  one  solitaiy  in- 
dividual,' I  woa  not  cbanued  with  it  at  allt  Neverlheleas,  I  should 
have  answered  it  by  return  of  post,  hnd  I  not  been  too  ill  for  writ- 
ing anything  yesterday,  except,  on  the  strength  of  phrenzy,  a  pos- 
siouate  appeal  to  the  '  retired  cheesemonger,'  about  liis  dog,  which, 
I  am  happy  lo  say.  tike  everything  coming  straight  from  the  heart, 
went  straight  to  the  heart  of  the  good  little  old  clieefiemooger.  Tou 
will  infer,  from  my  going  ahead  agahisl '  noises'  on  my  own  no- 
count,  that  the  '  eitrBordinary  disturbance  ot  the  nervous  system,' 
wliich  Mr.  Barnes  found  me  suffering  under  when  he  came,  has  not 
yielded  yet  to  an  equally  citraordinury  amount  of  '  composing 
mizturet '  fAj  sleep  had  been  getting  '  small  by  degrees,  and  beau- 
tifully less.'  till  I  ended  in  lying  awnke  the  whole  night*  through  ( 
lint  what  you  coll  '  awake,'  that  is,  dozing;  but  broad  wide  awake, 
like  a  bank  with  an  empty  slomarht  Still  the  mixture  was  (d  be 
persevered  in,  nay,  increased,  and  I  wua  assured  that  It  was  '  doing 
me  a  little  good,' so  little  1  myself  couldn't  perceive  it,  eveniLrough 
the  powerful  microscope  of  ray  faith  In  Mr.  Barnes!  and,  in  spite 
of  his  assurance  that  'home  was  the  best  place  for  me  at  present,'  I 
had  wild  impulses  to  '  take  the  roud '  (like  the  '  Doctor,'  and  with  lilt- 
Doctor's  purposelessness!).  The  night  before  last,  however  (Wed- 
nesday night),  I  fell  into  a  deep  natural  sleep,  which  lasted  two 
hours,  and  might  Lave  lasted  till  the  musnna  began,  but  for  cheese- 
monger's dog,  which  waa  out  that  night  (had  luck  lo  M)  on  a  spreot 
and  sl&rtled  me  awake  at  three  <if  the  moruing  with  furious  con- 
tinuous barking— just  as  if  my  head  was  being  laid  open  with  n- 
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pealed  strokes  nf  BhalebEt'  Of  coiiriel  'slept  no  more;'  wai  j» 
terdaf  was  loo  ill  for  aDytLiogeioev'.  **  ^  liBvewiiii,  writing  aTili 
apppsl  to  the  cheesemonger.  I  will  inclose  his  comforting  an 
Which  he  hnodcd  in  himself  an  bonr  after.  Il  will  be  comfnntag 
to  Jim  also,  in  Teference  to  jtmt  own  future  nights. 

I  bare  nothing  to  tell  that  jou  will  lake  any  interest  in,  ex- 
cept about  the  horee.  He  i«  still  under  the  process  of  '  breaking,' ' 
poor  creature!  Is  '  so  nervous  and  resolute,'  so  '  dreadful  resoluie,' 
that  the  breaker  '  can't  tell  how  loug  it  will  lake  to  get  the  ifett<r 
of  bim! '  I  must  see  Silvester  to  day  before  writing  to  Preilenck 
Chapmau.  I  saw  the  poor  borsc  three  dajs  ago.  just  coming  in  from 
the  breaker's,  like  a  horse  just  retiimltig  from  the  '  Th-irly  Teaa^ 
War: '  Poor  beast!  I  eould  have  cried  for  him— required  to  tun 
over  a  new  teuf  in  bis  old  agel     I  know  what  that  isl 

'The  aephcw  of  Haggi  Babda.'  ilropl  in  'quite  promiBcuouilj' 
last  Sunday  eveoing.  when  old  Jane  was  out  at  church,  and  I  « 
alouc,  except  for  Geraldioe,  who  opened  the  door  to  bim,  and  aftec' 
wards  talked  social  metaphysias  with  him!  He  is  the  fattest yonn|f 
large  man  I  ever  saw,  out  of  a  caravan!  but  in  other  respects  ratbtT 
charming.  He  wislied  me  to  imprese  on  you  how  happy  be  would 
be  to  transact  any  cotumissions  for  you  at  Berlin,  '  for  which  h~ 
connection  with  the  embassy  might  give  him  facilities,  &c.,  &c^ 
He  seemed  heartily  in  earnest  about  this,  and  a  hearty  admirer  0 
your  '  Frederick.'  He  is  the  best  bred,  pleaaantest  man  I  have  wq 
'for  seven  years,'  and  the  hour  and  half  he  stayed  would  have  be<l 
delightful,  if  I  hadn't  l)een  deadly  sick  all  the  while,  and  my  iierT- 
ous  system  '  in  an  extraordinary  stale  of  disturbnnee. ' 

Tell  Sir  Oeor^  1  have  planted  Ibe  cowslips, '  with  my  own  bao^' 
and  have  not  needed  lo  water  lliem,  '  llie  heavenly  walering-paa'. 
(which  Mariolti  spoke  oF)  having  spared  me  the  trouble.  I  gatt 
lliem  the  place  of  highest  honour  (round  poor  lililc  Nero's  alOQeX 
I  have  bad  fires  all  day  long  for  the  last  week— auch  a  summerly 
Lady  Bti^nley  sent  me  tier  porlniiL  The  only  bit  of  rent  pteasanl-, 
aeas.  however,  that  has  come  my  way  bos  boon,  last  Wednesday,  • 
visit  from  William  Dodds  and  his  wife.  Tliey  lold  me  snch  thin^ 
about  the  behaviour  of  the  London  Donaldsons,  when  they  wen 
down  to  'Slins  Jeaa's  funerall 

Your  situalion  sounds  as  favourable  as  a  condltioiial  world  coti)li 


coutiln'l'thougti  tlie  t>n(-iiatDn4  of 
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hare  affonlcd  you.     I  Irust  in  Heavea  that  you  will  go  on  improT- 
ing  in  it. 
You  remember,  no  pens  got  mended,  so  you  vou't  wonder  at  this 


nmwling. 

I 


LETTER  22a 
T.  Oarlifle,  Thurw  CiuOe. 


6  Chflyne  Eon.  Chelsea :  Friday.  Aug.  IT,  IBSD. 

Th&nkBtortlie  twoIettetB,  dearl  1  '  did  intend '  to  have  answered 
them  together,  at  full  length,  hy  lo-day'B  post,  but  have  been  hin- 
dered sadly,  and  ignominiuUHly.  by — '  it  hat  shall  I  say  Y ' — au  attack 
of  Britiab  choleral    Don't  be  alarmed;  itiBorecnowl  anditisslill 
but  two  o'clock,  and.  though  I  was  ill   all  night  as  well  bb  all  the 
forenoon,  I  don't  feel  disatjled  for  writing.     It  is  an  appointment 
with  Lady  Sandwlub,  which  I  don't  tike  to  break,  that  takes  away 
the  remaining  two  and  a  half  Lours,  in  which  1  might  have  written 
a  sufficient  letter.    Slic  sent  the  coachman  last  night,  with  a  noI« 
«  say  ahe  bad  returned  to  Grosvenor  Square,  on  account  of  a  slight 
k  of  bronchitis,  aod  would  I  tell  the  coacbmaa  when  to  bring 
IP  carriage  to  fetch  me;  I  appointed  a  qunrier  before  three  to-day. 
It  foreseeing  what  the  night  had  in  reserve  tor  met   Indeed,  I  had 
D  to  expect  anything  of  the  sort,  having  been  sleeping  bet- 
■r,  and  feeling  belter  in  every  way  for  the  last  week.    I  rather 
Qiapprehcnd '  it  was  my  own  imprudence,  in  taking  a  glass  of  tut- 
ir  lie  at  stipper  that  caused  this  deadly  sickness,  and — other  things. 
ft  me  for  doing  the  best  for  myself,  in  the  circumstances.  I  am 
ielast  person  to  let  myself  behunibuggedbysdoctor;  31r.  Bamea 
18  perfectly  right  in  ordering  me.  at  the  time  you  left,  to  pnt  all 
IS  of  travelling  out  of  my  bend,  and  '  go  to  bed  for  two  hours 
every  forenoon  Instead.'    4nd  the  mijture,  which  tor  many  days 
failed  in  its  inteuded  effect,  on  account  (he  said)  of  the  excitement 
I  was  in,  got  to  do  mo  palpable,  unmistakable  good  at  lost,  and  is 
now  discontinued  by  his  own  order.    At  the  time  you  left  I  was 
hanging  on  tbe  verge  of  nervous  fever,  and  have  made  a  veiy  near 
miss  of  iti    He  does  not  disapprove  of  my  going  away  now,  pro. 
vided  I  keep  short  of  fati^eaud  excitement,  aod  1  am  takingitepe 
wards  forming  a  programme.    I  will  tell  yon  in  a  day  or  two 
it  direction  I  have  decided  on.    I  should  like  very  well  to  spend 
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a  day  or  so  at  the  Gill ;  but  a  stay  nf  any  length  there  would  w 
Buil  me  at  till.  Milk  is  no  objecl.  aa  it  is  not  strong  enough  food 
for  my  present  weak  appeiite;  nod  solitude  ia  positively  burlful  lo 
me.  Human  kiodneas  is  precious  everywliore.  and  nobody  appn- 
ciates  it  more  tbaa  I  do;  but  just  the  kinder  Uiey  are,  tlie  mo 
sliould  be  tempted  to  exert  myself  ia  tatklog.  aud  puttiug  my  cod- 
teuimeut  in  evidence,  !□  short,  there  would  be  a  strain  upou  me, 
wliile  I  was  supposed  lo  be  enjoying  the  beigbt  of  freedom  1  1  mean 
were  my  stay  prolonged  beyond  tbcdayor  two  during  wbich  ilieeD' 
tbngiosm  of  meeting  a(t«r  so  long  absence,  Bud  having  thioga  to 
tell  one  auotber.  holds  out.  I  am  so  sorry  to  put  you  off  wiUi  at 
a  sorubby  letter,  but  tlie  carriage  will  be  here  before  I  ua  dreaMd; 
and  here  is  my  beef-tea — my  first  breakfast. 


d  love  to  Sir  G 


Tours  ever, 


I 


LETTER  aa:. 

Mti.  RuaieU,  ThoTTMU. 

G  Cberne  Rtiw.  Chelsea:  Frtdaj-,  Aug.  IT,  II 

Dearest  Mary,— I  haven't  leisure  lo  commence  thia  letter  witlwe- 
proaches;  for  the  reproaches  would  be  very  long,  and  my  time  lot 
wriUug  Is  very  abort  In  an  hour  hence  a  carriage  will  com 
tike  me  to  a  sick  old  Indy.  I  myself  being  quite  as  sick  and  netiiy 
ns  old,  and  there  are  directions  to  be  given  to  divers  workmen  be- 
fore I  sLart.  For  Mr.  Carly le  is  absent  at  Thurso,  and  I  have  taken 
the  opportunity  of  turning  a  carpenter,  and  a  painter,  and  a  paper- 
hanger  into  his  private  apartment. 

Tes,  after  repeatedly  nssuring  you  that  Mr,  Carlyle  would  not  gO 
north  this  summer,  hut  resirici  Ids  travels  to  some  sea-side  place 
near  hand,  I  am  almost  ashamed  to  tell  you  that  he  has  gona 
'  north '  after  all,  and  further  north  than  be  ever  was  in  all  his  life 
before,  being  on  a  visit  lo  Sir  George  Sinclair  at  Thurso  Castle— 
the  nortbermost  point  of  Scotland.  A  trial  of  Brighton  bad  been 
made,  and  bad  ended  abruptly  and  ignominiously  in  Right  back  to 
Chelsea,  to  get  out  of  the  sound  of  certain  cocks.  Of  alt  places  la 
the  world,  Brighton  was  the  last  one  could  have  expected  to  be  ta- 
fesled  with  poultry.  But  one  week  of  Brighton  had  only  increased 
Mr.  C.'s  desire  for  sea.  and  indeed  he  had  got  into  such  a  sleepless, 
excited  condition  through  prolonged  overwork,  that  there  conld  be  ' 
no  doubt  about  the  need  of  'ntial  thcj  c«,U'  t>com^\<A»cUani^*for 
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hjni.  80  he  looked  about  for  a  sea- reside  nee,  where  be  might  be 
aaie  from  cocks  and  cockneja,  and  decided  for  Thurso  Caslie, 
which  could  moreover  he  reached  by  sailing,  which  he  prefers  JD' 
fiuitely  to  railwaying,  and  whcocc  there  bad  come  a  pressing  invi- 
talioD  for  us  both  to  spend  a  cnuple  of  montbH.  Accordingly,  he 
streamed  oS  there  a  fortDight  ago,  I  remaining  heliiod  for  several 
reasons;  first,  that  aaiiing  is  as  much  os  my  life  is  worth,  iind  seven 
hundred  miles  of  railway  would  have  been  juBt  about  as  fatal. 
Second,  if  I  was  going  to  undertake  a  long  journey,  I  might  take  it 
in  directions  that  would  better  repay  the  trouble  aud  expeaxe.  And 
(bird,  the  long  norry  and  anxiety  I  bad  bad  with  Mr.  C.'s  nervous- 
ness hsd  reduced  myself  to  tlie  brink  of  a  nervous  fever,  snd  my 
doctor  was  peremptory  as  to  the  unQtness  of  my  either  going  with 
Mr.  C.  or  rejoining  bimnt  Thurto.  Indeed  t  was  not  to  letive  home 
at  all  in  the  state  I  was  in,  but  to  take  three  composing  draughts  a 
dayl  and  go  to  bed  for  two  hours  every  forenoon.  A  fortnight  of 
this  and  perfect  qulut  In  the  house  has  calmed  me  dovm  amsEingly. 
only  I  tec^l  as  tired  as  if  I  were  just  returned  from  the  '  thiny 
years'  war.'  And  now  Mr.  Barnes  does  not  object  to  my  going 
awsy,  provided  I  don't  go  to  Mr.  C, !  and  don't  over-exert  myself. 
Mr.  C  who  is  already  immenseiy  improved  by  his  residence  at 
Thurao  Castle,  is  all  for  evety!)ody  ■  going  into  the  country,'  and 
has  made  up  his  mind  that,  like  it  or  not,  I  must  go  '  Instantly'  to 
—the  Oill  (Hnry  Austin's),  which,  as  it  suits  his  milk-loving  habits, 
he  thinks  would  equally  suit  me.  And  I  myself  would  like  very 
well  to  turn  my  two  or  three  remaining  weeks  of  liberty  to  some 
more  agreeable  use  tlian  superintending  the  house  cleaning  herel 
But  decidedly  mooning  about,  all  by  myself,  at  the  Oill,  kpping 
□illk,  which  doesn't  agree  with  me,  and  being  stared  at  by  the  Gill 
children  as  their  'aunit'  is  not  the  happy  change  for  which  I  would 
go  far,  much  as  I  Vikc  Mary  Austin, 

Now,  I  want  to  know  how  you  are  situated,  whether  the  invita- 
tion held  out  to  me,  and  which  I.  '  ignorant  of  the  future,'  declined 
for  tUU  year,  be  siill  open  to  me;  for  if  I  bad  it  in  my  power  to  go 
(in  to  you  for  a  week  or  so  from  the  Oill,  I  might  give  mj'self  the 
air  of  a  charmingly  obedient  wife,  and  agree  to  go  there,  without 
my  obedience  costing  me  any  personal  eacrifice.  I  could  break  the 
long  Journey  by  staying  a  few  days  at  Alderley  Park  (Lord  Stan- 
ley's), where  I  have  half  enguged  to  go  in  any  case.  But  I  don't 
Itaow  if  you  are  settled  yet,  or  if  you  ate  not  gone  somewhere  for 
jB  of  air  yourself,  or  if  somebody  elae  be  not  located,  for  the 
JL-t* 
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preseDt,  in  my  room,  and  nnfortunately  I  am  tied  to  time.    I 

be  buck  in  London — some  week«  before  Hr.  C. ;  for  reaaoni  I  wQI 

expl^n  later,  tor  they  require  time  to  explain  them. 

In  the  meanwhile  you  will,  in  any  case,  answer  me,  as  htiefly  M 
you  like,  by  return  of  poBt?  for  I  sban't  answer  Mr.  C,  till  I  gel 
your  letter.  And  I  do  beseech  you  to  be  perfectly  frank,  to  (ell 
me  if  you  arc  gwiug  nuy  where,  or  if  anybody  else  is  coming  to  you, 
or  if  my  room  is  not  ready  yet,  or,  worst  of  all,  if  you  are  poorly, 
nnd  can't  be  troubled. 

I  underatand  that  state  so  tboroughly  well. 

Tour  affectionate 

JtmW.  Cabltia 


T.  Carts/It.  ThuTto  Gattls. 
Alderler  Puk.  CongtetoD,  Clieshlre:  Thuradar,  Aug,  fl. 

Tberat  What  clu  you  Uiiok  of  lbta7  If  you  knew  all  you  would 
admit  that  1  have  aa  much  '  courage '  as  your  horse,  which  *  gota 
whether  he  can  or  not.'  Bui  the  present  is  not  a  momenl  for  ea- 
teriug  into  details,  of  how  ill  I  was  after  my  lost  letter,  and  of  bolt 
my  illness  was  complicated  with  household  griefs,  and  of  bow  It 
was  necessary  to  leave  for  hero  at  hnrdly  a  day's  notice,  or  ^Te  up 
altogether  the  idea  of  going  anywhere.  Alt  that  will  keep  t!' 
am  in  better  case  for  writing  a  long  letter,  or  even  till  we  maet  'oa 
our  return  from  the  thirty  years'  war.'  Enough  to  say.  for  lb* 
present,  tbal  I  am  here  on  a  most  kindly  pressing  inTilation  from 
Iituly  Stanley,  to  stay  '  a  week.'  and  '  be  nursed '  (you  may  be  sure 
it  was  pressing  enough  when  /accepted  it),  and  that  my  iDtention 
is,  if  I  get  as  much  better  as  1  hope,  to  go  on  from  here  to  the  QUI, 
and  from  there,  after  a  day  or  two's  rest,  to  Holm  Hill  (Mrs.  Rns- 
■ell's),  where  I  can  remain  with  adrantage  as  long  as  I  Qad  expedl-  J 
ent  with  relation  to  the  time  of  your  return  home.  I 

Mrs.  Russeil  had  beetf  urging  me  to  visit  Ihem  for  the  last  threa  1 
months  at  intervals.  And  I  am  always  much  made  of.  and  verf  1 
comfortable  there.  And  to  have  a  doctor  for  one's  host  was  a  con-  I 
Bidcraiion  of  some  weight  with  me,  under  the  circumstances,  in  I 
choosing  that  ultimate  destination.  I  couldn't  have  travelled  aQ  1 
the  way  to  DumtrieBsbire  at  one  fell  rush;  but  llie  invllatian  to  1 
Alderley  broke  the  journey  Iteuulifnlly  for  me.  Il  (the  coiQlag  to  I 
AMerley)  bad  beeu  Spoken  t^f ,  oT  tftttvw  ■wtWVBo,  o^.Vi'j  Udx8. 1»J 
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furs  I  last  wrote  to  you,  but  I  was  afraid  to  saj  a  word  about  it  in 
case  you  had  played  ms  tlie  same  trick  as  in  tbe  case  ot  Louisa 
Bttiing.  No  lime  Lad  been  specified  tlien.  So  that  when  I  re- 
ceived  a  letter  on  Monday  (wrilteo  in  forgetfulrieas  ot  the  inlerTen- 
ing  Sutifluy).  urging  me  to  be  at  Chelford  stnlion  on  Tuesday  by 
four  o'clock,  where  Lady  B.  would  send  the  carriage  for  me,  it 
took  Hway  my  breath.  1  could  not  possibly  get  myself  and 
ithc  bouse  packed  by  Tuesdtiy.  Besides,  Lady  Aaliburtou  had  of- 
!d  to  come  lo  tea  with  me  on  Tuesday,  aod  been  accepted,  '  ia 
choicest  mood;'  sol  answered  that  I  would.  D.V.,  be  at  Chel- 
tord  station  by  four  on  Wednesday. 
A  more  tired  human  being  than  myself,  when  I  got  into  the  train 
~  Square  yesterday,  you  haven't  seen  'this  seven  years.' 

Oeraldine  aud  Mr.  Larkin  cscorti'd  me  there,  aod  paid  me  the  last 
Sllenlions.     1  was  hardly  out  of  sight  of  the  station  when  1  fell 
at  and  went  to  slcop,  and  slopt  off  and  on  (mc,  in  a 
Hway  carriagut)  all  the  way  lo  Crewn,  wiiere  !  was  roused  into 
usual  wide-awake ness  by  seeing  the  vau  cimiainiag  my  port- 
go  off  as  for  good.     It  came  back,  however,  after  mucb 
ruDoing  and  rcmnnstrntiug;  and  1  was  put  down  at  Chelford  '  nit 
right'  in  a  pouring  rain,  which  iodecd  luul  poured  without  a  mo- 
ment's intermission  all  day.    Tjje    carriage    was    waiting  with 
^Dched   coachman   and   fdotuian,  who  I  had  the  discomfort  of 
linking  must  wish  me  at  Jeilclio,  at  tiio  loaet,  aud  I  was  soon  in 
Ui  at  AJdericy,  into  which  Lady  8.,  with  the  girls  at  her  back, 
running  to  welcome  mc  wilii  kisses  and  good  words,  a  much 
human  mode  of  receiving  viaitors  than  1  had  licen  used  to  in 
houses.    In  fact,  liie  whole  tiling  is  very  human,  and  very 
ne  as  well.     Lord  8.  is  still  in  London,  PoBimaster-General 
you  will  have  heard— nolwdy  here  but  Lady  8,  and  lije  girls,  which 
my  nerrous  system,  and  also  my  wardrobe  (which  I  had  no 
or  care  to  get  up)  much  ttetter  than  company  would  have 
done.     Indeed,  I  had  made  the  aloueness  and  dulness.  which  Lady 
had  complained  of,  my  conditions  in  accepting  her  invitation. 
.  Barnes  bad  been  saying  all  he  couid  about  '  the  eiciled  Blftl« 
my  brain '  (I  loo  have  a  brain  it  seemst)  to  frighten  me  into 
belter  care '  of  myseif,  and  '  avoiding  nvcry  son  of  worry, 
fuss,  and  fatigue.'  as  if  anybody  could  avoid  worry,  and  fusa, 
fatigue  in  this  world.    Worry,  aud  fuss,  and  fatigue  under  tbe 
B  of  '  pleasure."  of  '  amusement.'  that  liowcver  one  cerl^nl; 
avoid.     So  1  should  not  have  gone  wilfully  into  a  houseful  of 
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I  sliall  write  to  Harj  to-day.    1  had  the  kindest  Uttle  letter  fi 


I 
I 


F.  Chapman  will  have  writteii  about  the  horse  lie  uodenouk  t< 
hreak.  Sitresier  says  the  liorsi:  is  nut  broken.  Iibb  a  aastj'  Iriuk 
Uial  wuuIU  hreak  aay  brougham — turns  sliarp  rouud,  am]  slandt 
Block  still,  ia  spite  of  all  you  cao  do.  lioidiug  hia  head  to  oue  : 
as  if  he  nere  listeniiig.  Poor  dear  Fritz.  The  breaker,  who  I  BUp> 
poae  deaires  lo  be  rid  of  It,  says  la  Chapman  it  Is  broken,  and  Peed- 
etick  means  lo  try  it  himself. 

LETTER  388. 
Xn.  RvMeU,  Holm  Hitt. 
AlderlflyPark,  CoDgletoa:  Saturday.  Aog.  K.  1M0, 

Hy  dearest  Hary, — I  could  sit  down  and  take  a  good  hearty  cry. 
I  am  not  to  get  to  you  after  all.  This  momuig  is  come  a  lelKi 
from  Mr.  d.  forwarded  from  Chelsea,  giriag  me  the  astounding 
news  that  there  Is  every  likelihood  of  his  coming  borne  by  neil 
Wednesday's  Bteamer.  Always  the  vaj,  whenever  I  go  anywhere 
to  please  myself — plump  lie  appears  at  Chelsea,  and.  Just  now,  ~ 
nppcnriDM  there  in  my  alisence  would  be  (as  Lord  Ashburton  would 
say)  'the  devill ' 

I  cannot  enter  into  an  account  of  my  household  affairs  jusl  DOW 
— being  long,  and  most  ridiculous.  I  was  keeping  it  as  an  an 
tng  atory  for  you  when  we  met.  1  will  wriie  the  story  from  Cbol- 
sea  at  my  flrst  leisure  (wlicn  will  that  be?).  But  Just  now  1 
loo  vexed  for  making  a  good  story,  besides  being  too  busy,  having 
BO  many  lellers  demanding  to  be  written  bImuI  tliis  provoking 
change  of  plan.  When  I  leave  here,  it  must  be  straight  for  Chel- 
sea, and  I  must  go  on  Tuesday  morning.  What  a  pity!  I  was  junt 
beginning  to  recover  my  sleep  in  the  fresh  air  and  Ihe  absenre  of 
worries — have  had  actually  two  nights  of  good  sleep;  and  they  a 
so  kind  lo  me,  and  they  to  whom  I  was  going  would  have  been  so 
kind  lo  me !  But  when  one  has  married  a  man  of  genius,  one  must 
tnke  the  consequences.  Only  there  was  no  need  for  him  lo  liave 
spokcu  of  staying  at  Thurso  till  the  beL'inning  of  October,  ani 
misled  me  so,  Yout  loving  friend. 

J.  W.  C. 


WELSH  CARLYLE. 


T.  OaTiyk,  Thurso  CasiU. 

Alderlej  Park:  Sundar'  Aug.  W,  ISW. 

f' Oh,  deur  me!  this  length  of  days  Deeded  tor  a  letter  writteu  to 
or  From  Tliutso,  lo  get  ui  imswer  in  the  course  of  post,  is  very 
trying  to  impatient  spirilal  Not  on  account  of  the  slowness  only, 
but  ou  account  of  tlie  '  chungu  come  o'er  the  spirit  of  one's  drcnm ' 
in  tlie  interval  belween  ihe  pest's  going  out  and  coming  in.  Not 
ouce,  since  you  went  to  that  accursedly  oul-of-(be*way  pluce,  lina  a 
letter  from  you  found  me  in  tlie  same  roood  and  clrcu instances  to 
wldch  it  was  addressed,  aa  being  the  mood  and  circumstances  in 
which  my  own  letter  hud  left  me.  and  of  course  it  has  been  the 
same  with  my  letters  to  you.  For  example,  your  announcement 
that  you  might  be  home  immediately,  crossing  my  announcement 
that  I  was  on  the  road  to  Scotland,  Now  t  wnl«  to  say  1  iiin 
turning  back,  and  shall  be  at  Chelsea,  D.V,,  on  Tuesday  aftcmooo, 
to  prepare  for  you.  in  case  you  do  come  soon,  which  I  shall  regret 
for  your  sake ;  a  few  more  weeks  of  sound  sleep  would  be  so  gwiil 
for  you.  Wliftt  will  be  the  contents  of  the  letter  that  crosses  this! 
Something  quil«  irrelevant  I  have  no  doubt.  Perhaps  assurances 
that  you  can  do  perfectly  well  at  Chelsea  without  roe,  and  Ibnt  I 
am  lo  stay  in  Scotland  as  long  as  I  like,  when  I  shall  be  reading 
llje  letter  at  Cheyne  How,  and  as  sure  as  ever  woman  was  of  any- 
thing that  you  could  not  have  done  at  Chelsea  without  rae  for 
twelve  hours. 

The  week  before  ray  departure,  which  should  have  been  devoted 
to  setting  my  bouse  in  order,  was  devoted  lo  British  cholera,  which, 
coming  on  the  hack  of  lovf  nervous  fever,  reduced  me  lo  a  state  of 
exhaustion,  which  even  '  zeal  for  my  bouse '  couldn't  rouse  to  Ihe 
requisite  activity,  Maoy  things  had  been  bogun,  but  few  of  Iheni 
finished — for  instance,  your  bed  had  lieen  all  taken  to  pieces  to  look 
for  bugs,  and  it  had  been  ascertained  that  not  one  bug  survived 
there,  and  the  bed  had  beeu  put  together,  but  the  curtains  wltc 
away  being  cleaned. 

Fancy  your  coming  home  lo  a  curtainless  bed.  and  '  Old  Jane' ' 
would  have  made  no  shift!  for  '  Old  June,'  my  dear,  I  may  as  well 

—  t^fou  BOOaas  syne,  is  a  complete  failure  and  humbugl     Although 
U  provokingly  enough  attrihuled  the  silence  I  systematically  ob- 

'  I  bate  %ulM  f orsotMo. 
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serve  on  the  ahorlcomings  of  Bervantg  lo  vt&xil  of  '  cure  about  it.'  1 
Blilt  thick  that  until  I  ata  acrlved  at  parting  with  aserVHDl.u 
liATe  to  show  reaaoD  why,  the  more  I  hold  my  peace  about  tliem. 
and  mnke  the  best  of  thero.  the  more  for  your  comfort  ami  fur  my 
own  credit.'  '  Old  Jane '  then  disappointed  me  from  llie  Urn  ilsy. 
Before  you  left  t  liad  satisfied  myself  that  she  wa»  a  perf^tly  ii 
corapeienl  cook  aud  serract,  and  soon  after  you  left  I  sailafl^ 
myKlf  that  she — told  lies!  and  had  no  more  sense  of  houour  In  ii 
work  than  Charlotte.  There  was  uo  need  to  worry  you  with  U 
topic  of  her,  which  was  to  myself  perfectly  loathsome,  uolil  1  hid- 
to  account  for  replacing  ber.  I  meution  her  now  lo  reconcile  yiHL 
to  tbo  idea  of  my  baTing  gone  back  home  to  wait  for  you.  Yno. 
oouldu't  have  done  without  ma,  you  ae«.  1  have  engaged  a  womui 
of  thirty-four,  who  is  really  promising  (the  woman  Uisa  Gvaat 
wanted  to  have),  and  a  remarkably  nice-looking  girl  of  aixteen  t 
be  under  her.*  She  would  not  have  lahen  a  place  of  '  all  worku 
and  indeed  it  is  very  difficult  lo  find  eveu  a  respectable  servant  <v 
will  lake  it — naturally,  when  they  can  find  plenty  of  leas  confuse^ 
places.  She,  tlie  elder  woman,  comes  home  on  September  14.  att~ 
1  wished  the  girl  lo  wait  till  then.  1  think  the  house  will  really  b 
corofortabie  and  orderly  by-and-hy— at  more  costi  but  Uiat,  yon 
said  repealediy,  you  didn't  mind.  At  all  rates,  I  have  take^ 
inimeDje  trouble  (two  journeys  to  Richmond  included),  to  flirf 
respwtable  and  competent  serranW.  If  I  have  failed.  It  will  Jurii 
be  another  instance  of  my  ill-luck,  rather  than  my  want  of  zeal. 

Maud'  has  been  sitting  in  my  room  wniLing  till  I  am  done.  GXi 
cuic  haste  and  ahriipi  ending,  T  can't  write  on  this  principle,  anj 
I  shan't  get  a  chance  again  before  post  time. 

Yours, 

J.  W.  C 

LETTER  S25. 

Surely  this  Is  one  of  the  saddest  of  letters — the  misery  of  It 
mcrrciy  stonueiu  of  poets,  and  on  both  sides  hardly  beiirabk  bcuvt^ 
oeaa  of  load.    Oh,  my  own  much  suffering  little  womani— T.  C. 


in  that  need  to  be  Hid*— iDHoe  that  1  w 


TUta.'  but  she  aerer  Mil  ■ 

aM  rait  (dtber.    A  conoeitcd  fool:  got  tl 


vuitUlyl  ti*d  to  go  iu  ■  few  moatkl 


JANE  WELSH  CARLYLB. 


%  Gberne  Row,  CbolUB:  Simday.  Sept.  t,  IMO, 

Tbi<  Is  all — '  what  sliall  I  say?  siraage.  upon  mj  booourl '  Oa 
Piida;  moroiDg  comes  a  note  from  Sir  Q«orge  (that  had  goae  round 
t^  Alderlcf )  lo  the  eSeot  Ihat  his  '  dear  friend's  peo  being  more 
devoted  to  the  service  of  uobani  gencraiiom  than  to  mine '  (trulyl 
and  If  the  '  unborn  generaliona'  nill  do  the  aneneriug,  I  shan't  ob. 
jecti).  and  another  eipeditioD  to  Jolia  o'  Qroala  being  on  (oot,  Ite 
writes  to  teli  me  the  dear  friend  has  been  prevailed  upon,  Jtc  Ac 
Weill  'I  am  most  particularly  glud  to  hear  it,'  like  Arcluvuiua 
ZiTudhont.  The  more  of  Thurso  Castle,  the  bstter  for  bis  sleep, 
and  bis  bead :  and,  as  concerns  myself,  the  more  time  for  putting 
thiugB  str^ght  here,  the  better  for  my  sleep,  aad  my  headl  (if  so 
Inslgniflcaut  an  individual  can  be  said  to  have  a  head  I)  But  cer- 
tainly DO  the  following  morning  (Saturday),  there  would  Ite  n  few 
llaea  from  the  dear  friend's  self,  snatched  from  his  service  lo  '  un- 
born geneialioas '  lo  toll  me  '  with  bis  own  band '  of  his  change  of 
plan!  No!  On  Saturday  morning  tbe  poEimau  dida't  so  much  aa 
C4]lt  and  when  I  ran  out  at  tbe  bouse  door  to  see  if  be  could  really 
mean  it,  be  merely  sliook  his  bead  from  tbe  steps  of  No.  8.  Lnle 
at  nigbl,  however,  1  hear  of  a  letter  from  you,  reteived  that  morn- 
ing by  Neuberg.  There  had  been  time  found  or  made  to  wiiie  \a 
bim.  And  he  'thought  it  hia  duty  to,'  not  forward  your  letter  to 
me,  but  interlard  his  own  note  with  tingle  words  or  whole  lines  of 
yours  'in  ticks'' — 'means  to  move  produuiJy  southward  again, 
wishes  yAU  could  be  persuaded  lo  start  again,  if  able  at  ail,  and  to 
nctify  her  huge  errort '  Ac,  Who  was  to  '  persuade  '  me  to  sUrt 
i^nf  Neuberg  bim  self,  purhnps?  Not  yi>u  it  would  seem,  who 
wnd  not  B  single  line  lo,  as  it  were,  welcome  me  home,  Ibougli 
come  home  entirely  for  your  oski-!  No  mattcrl  there  is  the  less  lo 
be  grateful  for! 

Meanwhile  I  am  ghtd  to  know,  even  indirectly,  thai  you  are 
poeitively  coming  south  by  land,  and  'gradually.'  Tbe  two  noii^s 
written  after  bearing  I  was  at  Alderley,  and  bound  for  Dumfries- 
shire, which  were  received  together  (on  account  of  Ihe  misdirec- 
Uou),  wilbin  an  hour  of  Ihe  time  tbe  carriage  was  ordered  lo 
take  me  to  the  aistion.  tbrew  no  certain  light  for  me  on  your 
plana.    When  ynu  first  fixed  to  go  to  Thurso,  your  grand  induce- 
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ment  liad  aeemed  to  be  that  you  '  could  sdl  there,  and  back, 
and  avoid  oil  that  horror  of  raiiwayB.'  You  had  never  once 
in  1117  hearing  spoken  of  taktog  Dumfrieashire  on  your  load; 
on  the  contrary,  wbon  I  spoke  to  you  of  Locb  Luichart.  you  Bui; 
'  Oh,  (bat  was  a  great  way  oS!  and  you  shouldn't  be  going  back  by 
land  at  alll'  Then  ibo  letter,  forwarded  to  Aiilerky  from  ChelMS, 
written  in  the  belief  I  vtat  still  al  borne,  made  no  aliusioa  wliatevEf 
to  any  iutenlton  of  taking  Dumfrieaahire  on  your  road  home.  ) 
could  not  remain  there  longer,  without  work,  and,  to  get  on  wiUi 
your  work,  you  must  be  'beside  your  reservoir  of  books  at  Ch«I- 
sea. '  Read  that  letter  yourself — Mary  Austin  has  got  it  (I  seat  i: 
her  as  ray  valid  excuse  for  breaking  my  engagement  to  come,  1 
as  a  valid  excuse  she  accepted  it) — and  say  if  1  was  commitliDX 
any  '  huge  error,'  or  error  at  all,  in  supposing  it  in  the  highcal  de- 
gree probable  that  you  would  sail  atraighl  from  Thurso  toLoadonl 
And  granting  thnt  high  probability,  there  was  but  one  coone 
me,  under  the  circuraslancea  (tbe  curlwns;  the  keys,  which  jott 
could  never  have  known  one  from  anotberl  the  imbecile  'Old 
Janei'  tbe  new  aervant  to  come,  &c.  tfcc-H-but  one  course:  to  go 
south  again  instead  of  north,  on  the  day  when  my  Alderley  visit 
was  to  terminate:  unless,  after  my  resolution  was  taken,  and  eveiy- 
body  warned  not  to  expect  me  in  Dunifricssliire.  aud  the  uef 
woman  who  had  been  put  off  warned  that  she  mu&t  now  imtne- 
dialely  render  herself  at  Cheyne  Row — unless,  after  all  tliat.  1  was 
er  again  at  the  very  last  hour,  when  the(« 
sara  anybody.  On  the  receipt  of  the  two 
'  together,  taking  lliem  as  au  expo»tion  of 
5l  of  plana  which  you  had  been  (on.-od  to 
adopt  voluntarily  by  the  knowledge  of  mine — by  Ihc  dread  of  gmng 
home  to  a  comfortless  house,  and,  simultaneously  with  that,  a  kind 
desire  not  to  inlerftre  with  any  arrangements  of  mine  by  which  toy 
heultb  might  be  beneflted.  No!  I  could  not  be  quite  certain  tlutl, 
were  I  at  Chelsea  instead  of  halt-way  to  ScollHud,  you  might  ii'it 
still  wish  to  avoid  the  'borror  of  railways,'  and  to  gel  back  luyAur 
'reservoir  of  books.'  At  all  events,  you  ahould  have  your  Umu 
choice,  and  now  you  bave  had  it,  and  I  learn,  through  Mr,  Xmitif, 
that  It  is  to  lie  '  in  no  hurry,'  I  am  very  glad  of  that,  as  I  sliall  bii 
bi  better  trim  for  ynu  here  thiin  liad  you  come  al  raigliL 

As  lo  my  'starting  again'  (on  any  long  expedition  at  least),  you 
couldn't  believe  Mr.  Neubcrg  or  anyone  else  coulil  persuadd  ue  ta 
not  'able  at  all,'  which  does  not  mean,  however,  tliM 


o  unsettle  everything  c 
was  no  longer  time  to 
little  letters,  wbicb  cam 
rolunlary  plan 
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1  mm  111.  Mf  three  days  U  Alderley,  before  the  letter  came,  did 
me  all  the  good  which  1  wns  likely  lo  get  from  change  ot  scene; — 
after  the  ieller  came,  my  sleep  wan  no  better  than  at  Chelsea. 
When  I  am  worried  about  anjtliing,  no  air  Dor  surronndingB  can 
put  me  to  sleep.  At  present  your  cnrtains  are  come  home  and  put 
up.  The  bricHayera  have  mended  the  broken  tiles  on  your  dress- 
ing closet.  That  dreadful  old  woman  is  to  be  got  handsomely  rid 
of  next  Wnlnesday;  sod  I  feel  rather  quiet,  aod  am  getting  to 
■leep  better,  and  mean  to  lead  n  pleasant  life  in  my  solitude — lakiog 
these  'little  excunions  so  long  (diked  of.' 

Ijady  Stanley  was  to  write  to  ynu.  the  day  I  left,  to  tell  you  I  was 
despatched  safely  south.  Hy  own  tetter,  to  say  I  wa^  going  borne 
on  Tuesday,  would  reach  you  last  Monday  I  suppose.  You  will 
write  when  the  'unborn  generations'  can  spare  you  for  half  an 

The  only  news  I  have  lo  tell  is,  that  the  poor  •  little  darling!"  hM 
lost  the  use  of  an  arm  and  hand  by  parnlysis.  He  came  himself  to 
tell  me.  with  his  arm  in  a  eling,  aud  repeatedly  broke  down  into 
tears,  and  made  me  cry  loo.  '  Ob  1 '  lie  wild,  '  how  I  do  miss  my 
poor  dear)'— 1  thought  he  was  goin;  In  say  wife — she  died  two 
years  since;  but.  no,  it  was  'arm! '  (iii.  iniw  I  miss  my  poor  dear 
arml'  Ho  didn't  need  money,  wouiiin'l  even  be  paid  what  waa 
owiag  him.     It  waa  the  helplessneea  that  was  breaking  bla  heart. 

All  good  be  with  you. 

Tours  erer, 

Jakb  Welsh  Cahi,ti.b. 

Don't  expect  another  letter  for  a  long  time,  ereo  should  I  Imow 

tlrem;  writing  is  very  bad  tor  me,  and  1  hate  it  at  preaent, 
E  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Honday,  Sept.  i.  IBM. 
tetters  from  you  this  morning— one  redirected  from  Alder- 
-,j.  Jut  I  must  let  the  long  letter  I  wrote  yesterday  go.  ns  it  is 
all  the  samel  It  Is  too  much  writing  to  throw  away,  after  having 
given  myself  a  headache  over  it.  BesiiJi's,  after  having  read  your 
two  letters  of  this  morning.  1  feel  none  the  less  called  upon  to  de- 
fend myself  against  the  charge  of  'huge  error,'  'rashnesa,'  'preeip- 

'  Her  name  (or  a  neat  and  good  Old  eardi^ner  CUiUUseilta  votkfs 
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T.  CaHyU.  Thxirm  CatU. 
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itoncy.'  'follj,'  and  so  ool    I  maintain  tbst,  however  unfortimaU 
my  course  mity  have  be«ii,  I  could  not.  under  Ibe  circumatum; 
bave  rlgbtly  taken  axiy  olber!    So  tbe  leLter  of  festerdsy  bai 
gol    Nor  do  I  deign  to  accept  llie  very  beggarl  j  apulogy  jou 
for  lay  '  infatuated  condact,'  that  I  bad  myself  iost  bourt  for  llM 
DumfrieasblTB  Tiaits,  and  naA  glad  of  any  excuse  to  be  off  frODl 
tbem;  tbat  tortuouB  style  of  thing  ia  not  at  all  in  my  line.    Had  I 
lost  heart  I  would  hnve  said  eo.    Ou  the  oootmry.  feeling  my»e]t 
at  Alderley.  half-way — all  Ibc  baleful  prepanuory  lockiuga  up 
packings  well  over— nolbiog  to  do  but  go  aoith  at  Crewe  instead  of 
BOuLb.  and  Mary  Austin  und  Hn>.  Russell  promiuog  me  Ibe  Teiy 
warmest  welcome,  fur  from  losing  iienrl,  I  bad  for  the  flnt 
gained  hcnrt  for  the  fmiber  enterprise;  the  'interest'  bad  'oat 
fallen  but  risen.'  I  assure  you,  and  I  turned  aouUi  witb  real  mortis 
ficDtion!     Therel  you  have  provoked  tbut  out  of  me,  wbich.  il 
'  welt  let  alone.'  I  sbould  never  have  said. 

Afi  for  your  indignation  at  my  not  writing,  I  don't  qusnel  wllk' 
that — only  beg  to  remind  you  ibai  '  the  redprocity  is  not  all 
eldet'     I  also  have  been  feeling  myself  ejcuemety  neglected — iot 
what  shall  I  say?  '  uoborn  geoeratioasl '    Let  us  hope  ao,  and  sal 
for  just  DOtblng  at  alt  I 

Ever  yours, 

J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  sar. 

Jfr».  RuatH.  Holm  HiU.  TAornhiU. 

l  Cbejne  Rov,  Cbelsea;  Sept.  T,  IML 

Dearest  Mary, — I  am  so  sorry  that  letter  should  have  arrived  U 
mislead  you,  for,  alasl  I  have  bad  no  thought  of  starting  agun, 
since  I  found,  on  my  return  home,  tbat  Mr.  C.  had  made  a 
fectly  wrong  impression  on  me  as  lo  his  plansl  When  be  talked 
of  '  sailing '  by  such  a  steamer,  bow  could  I  imagine  be  only  meant 
sailing  to  Aberdeen,  and  afterwards  m^ing  visits  in  ScotJnndf 
He  bad  alwa^  declared  the  attraction  of  Thurso,  for  bun,  to  ba 
the  poBsibility  of  getting  there  and  back  by  sea,  without  any  borroii' 
of  'railwaying.'  And  he  had  never  onto  spoken  of  retnniiof 
through  Dumfriessluret  My  error  was  quite  natural,  almost  lih 
evllable.  But  tbat  doesn't  make  it  tbe  leiis  mortifying  for  myaell^ 
and  others. 

If  I  bjd  ordinary  powers  of  locomotion  I  should,  on  percelria2 
tbe  real  stale  of  the  case,  have  strennied  ofl  o^ain—thU  time  «t 
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to  the  GiU.  But  iadeed.  1117  dear,  I  have  no  siicli  tbiog  as  orditiar; 
streoglh.  When  I  (old  my  docior  llial  Mr.  C,  urged  nic  lo  do  iliis, 
be^fairly  swore,  though  a  very  mild  man  by  nciture!  It  was  not 
merely  Ihe  groTiod  to  be  gooe  over,  but  the  tuBS  Bud  flurry  of  so 
much  ImvelliDg  for  me,  that  he  entirely  protesled  against.  '  Quiot, 
quiet,  quiet '  was  what  I  needed  above  everytliiag  else — no  ehaage 
could  do  me  good  that  involved  fatigue  or  fret  of  mind.  I  know 
be  le  right  in  that,  and  that  do  purer  air  nor  change  of  scene  could 
do  me  good  if  bought  with  a  new  unsellling  of  myself,  auit  the 
hnrry  of  mind  inseparable  from  travelling,  eapecially  nulway  trav- 
elling, (or  a  person  whose  nervous  system  is  in  such  a  preternatural  ' 
state  of  excitabilily  as  mine  ia.  I  should  never  have  liad  courage 
to  think  of  going  to  you  at  all  but  tor  tha  week's  rest  in  the  middle 
of  Uie  journey,  offered  in  the  visit  to  Alderlcy.  It  has  been  a  real 
disai:^ointment  to  me,  luiving  bad  to  lum  back,  ood  a  great  provo- 
cation to  find  my  turning  back  unnecessary.  But,  now  that  I  am 
here,  I  miwt  make  tlie  beet  of  it. 

I  will  write  you  a  long  letter  soon,  and  lell  yon  sevcrni  tilings 
about  ruy  linu»ohold  affairs  which  will  throw  more  tight  for  you  on 
the  tupposed  oeceseily  for  my  abrupt  return. 

Ood  bless  you,  daar. 

kYour  ever  affectionate 
Jajce  W.  Carltub. 


LETTER  228. 
'I  did  it.  sir.' — Blusteroun  pedaijogue.  a  Welsh  ArchdeaooD  Wil- 


misemhle  and  fatal  '  unless  you  can  diue  fur  three  weeks  with- 


Comely  Bank,  reporting 

-■and  I  did  it,  sirl'— T. 

r  T.  Oarijfit.  8e»t»brig. 

G  Cbeyne  Row.  ClieUsa;  Suada;  ulght,  Sept.  10,  IBOO. 

Oh,  my  dearl  was  there  ever  such  a  game  at  crosa- purposes  as 

this  correspondence  of  ours!     I1  rcmimls  me  of  nothing  ?o  much  as 

IB  passages  between  'the  wee  wifle,  who  lived  in  a  fhoe,'  and  her 

'  tliat  she  didn't  know  what  to  dol ' 
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toth 
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jth 
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me  bntd; 

W-heosh 
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Iji 

gd«<l! 

wrlghfB  to 

em 

ciffln; 
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Your  last  letter,  reoeired  01 
icliof  from  anxieties  about  me 
at  atiitiety  (ban  I  had  been  al 
found  me  thinlciDg  myself  s< 


Not  one  letter  you  have  written  to  me  ainca  you  wenl  awvj  hu 
hit  the  right  stale  of  tbiogsl  Do  the  best  that  ereryou  could,  your 
'sheep's  head'  and  your  'coffia'  have  been  equally  out  of  time! 
Such  beiog,  I  suppoM^,  the  natural  result  of  going  where  on  an: 
to  oue'B  letters  canoot  be  received  in  lees  tbaa  six  days,  ia  ft  world 
where  nothing  keeps  still. 

Snturday  morning,  expressing  your 
found  me  a  more  legitimate  Objfd 
all  since  your  doparturel — at  li 
For,  thank  God,  this  attack,  if  Tcry 
violent  while  it  lasted,  has  passed  off  unexpectedly  soon.  I  suppose 
if  I  bad  followed  Mr.  Barnes's  directloos  about  lying  down  it 
middle  of  the  day.  instead  of  yielding  to  popular  clamour  about 
'  change  of  air.'  the  thing  would  have  been  avoided  altogether.  On 
Friday  morning  down  came  Geraldine,  having  bad  a  letter  from 
you,  and  iusislcd  that  we  should  make  one  of  those  '  eicurMons '  I 
had  talked  of.  I  had  my  'aickneSB '  (as  1  call  it)  worse  than  «su« 
tliat  uioming,  and  bess^  lo  be  off  from  any  adventure;  but  '1 
breath  of  Norwood  air  would  do  roe  so  much  good!'  'It  would 
take  off  the  sickness  to  sit  on  the  hillside,'  Ac.,  &c.  1  didn't  feel 
that  ft  would,  but  foolishly  yielded  to  '  reason '  rattier  than  instiact 
The  movement  made  me  sicker,  and  sicker;  still  I  hod  fortitude  til 
order  dinuer  {a  nice  little  roasted  chicken,  and  a  bottle  of  soda-water) 
at  the  best  hotel,  and  lo  force  myself  lo  eat  some  of  It  too,  at  si 
open  how-window,  with  sucli  a  '  beuuttfut  view.'  But,  oh,  lioirl 
wished  myself  in  my  bed  at  home,  with  no  view  to  speak  of  1  for  I 
had  grown  all  burning-hot  and  ice-cold,  not  a  square  inch  of  m 
(he  same  temperature,  and  'my  head  like  amalir 

1  got  home,  better  or  worse,  and  went  to  bed,  and  lay,  or  rather, 
tossed  about,  all  nigbt  in  a  high  fever,  with  a  racking  beadacb«, 
severe  sickness,  and,  most  questionable  of  all,  a  bad  sore  IbroaL  I 
only  waited  for  Ur.  Barnes  tteiug  up  to  send  for  him,  though  he 
bad  given  me  upas  a  patient.  Without  having  had  a  wink  of  sleep. 
however,  or  anything  to  do  me  good,  my  fever  abated  of  itself  as 
the  morning  advanced ;  and,  after  having  liad  some  lea  in  bed,  be 
t  ween  seven  and  eight,  'all  very  comfortable,'  from  the  new  woman, 
I  felt  so  much  belter  that  I  should  hav«  held  my  band  from  Bending* 
for  B  doctor  if  It  hadn't  been  for  the  sore  throat,  which  continued, 
very  bad,  and  frightened  me  from  its  unusual  nature.  Mr,  Baruvs 
was  out.  and  didn't  come  in  lo  get  the  message  till  three  o'clock,  by 
whiclt  time  I  bad  transferred  myself  to  the  dmwing-room  aofa. 
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Heanwbile,  loog  before  this,  being  Giill  in  bed,  but  wubeit  and 
combed,  and  the  rixrai  tidied  up  iii  eipeclalion  of  Mr.  Barnes,  Ihere 

was  aeot  up  to  ma  the  canl  of  Madame !  two  hours  after  1  hsd 

read  your  wish  th.it  1  should  cult  for  ber!  And  1  beard  her  voice 
in  the  paasHge  t  1  sunt  down  polite  regrets  in  the  Aral  iaslance;  then, 
tbiuking  you  would  he  vexed  ui  my  not  admjttiug  her,  I  called 
Charlotte  ('  Chnrlottc '  tbe  !«coud)  back,  aud  said,  lo  tell  the  lady, 
if  sbe  wouidu't  dislike  coming  to  me  \a  my  bedroom,  that  I  should 
Ik-  glad  to  see  her  'tor  ti  minute,'  If  I  had  known  that  she  was  lo 
flifp  dowa  on  tlie  bed,  and  cover  my  face  witlt  kisseB{!)  the  first 
IbiDg.  I  sliould  have  thouglit  twice  of  admitting  her,  with  the  sore 
tbront  I  hadi  However,  the  thing  was  done!  So  I  didn't  say  a 
word  of  sore  throat  to  put  inteclioo  in  her  head,  and  indeed  I  hoped 
il  tnighlo'L  ba  ot  an  infectious  nature.  As  for  the  '  minute,'  flbe 
prolonged  It  to  an  hour;  talking  with  an  emphasis,  and  au  exagger- 
ation, and  a  velocity,  and  cordiality,  which  left  me  little  to  do  but 
listen,  and  not  scream!  I  will  tell  yi>u  all  I  remember  of  her  talk 
when  we  meet.  She  will  be  ngniu  in  Loudon  towards  the  end  of 
October.  She  went  off  with  the  same,  or  rather  redoubled,  embrac- 
inga  and  kisaings;  L  purpcitiely.  holding  in  my  breath;  aod  when  the 
door  bad  closed,  didn't  I  fall  back  on  my  pillowa  with  a  sense  of 
relief! 

Mr.  Barnes  looked  into  my  throat,  and  said  it  was  bad;  but  if  I 
had  'courage  lo  swallow  the  very  ugliest,  most  exlraordi nary  look- 
ing medicine  I  had  ever  seen  in  this  world,  ho  thought  he  could 
cure  11  in  a  day  or  two;'  and  there  came  a  bottle  containing  nppar- 
entlybright  blue  oilpaintll  It  did  need  courage,  and  ftiith,  to  tnke 
the  flrst  dose  of  that!  But  '  I  did  it,  sir! '  and  positively,  as  if  by 
magic,  my  throat  mended  in  half  an  hourt  I  had  a  good  ulgbt; 
the  throat  waa  a  Uttle  sore  only  in  the  morning.  The  second  dose 
had  the  same  magically  sudden  effect,  and  now.  after  three  half- 
glassfuls  of  that  magical  blue  oi!-painl,  my  llirout  is  perfectly 
mended,  and  I  am  as  well  as  liefore  I  knocked  myself  up. 

Mondiiy. — For  the  rest,  all  that  has  been  said  and  written  about 
niy  turning  back  and  about  my  not  starting  again  is  kindly  meant, 
but  being  said  or  written  in  total  or  in  partial  ignorance  of  the  sub- 
ject, quite  overshoots  or  undershoots  the  mark;  is,  in  tact,  perfect 
DOnseose,  setting  itself  up  for  superior  sensel  '  Why  not  have  left 
you  to  "  fen"  for  yourself,  if  you  liad  come  borne  in  my  abaenceT ' 
sister  Jane  asks;  '  if  she  bad  l«en  me,  she  would  have  done 
And  I  would  have  done  it  if  1  bad  beea  slie  perliap*. 

Ever  youis,  J.  W.  C. 
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LETTER  239. 
T.  Carlyle,  Tha  OHL 


J 


B  Gbe;iia  Rov.  CheUu^  Handay,  Sept.  K,  IM. 

Tou  will  open  this,  prepared  lo  hear  Ihat  I  wenl  lo  FonKt's,' 
ftnd  have  been  very  ill  in  consequence.  If  there  he  a  cboioe  betwiii 
a  wise  lliiag  and  a  foolish  one,  n  woman  ia  always  expected  lo  dn 
the  foolish.  Well.  I  dida'tt  Very  ill  I  have  been,  but  not  (roiri 
going  out  to  dinner.  By  one  o'clock  that  day  I  wna  qiul«  ill  ii 
enough  to  care  no  more  for  Fuz'h  wrath  than  faro  nhiSof  tobacoot 
I  had  taken  the  Influent,  and  no  doubt  about  itt  So  I  despaicha 
a  message  to  Uoutacu  Sqiiurc.  and  anocher  in  Hr.  Barnes; 
bet),  and  have  not  slept  till  within  the  last  hourl  So  provokii 
I  had  been  ao  much  better,  and  hoped  lo  be  quite  flourishing  n 
your  return.  Havnomdemr  an  influenza  properly  treated,  and  ■ 
influenza  allowed  to  treat  iUelf.  like  ull  my  former  ones,  is  a  tm 
different  affair  I  Snd.  It  has  not  been  allowed  to  settle  down  fl 
my  chest  at  nil.  this  one:  and.  after  only  three  days  of  sharp  aufft 
iog,  hero  X  am  in  tlie  drawing-room.  looking  forward  with  vm 
interest  to  the  sweet  bread  I  am  to  dioe  on,  and  writing  you  a  le 
ter  better  or  worse. 

The  new  woman  is  a  good  nurae.  very  quiet  and  kindly,  ai 
with  sense  to  do  things  without  being  lold,  I  have  not  had  a 
clothes  folded  neatly  up,  and  the  room  tidied,  and  my  whbI 
anticipated  in  ttiis  way  since  I  had  no  longer  any  mother  to  nuif 
me.  In  ordinary  circumatances  I  should  have  fell  it  horrid  to  I 
lying  entirely  al  the  mercy  of  an  utter  stranger:  but.  being  as  d 
is,  1  have  wished  none  else  to  conn-  near  me.  Even  you  1  nttai 
hope  may  not  come  tliia  week.  It  would  worry  ma  so,  not  to  ) 
able  to  run  about  when  you  come,  anrt  I  must  be  < 
days  yet — 'Mrs.  Prudente,' as  Mr.  Barnes  calls 
The  ^rl  is  to  come  to-morrow,  but  I  don't  feel  to  trouhle  my  li«a 
about  ber.  Charlotte  (2nd)  can  he  trusted  to  direct  her  in  the  w^ 
she  should  go  till  I  am  well  enough  to  meddle.  Beeidea  I  lm« 
every  reason  to  believe  her  u  nice  girl.  The  old  Charlottn.  pot 
foolish  thing  I  is  still  banging  on  at  her  '  mother's.' JusiasanLidyl 
her  person,  with  nothing  to  do,  as  she  used  to  he  in  her  prew  i 
work.     She  has  been  much  about  me,  and  I  don't  know  what 
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ehoald  bare  done  without  her.  to  cook  for  me,  and  show  me  some 
human  kindaess,  when  I  wns  ill  iiDder  '  Old  Jane.'  But  I  am  glad 
fti  the  same  time  tbut  I  hod  forlilude  to  reslat  ber  tears,  nod  her  re- 
quest to  be  taken  back  as  cook.  I  told  her  same  day  I  might  take 
her  hack;  but  she  had  much  to  leam  and  to  unlearn  first.  Btill  it 
is  gratifying  to  feel  that  one's  kindness  to  the  girl  baa  not  been  all 
lost  on  her.  for  sbe  really  loves  both  of  us  paBsionaloly — only  that 
passionate  Iotcb,  not  applied  to  praclicsl  uses,  are  gaod  for  so  little 
in  this  matter-of-fact  world. 
Kindest  love  to  dear  Mary,    Tell  her  T  will  make  out  that  Ylsit 

^^wnne  day.  on  my  own  basis;  it  is  only  postponed.     'Thank  God,' 

^Etou  can't  get  any  clothes. 

^K  1  seem  to  have  got  home  again.  Bepicmber  32.  Halted  at  Alder- 
ley  a  couple  of  days;  of  Annandale,  the  0111,  or  Dumfries  I  re- 
member nothing  whatever,  eicept  the  last  morning  at  the  Gill 
(wbich  is  still  vivid  enough),  and  my  wandering  about  in  manifold 
ftorrowful  reflections,  loth  to  quit  that  kindly,  safe  lugurium;  and 
^ftlso  privately  my  making  resoluiion  feeing  tlie  fitiieas  of  it),  not  to 
triatt  Scotland  till  the  unutterable  Prederiek  were  done — reaolu- 
D  Bad  and  silent,  whlcb  I  believe  was  kept, — T,  C. 

Mri.  AuiHn,  The  QUI,  Aniutn. 

B  Oieyne  Bow,  Ctwlaea:  Tfauraditf.  Oct.  IS,  IMO. 
'  My  dear  Mary.— The  boT  arrived  last  night,  'all  right.'  Many 
inks.  Mary  dear.  The  things  from  Dumfries  are  also  all  right: 
bat  I  will  write  to  loll  Jane  about  them  to-morrow.  Mr.  C.  doesn't 
aeem  to  have  bencflted  from  his  long  sojourn  by  the  sea-side  so 
macb  as  I  bad  hoped,  and  at  flr«t  thought.  He  still  goes  on  wak- 
ing up  several  times  in  the  nigbt — when  he  bolts  up,  and  smokes, 
and  aomeiimes  takes  a  cold  bath!  And  all  tbat  is  verj-  dismal  for 
him,  to  whom  waking  betwixt  l}ing  down  and  getting  up  la  a 
novelty.  For  me,  my  own  wakings  up  some  twenty  or  thirty  times 
every  night  of  my  life,  for  3-earB  and  years  l»ack,  are  nothing  com- 
pared with  bearing  him  jump  out  of  bed  overhead,  once  or  some- 
times twioe  during  a  nighl.  Before  he  went  10  Thtirso,  that  sound 
overhead  used  to  set  my  heart  a-thumping  to  such  a  degree  that  I 
couldn't  get  another  wink  of  sleep— and  I  was  on  tbe  brink  of  a 
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nervous  fpver  whea  be  left,'  Now  i)xM  my  nervea  liftve  had  sraO, 
and  Uist  1  am  more  'used  lo  it,'  I  get  to  sleep  again  wlieu  I  lieir 
oil  quiet,  but  Ood  kaowa  how  loDg  I  may  be  up  to  tliail  And 
when  be  bu  broken  sleep,  and  I  do  sleep  at  oU,  it  is  sad  work  ben; 

You  will  Lave  heard  of  my  setting  up  a  second  servant,  knd 
think  perhaps  that  I  must  be  more  comfortable  now.  with  two  peo- 
ple lo  work  anil  run  for  ua;  but  1  would  much  rather  liave  made 
less  working  and  less  running  do,  and  kept  lo  mj  accustomed  ons 
serTanl.  I  have  never  felt  the  Louse  mj  owu  aioce  mj  maid-ot-alU 
work  was  converted  into  a  'cook'and  'housemaid,'  auddon'tf««l 
as  if  I  should  ever  gel  used  totbe  improvement.  It  iajuat  as  itona 
had  taken  lodgers  into  one's  lower  story.  Often  in  the  dead  ol 
night  I  am  seized  with  a  wild  desire  to  clear  the  liouseof  Iliesenew- 
comers,  and  take  back  my  one  little  Charlotte,  who  is  atUI  banging 
on  at  her  mother's,  iu  a  wild  hope  than  one  or  other  of  them,  of 
both,  may  break  down,  and  she  be  reinstated  in  ber  place.  I^>or 
little  Charlottel  if  1  had  seen  how  miserable  she  was  to  be  at  leavv 
ing  UB,  I  couldn't  have  found  in  my  heart  to  put  her  way,  tbou^ 
sLe  was  eo  heedless,  and  'thro'  other,''  with  a  grain  of  method  tba 
could  have  done  all  the  two  do,  ns  well  or  belter  than  they  do  i^ 
slic  was  so  clever  aad  willing. 

The  new  tall  Charlotte  (the  cook)  auid  to  me  one  day  '  little  Ctuir> 
lotte'  had  been  here:  'What  a  fool  that  girl  is,  ma'am!  I  aaid  [» 
her  to-day,  "You  seem  to  like  being  berel"  aud  says  she,  "  Ot 
course  Ido;  I  look  upon  this  as  uy  borne."  "But,"  says  I,  "yon 
are  a  nice-looking,  healthy  girl,  you  will  easily  get  another  place  if 
you  try."  "Oh,"  says  she,  "I  know  that.  1  may  get  plenty  ot 
places;  but  I  shall  never  gel  another  home!"  What  a  pooriplril 
the  girl  hiia!  If  imybody  bad  been  dissaliaBed  with  me.  tt'a  littla 
that  I  should  care  about  leaving  them.'  '  I  can  well  believe  thai,* 
said  I,  wilh  a  strong  disposition  to  knock  bee  down.  But  I  have 
no  pretext  fur  putting  the  woman  away — although  I  don't  Uke  her. 
Sbe  is  a  good  servant  as  servants  go.  and  I  can't  put  her  away 
merely  for  being  vulgar-minded,  and  totally  destitute  o(  aentimonl; 
and,  after  all,  the  faults  fur  which  I  parted  with  Utile  CharlMte 
after  twelve  months  of  considering  won't  have  been  cured,  but 
rather  have  been  aggravated  by  three  months' muddling  at  bar 
mother's.  Heigh-hol  I  feel  just  in  the  case  of  the  '  Edinburgh  meat- 
jack:"  'Once  Iwas  happhapp-happ-yl  but  now  I  am  me»«-eer' 


nfOU 
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akin  were  a  triSe  thicker,  all  tbese  worries  would 
I  oae's  Ekin  bciog  just  do  skin  'to  epeak  of,' no 
into  the  meat-jack  bumoor.     God  bleaa  youand  oil 
Kind  regards  to  }-uur  husbund. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

Jjunc  W.  Casltia 


Tb  Jfui  Xarfforet  WeM,  Atiehtertool  Uante. 


Chelsea;  DwembarS,  t(BO. 

Dearest  Maggie.— Having  made  no  aigu  of  myseit  tor  Uie  tsat 
moiiili,  you  may  be  fancying  X  bavo  Buccumbed  to  the  general 
doom;  seeing  that  it  has  been  '  llie  gloomy  moutb  of  November,  in 
wliich  the  people  of  EuglancL  bang  and  drown  themBclres! '  But  I 
am  neitlier  banged  nor  drowned  yet  (iu  virtue  perhaps  of  l)eingbom 
in  Scotland):  only,  all  my  energies  having  been  needed  to  stave  off 
suicide,  I  liad  none  left  for  tetter- writing.  It  ia  now  December, 
and  llie  suicidal  mania  should  have  paased  off;  tiut  I  can't  see  mucU 
difference  Iwtween  this  December  and  ihe  gloomiest  Novomber  on 
recordi  the  fog.  and  the  mud,  and  the  liquid  soot  {called  rain  io 
the  language  of  Qattery),  have  not  abated;  and  the  blood  in  one's 
veins  feels  so  thick  and  dirtyl  But,  shame  of  my  silence  must 
serve  instead  of  inspiration,  impossible  under  the  circumstances; 
and  you,  dear,  good  little  soul  aa  you  are.  will  not  be  critical  I 

In  the  first  place  you  will  be  glad  to  bear  1  am  ■  about '  anyhow. 
Except  for  one  week  that  I  had  to  lie  on  the  sofa  o: 
neuralgia  (differing  in  notliing.  so  far  as  I  can  sei 
fashioned  '  rbetimatiE ").  I  have  not  been  laid  up  sini 
iiiv:  and  I  have  had  a  great  fret  taken  off  me, 
iif  that  vulgar,  conceited  wuman,  and  the  restoratio 
Inttu.  Upon  my  word.  1  haven't  tieeu  as  near  what  they  call '  happy  ' 
for  muny  a  day  as  in  tlie  first  flush  of  little  Charlotlel  She  looked 
Bu  bursting  with  ecstasy  as  she  ran  up  and  down  the  house,  taking 
possession,  as  it  were,  of  lier  old  work,  and  as  she  showed  in  the 
viRilors  (not  her  business,  but  she  would  open  Ihe  door  to  tbem  all 
the  first  lime,  to  show  herself,  and  receive  their  cougratulatione). 
that  it  wax  impossible  not  to  share  in  her  delighted  excitementi 
Most  of  Ihe  people  shook  hands  with  her!  and  all  of  them  said  ihcy 
nere  '  glad  to  see  bcr  buck '  I  I  had  tnuted  that  she  would  in  time 
humanise  the  other  girl,  and  tiiat  the  two  vrouU  Iw  ^itAttteaAa, 

n.—7 


I  my  back,  with 
',  from  the  old- 
«  you  heard  of 

0  the  removal 

1  of  little  Chat- 
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wiiea  the  other  girl  got  over  the  prejudices  thcwotuui  wbohsdlifl  I 
had  inspired  her  with!     But  It  needed  no  time  &t  all.     Sanb  tu   I 
laumanised.  and  the  ttro  sworu  friends  id  the  flrHI  b&lt-houil   b 
the  first  half-hour  Sarah  htul  conUdcd  to  Charlotte  that,  it  I  hadat 
given  thu  tall  Charlotte  waroiag,  abe  (Sarah)  would  have  given  Oo 
wacDiag,  she  disliked  '  tall  Charlotte '  so  mtichl 

II  is  now  three  weeks  since  Uie  new  order  of  things;  niislrtss  tml 
maid  have  Bubsided  out  of  the  emotional  state  iulo  the  narmtl  one, 
but  are  still  very  glad  over  one  another;  aod  If  the  work  of  tlii 
house  does  not  get  done  wiili  as  mucb  order  and  method  m  niukt 
the  tall  Chartotto,  It  ia  done  with  more  thoroughness,  and  iiiflnltei; 
more  heartiness  aud  pleasantness;  and  the  'breadpuddings'ire 
Ont  ra1«.     Sarah's  tidiuesa  aud  method  arc  Just  what  were  mnlel 
to  correct  little  Charlotte's  born  tendency  to  muddle;  while  UOle 
Ctiariotte's  willingness  and  aflectlonatenesa  warm  up  Sar»li'a  driff, 
more  selfish  nature.     It  is  a  curious  cstabliahmeot.  with  sometliin; 
of  the  sound  and  character  of  a  nursery.    Charlotte  not  DtoeiFUi 
till  next  Miircb,  and  Sarah  seventeen  lust  week.     Ami  they  kN[> 
up  an  incessaut  chirping  and  chattering  aud  laughing:  and  u  both 
have  remarkably  sweet  voices,  it  Is  pleasant  to  hear.     The  iod-dm 
!■  DO  Doisance  to  me  now.     As  neither  can  nwnkc  of  Ihefflseire 
don't  know  what  1  should  bare  done  about  that,  hadn't  Charlotic'^ 
friends  come  to  the  rescue.     An  old  man  who  lodges  wilh  CIill 
iotte's  '  mother '  (auni).  raps  on  thi;  kitchen  window  till  be  w 
them,  ever;  morning  at  six,  on  his  way  to  his  work;  and  Oharlirttil!! 
'  father '  (unc)e)  raps  again  on  the  window  before  seven 
sure  the  first  ■ammoos  had  been  attended  to!  to  any  notlilng  o(M 
alarum,  which  runs  down  at  aii,  at  their  very  bed-head,  and  hm 
is  heanl  by  either  of  these  fortunate  girls'     So  I  darewy  we  si 
get  on  as  well  as  possible  in  a  worid  where  perfection  fs  not  to  fl 
looked  for,     1  shall  bo  glad  to  bear  that  your  domestidUeB  Bi 
as  flourishing  a  stale ! 

I  hope  we  ahnll  go  to  the  Grange  by-andby.  and  make  a  lODgl 
vlaltthan  last  year.  It  is  such  a  goo<l  break  in  the  h>ng,  dr« 
Chelsea  winter,  and  stirs  up  one's  stagnant  spirits,  and  mles  fl 
one'a  niunnersl  Bui  Mr.  Carlyle  won't  stay  anywhere  if  he  c 
get  work  done:  and  though  Lady  Ashburton  Mys  he  sbalt  ht^ 
every  facDily  afforded  lilm  for  working.  I  don't  know  how  llint  W 
be  wlien  it  comes  to  be  tried,  I  never  saw  nny  work  done  in  II 
hotue!  Meanwhile,  I  have  sent  an  oKure  hlne  fMire,  thai  I 
Sandwich  gave  me  last  Christmas  Day,  to  be  made,  la  oaw. 


JANE  WELSH  Ci.MlLYLE.  J47 

[  Vy  denr,  beautlTuI  Eats  Sterling  Otirs.  Row)  was  buried  lasl  week 
llBouruetnoiiiJi.  nlivre  Blie  Liid  been  taken  for  the  winter.  I  had 
long  been  liopcleEs  of  lier  ret^ovcrjr,  but  did  not  tbiuk  tbo  end  sii 
De»r.  and  that  1  should  oever  see  ber  iwcot  face  ngain.  Julia  came 
to  E«e  me  yesterday  on  ber  reiuru,  Jooking  miserably  ill.  Poor  Mr. 
Rosa  wrote  rae  a  sad,  kind  letMr,  I  am  very  sorry  for  hiio;  aod 
none  of  the  fatnily  treat  him  as  it  be  bud  anytbiog  to  do  with  ilieir 
loBe.  He  wna  not  a  luan  ouc  would  ever  hare  wulied  Kate  to 
niury,  but  bo  has  been  the  most  devoted  husband,  and  lendereet 
narM  to  her;  and  she  said  to  ber  sister  Lotta.  the  day  before  her 
death,  that  »Iie  bad  repeated  doing  maoy  things  in  her  life,  but  she 
bad  never  for  one  moment  repented  her  nmrriagel  Surely  Uial 
should  have  made  them  all  less  hard  for  himt  Bui.  do! 
Kindest  love  to  Walter  and  Star. 

Your  affectionate 

J.  W.  Cahltle. 

LETTER  383. 

Ifrt.  BimeS,  TAorrOiill 

s  Oheyne  Bow,  Chdae*:  Deo.  U.  ISSa 
Mreat  Hary. — It  there  were  no  other  use  in  a  letter  from  me 
serve  lbs  purpose  of  removing  any  apprehensionB 
a  may  have  as  to  ihe  frost  having  put  an  end  to  my  life!    '  Did 
■No,  I  never,' — fell  such  cold  I     But  then,  there  be- 
ing no  question  for  me  of  ever  crossing  the  threahold,  and  my  time 
tbroirn  altogether  on  my  bands  (my  visitors  being  mostly  away, 
keeping  their  Christinas  in  country  houses,  or,  like  myself,  shut  up 
with  ColdB  at  home,  or  too  busy  with  '  the  festivities  of  the  season ' 
to  Ket  u  far  as  Chelsea,  and  my  two  mnlds  leaving  me  nothing 
cwthly  to  do  in  the  business  of  the  bouxe).  I  have  time,  enough  and 
to  spare,  for  adopting  ail  possible  meaaurea  to  keep  myself  warm. 
^Bb  see  the  fires  I  keep  up  in  the  dmwiog-room  and  my  bod-room  I 
^Hu  un  topograph  leal  observer  might  suppose  we  lived  within  a  mile 
^HC'B  coal  pit.  iuBlead  of  paying  twenty-eight  sbilling»  a  cart'load 
^dtr  cobIb!     Tlien  T  wear  all  my  Qannel  petticoats  at  once,  and  am 
faBving  two  new   ones  made  out  of  a  pair  of   Scotch   blankelsl 
And   liidy   Sandwich   has   sent  roe   a  seal-fur  pelisse  (s   luxury 
I    had  long   sighed    for,   but,    costing    twenty    guineas,    it    had 
I  hopeless!),  and  a  Oreek  merchant '  has  sent  me  the  softcet 

>  DtlberoBlue. 
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grey  Indian  shawl.  And  If  all  that  caa't  mrra  roe,  I  lie  down 
under  my  coverlet  of  racoon  skinsl  (My  dcarl  if  joaaro  pcrisliinf, 
net  upon  my  idea  of  llie  Scotcb  blanlcels;  do  flaoDel  comes  neot 
tliem  in  point  of  warmth.)  My  doctor  told  me.  In  addition  to 
till*  outward  covering,  to  drink  'at  least  three  glasses  of  wine  ft 
dsyl'  But  1  generally  shirk  the  third.  And  the  cougb.  and  (acc- 
iiche,  wliich  I  had  tbe  first  week  of  the  frost,  ia  gone  tlua  week,  U 
liny  rale. 

Have  you  seen  tliat  Tale  of  Horror,  which  ran  through  Ilie  n 
papers,  about  IheMarqyiaof  Downahirc!  Everybody  here  believed ) 
for  some  days  that  tbe  Marquis  of  Downshire  had  really  found  tlis 
skipper  of  his  yacht  kneeling  at  the  side  of  Lady  Alice  (his  ODljf 
daughter,  a  lovely  girl  of  sevenieen),  and  really  pitclied  him  iuto 
tbe  aoa,  and  so  there  was  an  end  of  him  I  I  was  dreadfully  loiTy, 
for  one.  Lord  D.  is  such  a  dear,  good,  kiudhearted  savage  of  a 
man;  and  it  seemed  such  a  fatality  that  be  should  be  always  kiUin(i 
somebody!!  He  had  kUledaschool  companion,  without  n 
it;  and  afterward))  {ibcy  say)  a  coalbeaver,  who  was  boxing  with 
him)  The  fact  is.  he  is  awfully  stroug,  and  bis  strokes  tell,  f 
doesn't  expect,  Bui  if  you  knew  wbat  a  simple,  goad  man  b 
you  wouldn't  wonder  that  X  felt  Eorrier  for  him  thim  tbo  skipper^ 
who,  after  all,  bad  no  business  to  be  '  kneeling'  there  suriclyt 
tiie  little  darling  daughter,  that  her  young  life  should  be  cJuudedaf 
tlie  outset  with  such  a  scandal!  1  made  all  sorts  of  miMntble  t^ 
flccliooa  about  tliera  all.  And  the  story,  all  tbe  while,  a  compleU 
fabrication — equal  to  the  proverbial  story  of  the  'six  black  crowal^ 
Tha  story  was  (old  to  Azegllo  (the  Bardiulau  Ambassador),  wbo,  I 
give  himself  importance,  said,  '  Oli,  yea!  it  had  been  officially  ooffl- 
mimicated  to  him  froni  Naples.'  And  tbe  man  he  said  it  to.  beinf 
Secretary  of  Legation,  made  an  official  despalch  of  the  story  to 
Lord  Cowloy  at  Paris!!  Then  it  flew  like  wild-fire,  and  poopLi 
couldn't  help  believing  it;  and,  of  course,  all  sorts  of  details  woi 
added — that  Lady  Alice  was '  struggling  and  acrcaming,  that  Lord 
D.  wouldn't  let  a  boat  be  lowered  to  pick  the  man  up,'  Ac.  &a 
One  knows  iiow  a  story  gathers  like  a  snowball.  They  went  t 
length  of  slating  that  Lord  D,  was  being  brought  home  to  be  trjcj 
by  tbe  Peers,  '  the  offeuce  having  been  committed  on  the  bi^ 
seaalll '  Tbe  talk  now  is  all  of  prosecution  of  certain  nenapftpM 
and  certain  people.  But  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  alt  end  in  I 
0owiislure's  giving  somebody  a  good  thrashing. 

Please  to  give  my  good  wishea  '  of  the  season '  to  all  my  frieodl| 


JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE.  Ufl 

at  ThomMlI  end  about,  aod  to  attead  to  Uic  old  'n'omcn  on  New 
Teat's  Day.  I  send  a  cheque  tliis  time.  Tlie  Japaness  irays  are 
for  tlie  aen  drawing-ioom,  it  ynii  Ibiaii:  tliem  worth  a  plnco  ii 


I  took  lliem  a: 
pupulur  drawiag-n 
to  tbe  Doctor. 


Tbey  are  a, 
Kiodest  regards 


Tour  ever  nffeclionate 

Jake  Cablylx 


LETTER  233. 
7b  Jfiw  Bamei,  King't  Road,  CMtea. 


^^^  5  Ch»;ne  Ron:  8un<lay,  April  M,  IWl. 

^^  Cftriaa. — I  was  going  to  you  to-duy,  liaving  been  hindered  yeater- 
day ;  but  a  Ihouglit  strikes  me.  You  are  a  Puseyiie,  or,  as  my  old 
Scotch  servant  writes  it,  a  'Puisbt.'  and  I  am  a  Presbylerian ; 
would  it  be  proper  (or  you  to  receive  mo.  or  for  me  lo  pay  a  visit  on 
Sunday!  I  don't  quite  know  oa  to  you;  but  for  me  it  is  a  thing  for- 
bidden ccrlaidf .  8o  I  write  to  say  that  if  you  could  have  goae  to 
the  gorillas  to-morrow,  the  gorillas  would  have  been  'not  at  home.' 
On  consulting  my  order  of  admission  I  find  it  is  for  all  daya  except 
just  the  two  1  successively  fixed  upon,  Saturdays  and  Mondays. 
Hy  order  is  available  tbriiugh  all  the  month  of  May,  so  it  will  Still 
be  time  when  you  leturn,  provided  you  do  not  indefluitely  extend 
your  programme,  as  you  are  in  the  habit  of  doing.  I  shall  fix  with 
tbe  others  for  Tuesday.28tb,  early — say  to  start  between  eleven  and 
twelve.    Will  that  doT 

Your  affeclionale 

Jadb  Cabltu. 


LETTER  234. 
Mri.  RiiMtll,  Hdm  Em. 


I 

^H  G  Cheyno  Row,  CIwIhm:  Thursdar.  Jul?  >,  IHL 

1^  Decidedly,  dearest  Mary.  I  am  in  a  run  of  bad  luck,  and  enter- 
t^niog  for  a  moment  any  idea  of  pleasure  seems  to  be  the  signal 
with  me  for  some  misfortune  to  plunge  down. 

The  longer  I  thought  of  It,  the  more  it  seemed  to  me  fair  and 
feasible  that,  since  Mr.  C.  was  minded  to  go  uowbere  this  summer, 
lould  go  tor  two  or  three  weeks  by  myself  where  I  had  been  ao 
Noably  disappointed  of  going  last  August,    Mr,  C.  himself 
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said  I  might,  'if  I  thoDglilitwouldbeuBeCul  lome:'  BndUiere«mM 
tw  DO  question  about  its  being  '  useful  to  mc  '  to  have  a  tirtalli  nt 
Scotch  air  anii  a  glimpse  o(  dear  Scotcli  fnces.  So,  trliea  1  W 
read  yoar  cordial  letter,  I  felt  my  purpose  slroug  to  carrj  iiscU  oul, 
and  only  delnjed  answering  till  I  had  seen  llie  baking  difBculi; 
overcome,  and  could  aay.  positively,  ibat  I  would  cooiea««o«ii  i> 
you  pleased  after  your  visitor  had  departed.  Tno  Ttsiton  nl  n 
time  is  too  much  happiness,  I  think,  for  any  not  over  etroDg  in 
tress  of  A  house,  who  gives  Ijersclf  so  much  trouble  as  you  do 
make  everything  comfortable  and  pleasant  about  one. 

Auil,  in  the  menntlme,  here  is  wlint  bos  befallen.  My  nice  tni 
worthy  cook,  who  inspired  mc  with  the  confidence  to  iMtve  Mr.d. 
being  certain,  I  thought,  to  keep  hira  all  right,  nod  the  house  it 
right,  and  the  young  girl  all  right,  in  roy  absence;  this  trciisur«i)l 
a  cook,  my  dear,  who  was  to  be  the  comfort  of  my  remuuiq 
years,  and  nurse  me  in  my  last  illness  (to  such  wild  flighU  had  iq 
imagination  gone),  turns  out  to  have  come  into  my  service  with 
frightful  neglected  disorder — what  the  doctors  call  'strangulila 
hernia.'  making  Iier  life  (my  doctor  says)  '  not  safe  for  a  dayl '  I 
could  do  nothing  with  it.  he  said;  she  must  go  to  St.  Oeoitl 
Hospital,  and  what  was  possible  to  do  for  her  would  be  done  thr^^ 
But  I  have  no  hope  that  the  woman  will  ever  be  fit  for  service: 
And  what  she  could  mean  in  going  into  a  new  service  witli  sod 
complaint  I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive.  And  I  am  also  dreadfully 
a  loss  what  I  am  to  do  witli  her.  She  is  such  a  good  creature,  W 
hnsn't  a  relation  in  the  world  to  depend  upon.  If  the  doctors  ta 
her  as  an  in-patient,  of  course  it  would  settle  the  question  of  f 
leaving  here;  but  if  they  don't — I  Oh,  my  gracious,  how  uoluj 
it  IE  I    In  any  case,  I  see  no  cbnnce  for  me  now  of  getting  to  yon. 

TJnlcss,  indeed,  she  could  be  cured  sufficiently  to  go  on  at  a 
vice,  I  shall  know  more  about  it  when  she  comes  back  from  1 
hospital,  or  when  I  have  spoken  with  one  of  the  surgeons  tht 
whom  I  know.  But  unless  the  ca«e  la  much  less  grave  than  ] 
Barnes  seemed  to  consider  it.  we  shall  be  all  at  sea  again.  And  1 
best  arrangement  I  can  think  of.  for  the  moment,  would  be  to  j 
tny  new  housemaid  into  the  kitchen,  for  whiclj  she  is  belter  luR 
than  for  her  present  place,  only  that  she  would  have  the  eooU 
all  to  learnt — and  to  take  another  nice  girl  I  know  of  for  bom 
maid.  But  fancy  the  ivccks  and  months  it  will  lake  to  gel  ei 
that  most  feasible  scheme  m  work  right,  and  all  Uie  while  I  ml 
be  standing  between  Hr.  C.  and  new  bother,  and  looking  afterihl 
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^Is  thmt  they  ma;  be  kept  in  good  ways)  I  declnre  I  could  tuke  a 
good  crj,  or  do  &  Utile  good  awearlogl  I  will  stop  noveijll  tti«paur 
womau  comes  back  fiom  the  bospitali  &ud  then  tell  you  tli«  news 

^  Mo  Matilda  come  yet,  and  I  must  take  the  letters  myself  now  to 

e  postofflce.  having  nobody  to  send. 
^  I  will  write  Rooii. 

Your  much  bedevilled,  but  always  loving, 

J.  Caalti^ 

LETTER  235. 

Mr*.  EuKteU,  Bolnt  HiU. 

S  Chejfne  Row,  Chelm*:  Tuesdij.  July  It,  IMI. 
Dearest  Mary,— Mr.  Dunbar's'  book  was  from  you.  was  it  not  T 
used  to  be  able  to  swear  to  your  handwritiag;  but  latterly  one  or 
people  bave  taken  to  writing  exactly  like  you,  and  1  need  the 
posi'mark  to  verify  the  handwriting,  and  the  post-mark  was  illegi- 
ble on  that  book-parcel.    Whether  from  you  or  not,  I  am  glad  of 
the  little  book,  wbicb  I  am  Dure  I  shall  read  with  pleasure ;  I  like 
it  mild,  gentlemanly  man  to  much. 

But  I  am  BtiU  as  tar  as  when  I  last  wrote  from  sitting  down 
itelly  to  read  a  pleasant  book.  ETcrylbiug  is  at  sixes  and  sevens 
'■till  I  My  treasure  of  a  servant,  who  was  to  '  soothe  my  declining 
yean.'  and  enable  me  to  go  to  Scotland  this  year,  is  still  lying  in 
St.  Oeorge's  Hospital,  certain  to  lie  there  '  for  some  months,'  and 
not  certain  to  be  It  for  service,  even  of  the  mildest  form,  when  tho 
months  are  over!  Mr. ,  the  Head  Surgeon,  found  immediate- 
ly Ihnt  ahe  had  got  ulceration  of  tho  apine,  and  the  rupture  pro- 
ceedett  from  that.  He  says  sbc  '  may  get  over  it ;  but  it  will  be  a 
~  .'  I  don't  think  Ihat,  even  if  she  were  cured  nonil- 
lly,  I  should  like  to  have  her  for  kitchen  eervant  again  :  I  should 
perpetual  terror  of  her  hurting  herself  at  every  turn.  Mean- 
I  have  been  puddling  on  with  my  old  '  gDing-ou^to■co•>k- 
^,'  coming  daily  to  cook  the  dinner,  and  teach  the  WcIeU 
lusemutd,  whom  I  have  decided  to  make  kitchen -woman,  getting 
lother  girl  for  housemaid.  A  safe  housemaid  is  so  much  easier 
get  here  than  a  cook,  who  doesn't  drink,  nor  steal,  nor  luku  the 
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house  to  lioreelf  1     Thia  Welsh  girl "  has,  I  iLink, 
of  a  good  cook  ILan  of  a  housemaid,  not  being  ^ood  nt  ne«dlewur)^ 
lud  utterly  incapable  of  reading  the  titles  on  Ktr.  C.'«  bnokt,  ■•. 
tliat  she  can't  bring  hiui  a  boolc  when  be  wants  it.     The  girl  1 
gellJDg  Is  more  accomplislied,  whatever  else  I 

The  present  slate  of  alTairs  is  wretched;  for  Mr,  C,  being  «  a 
cannot  uoderstand  to  exact  the  least  bit  less  atleadauce,  when 
are  reduced  to  one  serTant  again,  than  he  had  accustomed  liim 
to  exact  from  the  two.  So  1  have  all  the  valeling,  aod 
womaning,  and  running  up  aud  down  to  the  study  for  books,  A 
&C.  &C.  to  do  myself,  Iwsides  having  to  Buperiniend  the  Welsh  gii 
and  to  go  to  St.  Qcorge'g  (two  miles  oS)  almost  ever?  day  in  n 
life,  to  Iteep  up  the  heart  of  poor  Matilda,  who,  lying  there:,  wi' 
tno  issues  in  her  back,  and  nobody  but  myself  coming  after  be 
and  lier  outlooks  of  the  darkest,  naturally  needs  any  cheering  th 
I  can  Cake  her. 

Mercifully  the  plentiful  rain  keeps  things  cooler  and  fresher  ho 
than  Is  usual  in  summer;  and  I  am  nothing  like  so  sick  and  nerval 
as  I  was  Inst  year  at  this  time.  So  I  am  more  able  tij  bear  what 
laid  on  me— to  bear  amongst  the  reat  the  heavy  disAppointment  i 
having  to  give  up  my  visit  to  you.  and  stay  here  at  my  post,  vrhic 
is  a  rather  bothering  one. 

God  bless  you.     It  does  mo  good  anyhow  to  tbiiik  that,  If  I 
have  gone,  the  I^d  Doctor  and  you  would  have  been  so  kind 
me.  Your  CTcr  afteclioasle 

J.  W.  CARLtlt 

LETTER  236. 

r.  CuTlytt.  B»q..  Chelifa. 
Ura.  Scokea's,  SI  Welliugtoa  Crescent,  East  ClUt. 


That  is  the  address,  if  there  be  anything  lo  be  addressed  t  Ft 
tune  favors  the  brave  I  Hod  one  talked,  and  thought,  and  at 
responded,  and  investigated  about  tod^ngs  for  a  month  befo 
starting.  I  doubt  if  we  could  have  mikde  a  better  business  of  It  Ihi 
we  have  done.  Certainly  in  point  of  situation  there  is  no  better 
Ramsgate  or  in  the  world :  looking  out  over  a  pretty  stripe  of  lai 
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ftnd  gruTOl  walk  on  to  ihe  greai  boundless  Ocean  !  You  could  lUrow 
k  alone  from  the  sitting-room  n-indow  into  the  sea  vrben  the  tide  is 
up!  Then  Ihere  is  not  the  vealige  ot  a  bug  in  our  wliile  dimity 
beds  I  For  tlie  rest.  1  cannot  euy  it  ia  noiseleGS  !  Geraldinc  says 
her  room  looking  on  the  aeu  is  perfectly  so  ;  but  I  consider  bcr  no 
Judge,  as  she  sleeps  like  a  top.  However,  the  roonis  looking  on  the 
8e»  cannot  but  be  freer  from  noise  than  Ibose  to  the  back,  looking 
on  roofs,  houses,  stables,  streets.  &c ;  but  the  bedrooms  to  the 
b&clc  are  much  larger,  and  better  airecl.  With  do  sensibilities 
except  my  own  to  listen  lo  them  with,  I  can  get  used  (I  think}  to 
the  not  eitrsvagant  amount  of  crowing  and  barking,  and  storming 
vlth  the  wind,  and  even  to  occssionsl  cat-ciploslous  on  ttie  opposiU 
roots  1  If  I  can't,  I  can  exchange  beds  with  Geraldinei  nod  there  1 
can  only  have  the  noise  of  tlie  sea  (considerable  !),  the  poesibilitles 
of  occasional  carriages  passing  (1  liave  none  to  day,  but  it  is  Sun' 
day),  and  '  rittle- tippling '  of  Venetian  bllada  I  With  a  great 
diminution  of  room,  however,  and  alarming  increase  of  glare. 
The  people  of  the  house  arc  civil  and  honest-looking  and  slow. 
~  jt  we  are  not  come  here,  Gersldine  and  I,  to  be  In  a 
us  the  place  will  answer  extremely  well  for  a  week, 
.0  engage  It  for,  and  the  sea  air  and  the  "change'  will 
I  ^erbalancc  all  the  little  disagreeables,  as  well  as  the  cka-arga, 
which  is  considerable. 

If  my  advice  were  ot  any  moment.  I  would  strongly  advise  you 
tA  come  one  day  during  the  wecli.  and  see  the  place  under  our 
auspices,  and  stay  one  night.  I  could  sleep  on  the  sofa  in  the 
dtawing-room ;  and  you  would  not  mind  any  trifling  nolsea  with  the 
knowledge  iljat  it  was  only  for  one  night.  Tlie  mere  Journey  and 
a  sight  of  the  sea  and  a  bathe  would  do  you  good, 

I  am  going  to  seek  out  the  Bains  after  church.  I  feel  much  less 
tired  to-day  than  I  have  done  for  weeks,  months  back  :  and  though 
I  was  awake  half  the  night,  first  feeling  for  bugs,  which  didn'l 

Ioomel  and  then  taking  note  of  all  the  different  sounds  far  and  near, 
Mich  d;d  come  1 
FHargaret  will  do  everything  very  wall  for  you,  if  you  will  only 
■HI  her  distinctly  what  you  want ;  I  mean  not  elaborately,  but  la 
Ifaw  plain  words. 
•  Ever  yours, 

^  Jamb  W.  0. 

f    n.— ?• 


VOh,  my 
Hl^verbali 
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LETTER  387. 


T.   CarlyU.  E»q.,  8  Chesne  Rota. 
WelliDgton  Crescent,  tUnu^M:  Tuesd^.  Augntt  B, 

'Very  charming  doesn'l  Uiat  look,  Willi  the  sea  in  front 
as  eye  can  reach  t  And  Uial  aeen  (ilie  East  Cliff),  yoa  needi 
wisli  to  ever  see  more  of  Ramsgule.  It  ia  made  up  of  uarroi 
Sleep,  confused  streets  like  tlie  worst  part*  of  BrigbtoD.  T 
shops  look  nasly,  the  people  nosij.  tbo  smclla  arc  Dssty  I  (gpoi 
shrimps  complicated  with  cesspool  \)  Only  the  East  Cliff  is  cle 
and  genteel,  and  airy  ;  and  would  be  perfect  as  sea-quaiters  if 
weren't  for  the  noise  1  which  is  so  extraordioary  as  U>  be  aim 
laughable. 

Along  that  stilMookiag  road  or  street  belween  the  houaca  i 
gardens  are  passing  and   repassing,  from  early  momiiag  to  I 
night,  cries  ol  prawns,  slirimpa.  lollipops— things  one  never  want 
and  will  DOTer  want,  ot  the  most  miscellaneous  sort;  and  if  I 
were  alll    But  a  brass  band  plays  all  through  our  breakfast,  I 
repeats  the  performance  oftcu  during  the  day,  and  the  braas  bi 
is  succeeded  hy  a  band  of  Ethiopians,  and  Itiat  again  by  a  bond, 
female  flddlersl  and  interspersed  with  these  are  individiial  ba 
organs,  individual  Scotch  bagpipes,  iudividual  French  bornal 
it  ia  '  most  expenaivcl '    And  the  night  noises  were  not  to  be 
mated  by  the  first  nigbtt    These  arc  so  many  and  frequent  as 
form  a  sort  of  moss  of  voice:  perhaps  easier  to  get  some  sli 
through  than  an  individual  nuisance  of  cock  or  dog.     There 
hundreds  of  cockst  and  they  get  waked  up  at,  say.  one  in 
morning  by  some  outburst  of  drunken  song  orof  cat-waiUag!  ai 
never  go  lo   sleep  again    (these    cocks)   but    for   minutest 
there  are  three  steeple  clocks  lliat  strike  ia  succession,  and  1 
are  doors  and  gates  that  slam,  and  dogs  that  bark  occasioDally, 
a  saw  mill,  and  a  mews,  Ac, — ia  short,  everything  you  could 
not  to  heart    And  I  beat  it  all  and  am  getting  to  sleep  in  luarii 
itl  the  1)ed  is  so  soft  and  clean,  and  the  room  so  airy:  and  thei 
think  under  every  shock,  so   triumphanily,   'Crow  away,"  'n 
away,"  ■  bark  away.'    'slam  away:  you  can't  di.sturb  Mr.  C. 
Cbeyne  Itow,  that  can't  yoni '  and  the  thought  is  so  soothing.  I 
oflasleep— till  next  ihingi    I  might  try  Geraldine's  room;  bnti 
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hu  now  got  an  adjoining  babyl  Yesterdfty  we  drove  to  Broad- 
stairs— a  quieter  place,  but  we  saw  no  lodgioRa  Ihal  were  liliely  to 
be  quiet,  except  one  villa  at  six  guineas  a  week,  already  occupied. 
I  Bleep  about,  in  intervals  of  tlie  bands,  on  sofas  during  tbe  day; 
and  am  less  sick  than  wiien  I  left  borne,  and  we  get  good  enough 
food  very  well  cooked,  and  I  don't  repent  coining,  on  the  whole; 
Ibough  I  hate  beiag  ia  lodgings  in  atrange  places. 
i  '  I  foond  tlie  Bains ;  and  saw  Mrs.  Oeorge  '  before  she  left 

^K  Wednesday,  Aug,  7,  IBBI. 

*  I  bad  just  cleared  my  toilet-table,  and  carried  my  wdting-tbiDgB 
from  tbe  eitting-room  to  uiy  bedroom  window,  where  there  was  no 
noT^e  noise  for  the  moment  than  carpet  beating  and  the  grinding 
of  passing  carts,  wliereas  the  siltiog-room  had  become  pCTfecliy 
maddening  with  bagpipes  under  the  wiodoWB,  and  piano  practice 
under  tbe  floor  (a  piano  hired  in  by  'the  Srst  Boor,  yesterday)! 
All  which  received  an  irritating  fiuisliing  touch  from  the  rapid, 
continuous  scrape,  scraping  of  Geraldine's  pen  (nothing  more  irri- 
tating, as  you  know,  tlian  to  see  'others'  perfectly  indifferent  to 
what  is  driving  oneself  wild).  Had  just  dipped  tbe  pen  in  the  ink 
when — a  "yellow  scoundrel,'  the  loudest,  harshest  of  yellow  Bcuun- 
drels,  struck  up  under  my  bedroom  window!  And  here  the  master 
power  of  Babbage  has  not  reached!  Indeed,  noise  seems  to  be  the 
grand  joy  of  life  at  Ramsgate.  If  I  had  cotne  to  Ramsgate  with 
the  least  idea  of  writing  letters,  or  doing  anything  whatever  with 
my  head.  I  might  go  back  at  once.  But  I  came  to  swallow  down 
a9  much  sea  air  as  possible,  and  that  end  is  attained  without 
fatigue;  for  lying  on  the  sofa  with  our  three  windows  wide  open 
on  the  sea,  we  areas  well  aired  as  if  we  were  sailing  on  it;  and  the 
bedroom  is  full  of  sea  air  all  night  too.  It  is  certainly  doing  me 
good,  though  I  can't  ever  get  slept  many  minutes  logetlicr  for  the 
noises.  I  get  up  hungry  for  breakfast,  and  am  hungry  again  for 
dinner — and  a  fowl  does  not  serve  Qeraldine  and  me  two  days!  I  I 
do  hope  you  are  getting  decently  fed.  It  won't  be  for  want  of  at- 
aiduoos  will  on  Margaret's  part  if  things  are  not  as  you  like  them. 
We  called  for  the  Bains  last  night  and  invited  them  lo  tea  to- 
[ilt,  which  they  thankfully  accepted.  They  seem  entirely  oc. 
studying  their  mutual  health.  Indeed,  what  else  would 
f  morlal  slay  here  for!  Mrs.  Bain  is  quite  tbe  female  of  that 
~e, — clear  and  clever,  and  cold  and  dry  as  tindert    They  have 

•  Vallb;  her  uncle's  wUe. 
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'tbe  onlf  qniet  bouse  io  Ratnagale,'    Mra.  Bain  is  troubled 
|]Otbing>  but  the  bleating  of  slievp  to  the  biicic;  after   to-day,  bo«r 
ever,  there  will  be  cijiug  the  babies  id  Uie  huuse,  and  it  is  ooUiioi 
like  BO  air;  a  Mtuution  as  ours.     WbtU  &  mercy  you  did  t 


I 


Hf  compdnicDU  to  Ibe  maide,  and  say  I  hope  to  find  ihea 
models  of  virtue  and  activity  when  I  come  on  Saturdtiy.  0«nl 
dine  h  clear  for  staying  anolber  week;  but  I  had  better  have  goM 
10  Scotland  tboD  that. 

Tours, 

J.  w.  a 

LETTER  SSft 
Uri.  Ruaell.  Solm  mO. 

S  Cbeyae  Row,  Chelsea:  ToNdaj,  Aug.  30,  IttL 

Darling!  I  want  to  hear  about  jou;  aud  tliat  is  lucky  for  you,l 
you  lie  at  all  wanting  to  bear  about  in«l  For  I'll  be  banged  if  ma 
unassisted  Beose  of  duty,  and  that  sort  of  ibing,  could  nerve  me  t 
sit  down  and  write  a  letter  in  these  days,  when  it  takes  pretty  w<l 
nil  the  sense  and  strength  I  liave  left  to  keep  myself  soul  and  bo^ 
together,  doing  the  thing  forced  into  my  hands  to  do.  ani] 
ingwhen  I  om  spoken  to.  A  nice  woman  I  am!  Bull  knowyl 
have  been  in  such  depths  yourself  occasionally,  and  will  have  lyi 
patby  with  roc.  instead  of  being  contemptuous  or  angty.  as  yw 
strong-minded,  able-bodied  women  would  be;  and  ttccordin^ 
Btroug-minded,  able-bodied  women  are  my  aversion,  and  I  run  a 
of  tbe  road  of  one  as  I  would  from  n,  mad  cow.  The  foci  la,  lii 
there  been  nobody  in  the  world  to  consider  except  myself.  !  ougl 
to  have  'carried  out '  that  project  Itiad  set  mybeart  onofstKamli 
off  by  myself  to  Holm  Hill,  and  taking  a  life-bath,  as  It  were, ! 
my  quasi -natural  air,  iu  the  scene  of  old  affections,  not  all  post  u 
gone,  but  some  still  there  as  alive  and  warm,  thank  Ood,  as  eve 
and  only  the  dearer  for  being  mixed  up  with  those  that  are  del 
and  gone. 

At),  my  dear,  your  kiudness  goes  to  my  heart,  and  mafcea  n 
like  to  cry,  because  I  cannot  do  as  you  bid  me.  My  servaula  K 
pretty  well  got  into  the  routine  of  the  house  now,  and  if  Mr.  I 
were  like  other  men,  he  might  be  left  to  their  care  for  two  i 
three  weeks,  without  fear  of  consequencea.  But  he  is  much  ma 
like  a  spoiled  baby  than  like  other  men.  t  tried  him  alone  for 
few  dayi,  when  I  wm  afraid  of  lailiag  seriously  ill,  uiUen  I  bl 
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eh&nge  of  air.  Three  weeks  ago  I  wenl  with  Geraldine  JewBbuiy 
to  Ramsgate,  one  of  the  roost  accessible  sea-side  places,  where  I 
was  within  call,  as  It  were,  if  anyibing  went  wroug  at  home.  But 
tlie  letter  that  came  from  litm  evcrj-  morblag  was  like  ttic  letter  of 
a  Bnbe  in  the  Woud.  who  would  be  found  burled  with  dead  ]ca?e8 
by  the  robins  If  1  didn't  look  lo  it.  So.  even  if  Hamsgate  liodn't 
been  the  horrideat,  noisiest  place,  where  1  knew  nobody,  and  had 
notLing  to  do  except  swallow  sea  air  (the  best  of  aea  air  indeed),  I 
couldn't  have  got  stayed  (liere  long  enough  to  make  it  worth  the 
bolbcr  of  going,  t  had  thought,  in  going  there,  that  if  be  got  on 
welt  cDough  by  himself  for  the  few  days,  I  might  take  two  or  three 
weeks  Inter,  and  realise  my  heart's  wish  after  all.  But  I  found  him 
80  out  of  sorts  on  my  return  that  1  gave  it  up,  with  inward  protest 
sod  appeal  lo  posterity. 

Again  a  glimmer  of  hope  arose.  Lady  Sandwich  had  taken  a 
vUIa  on  the  edge  of  Windsor  Forest  for  a  month,  and  invited  us  to 
go  with  her  there.  Mr.  C.  is  very  fond  of  that  old  lady,  partly  for 
her  own  sake,  and  partly  for  the  lote  Lady  Ashburlon'e  (her 
daughter).  He  can  take  his  horse  with  bim  there,  and  his  books, 
and  if  he  miss  his  sleep  one  night  he  can  come  atraight  home  the 
next  So,  on  the  whole,  a[i*r  much  pressing,  he  consented  to  go. 
And  the  idea  came  to  me.  if  he  were  all  ri^hi  there,  might  not  I 
slip  away  meanwhile  to  you.  Before  huweviT  it  had  been  com- 
mnnlcated,  be  said  to  me  one  day: '  Wliul  a  poor,  shivering,  ner- 
vous wretch  I  am  grown !  I  declare  if  you  were  not  to  be  there  to 
take  care  of  me,  and  keep  all  disturbance  off  me,  nothing  would  In- 
doce  me  to  go  to  that  place  of  Lady  Sandwich's,  iliougb  I  daresay 
it  la  very  necesiary  for  me  to  go  somewhere.'  HumphI  very  flat- 
tering, but  very  inconvenient.  And  one  can't  console  oneself  at 
my  age  for  a  present  dtsnppoiutraent  with  looking  forward  to  next 
year,  one  is  no  longer  ho  sure  of  one's  next  year. 

One  thing  I  can  do,  and  you  can  do — we  can  write  oflener.  It 
is  a  deal  nicer  to  speak  face  to  face  from  heart  to  heart.  But 
we  might  make  our  correspondence  a  better  thing  liiun  it  la,  if 
we  prevented  the  need  of  beginning  our  letters  so  often  with  an 
•pology  for  silence. 

Thanks  for  all  your  news.  Every  little  detail  about  Tliorn- 
hlll  people  and  things  is  iuterestiug  to  me.  And,  oh.  many,  many 
UtAnks  for  your  kind  meBioges  to  os  all!    God  bless  you,  dear,  and 

t'e  lo  the  Doctor.  Affectionately  yours, 

JaKB  W,  CutLTLI. 


I 
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LETTER  S39, 

The  good  old  dowager  Lnilj  Simdwicli  had  this  autumn  enmged 
us  to  go  out  with  her  to  a  pretty  liHle  lodge  she  had  hired  for  a 
while  in  Windsor  Foreat.  to  rusticate  there.  It  Btruclc  us  tU*i- 
wards,  she  liad  felt  that  tliis  was  likely  to  be  her  Inst  autumn  <i 
this  world.  Bad  that  we,  now  among  Ihe  dearest  left  to  her,  oualic 
to  be  there.  She  was  a  tirave,  airy,  oHeclionnte,  a,iul  bright  kToil 
o(  creature;  aud  under  iier  Irish  gaieties  and  fantasticalities  cuu' 
cenled  an  boncsE  geuerosity  of  heart,  and  a  clear  discernment,  and 
a  very  Brm  delcrtniuntioa  in  regard  to  all  pnictlual  or  eBsenuu 
loatters.  We  willingly  eng^ed,  went  punctunlly,  and  Stayed,  i 
think,  some  tweire  or  more  claya.  which,  except  for  my  own  cuOj 
tinuft!  stale  of  worn-out  nerves.  &c.,  were  altogether  gntcefu^ 
touching,  and  even  pleasanL  I  rode  out.  and  rode  l>aclt  (my  Jeaiw 
nie  by  railway  both  limesj.  WiuiLsnr  Forest  fiounded  sometlllili 
Arcadian  when  I  started,  but,  alast  I  found  all  that  a  completel] 
changed  matter  since  the  days  of  Pope  and  his  Bylvan  ecloguci 
and  lue  real  oauie  of  it  nowio  be  Windsor  Coctcneydom  UDchjUBeC 
The  ride  out  was  uowbcrc  pleasant,  iu  parts  disgusting;  the  ridl 
IJftck  I  undertook  merely  Ijeoause  obliged.  During  my  stay  I  r"^ 
daily  a  f^'eat  deal;  but  except  wiUiin  the  park,  wbero  t 
gloomy  kmd  of  Bolilude.  very  gloomy  always  to  me,  I  bad  no'  -.- 
any  satlsfactioa  in  Ibe  exercise,  tiordid  Fritz  seem  to  have,  AIm 
both  he  and  I  were  getting  very  sick  of  riding;  and  one  of  us  w^^ 
laden  for  a  long  while  past  and  lo  come  far  beyond  his  streng 
and  years.  It  Bceras  by  this  letter  I  was  at  timea  a  very  bad  bM 
and,  alaaJ  my  repentant  memory  answers  too  clenrlyVea.  To 
lumbago,  indeed,  I  have  entirely  forgotten,  but  I  remember  nighl 
sleepless,  and  long  walks,  tbe  mornings  after  which  were  wt 

.!.._  .1. —  ..: ':),iai    I  remember  lb"  '"  '--•-■ ' 

tt  dinner,  affecting  I 


ippeai 
slmnst  painful.     Tbis  Utile  s 
ished  from  me,  and  Harewood  Lodge,  when  I  n 
whole  series  of  things  to  me;  things  sad — now  saa  e 
but  good  loo.  perbapa,  almost  great. 

Miu  Barrttt,  Eittg'i  Boad,  Chelsea. 

BareiroDd  Lodge,  Berks;  Sept.  fi.  IMI. 

Carinat  Oh,  Carina!  'Did  you  ever?'  'No,  you  never: 
has  been  an  enchnnlmeot— a  bad  spelil  tbe  'gurique  ehote  plnlfa 
qiu  riun'  of  French  criminals!  1  don't  think  a  day  has 
dnce  I  got  your  lei ler— certainly  not  a  day  has  passed  since  I  cu 
here — that  I  haven't  thought  of  you ;  and  meant  lo  write  to  yo 
only  I  never  did  it!  And  whyT  Were  I  to  assign  tbe  only  reui 
which  occurs  lo  me  for  the  moment,  it  would  seem  IncredHiIe 
four  irell- regulated  mind.      You  could  never  concelTe  how 
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D  'bom  of  respectable  parenla,  and  haviag  enjoyed  thead- 
Tuitages  of  a  liberal  cducatioD '  (like  Judge  somebody's  malefactor, 
who,  ■  ineCeod  of  whicli,  had  gone  about  the  couulry  stealing  tur- 
keys! '),  should  be  nilhbeld  from  doiog  a  thing  by  just  tlie  feeling 
that  she  owjht  to  !  Although  if  she  bad  ought  not  to  she  would 
liave  done  it  at  the  first  opporlunilyl  No!  You  Lave  no  belief  In 
mch  a  make  of  a  woman,  you  I  You  are  loo  good  for  believing  in 
berl  And  one  can't  do  hotter  than  believe  all  women  bora  to  a 
aenae  of  duty  '  as  the  sparks  Qy  upwards '  as  long  as  one  can. 

For  the  rest,  I  should  have  enjoyed  tliis  beautiful  place  exces- 
rively  if  Eve  hadn't  eaten  that  unfortunate  apple,  a  great  many 
yeara  ago;  in  result  of  which  t^ere  has,  ever  since,  been  always  B 
•omething  to  prevent  one's  feeling  oneself  In  Parodisel  The 
'  eometbiog '  of  the  present  occasion  i^ame  In  liie  form  of  lumbago! 
not  into  my  own  back,  but  into  Mr.  C.'a;  which  made  the  difference 
■0  far  OS  the  whole  comfort  of  my  life  wns  concerned !  For  it  was 
the  very  first  day  of  heiog  here  that  Mr.  C.  saw  Ql  to  spread  his 
pocket-handkerchief  on  the  gross,  just  after  a  heavy  shower,  and 
sit  down  on  it!  for  an  hour  and  mure  in  spite  of  ntl  my  remon- 
strancesl  \  The  lumbago  following  in  the  course  of  nature,  there 
hasn't  been  a  day  that  I  felt  sure  of  staying  ovit  the  next,  and  of 
not  being  Hoatched  away  like  Proserpine;  as  I  was  from  the  Orange 
lut  winter!  For  what  arall  the  'beauties  of  nature,'  the  '  case 
with  dignity'  of  a  great  house,  even  the  Hero  WotBhip  accorded 
one,  against  the  lumbago?  Nothing,  it  would  seem!  lesathanDoth- 
iDgl  Lumbago,  my  dear,  it  is  good  that  you  should  know  in  dme. 
admits  of  but  one  consolation — of  but  one  happiness!  viz. :  '  perfect 
liberty  to  beasugly  and  stupid  and  disagreeable  as  ever  one  llkeal' 
And  that  consolation,  that  happiness,  that  liljerty  reserves  itself  for 
the  domestic  hearth!  As  you  will  find  when  jou  are  married,  I 
daresay.  And  so,  all  the  ten  days  we  have  l>ecn  here,  it  has  been  a 
straining  on  Mr.  O.'s  part  to  tear  his  way  through  the  social  ameni- 
ties back  lo  Chelsea ;  while  I  have  spent  all  the  time  I  might  have 
been  enjoying  myself  in  e):pecting  to  be  snatched  awayt 

To-morrow  we  go  finally  and  positively,  though  the  lumbago  is 
almost  disappeared,  and  we  were  to  have  stayed  at  least  a  fortnight. 
kWbere  are  you,  then!  If  you  are  returned  to  'the  paternal  roof,' 
'bneed  almost  of  this  letter.  But  I  dare  say  you  are  gadding  about 
k  the  face  of  the  earth;  •  too  happy  in  not  knowing  your  happiness ' 
R  having  a  paternal  roof  lo  stay  under!  If  your  father  would  tolce 
le  for  bis  daughter,  and  pet  me  as  he  does  you,  would  I  go 
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dancing  oB  to  all  points  of  tlie  compusi  m  you  do!    No,  Indeed. 
Qod  bicaa  you.  anyliowl    If  you  arc  returned,  tliU  letter  will  ke 
worth  wUle,  as  enabling  me  to  look  yon  in  the  lace  more  or  l«n. 
Yours  afiectionately, 

Jahk  Wk-sh  Carltlb. 

LETTER  240. 

January  1, 1863,— 'Piret  foot,'  perliaps  explwned  ftlready,  i»\ 
Scotcli  supcrelitioQ  about  good  or  ill  luck  for  ihr  whole  year  bcitf 
omened  by  your  liking  or  oliiertrisc  of  Lbe  first  person  timt  KCoM 
you  on  Kew  Year's  morning.  She  well  knew  this  to  be  ui  iil 
Dabble:  but  neverllielesa  it  hail  got  bold  of  her  fancy  in  a  hh 
find  was  of  sonic  real  importance  to  her,  as  other  aucli  old  MiM 
slitions  were.  Thus  I  have  seen  her,  if  anybody  made  or  rwefru,^ 
a  present  of  a  knife.  Insist  on  a  penny  being  given  for  it,  that  to  t 
might  become  'purchase,'  and  not  cut  lbe  friendship  in  two.  ( 
used  lo  laugh  at  these  practices,  but  found  Ihem  beautiful  wltlttlt 
how  much  moreaniiable  tban  stroog-rnindcdness  (which  has  weeitif 
only  deduction  of  flue  qualities)  in  regard  to  such  Ihingal — T.  C.    ^^ 

J.  O.  Cooke,  Eiq. 

b  CbCfDB  Bow:  JUIUJU7 1,  UN, 
Ach  aott! 

My  dear  Friend. — What  an  adorable  little  proceeding  on  JM 
part!    I  declare  I  can't  remember  when  I  have  licon  as  pleascA' 
Not  only  a  'good  Brst  foot,'  but  salvation  from  any  poeslbility  lA' 
'bad  ftrst  toot,'  with  which  my  highly  fmaginative  Scotch 
(imaginative  on  the  reverse  side  of  things  in  my  present  stale 
physical  weakness)  had  been  worry  itself  as  New  Year's  Day  dn 
near.     I  could  hardly  believe  my  cars  when  liltle  Mar^ret  glid 
to  my  bedside  and  said.  '  Mr,  Cooke,  ma'am,  with  this  letter  a 
beautiful  ogg-cup  (I)  for  you;  but  he  wouldn't  come  up.  as  y 
were  in  bcdl'    That,  too,  wasmost  considerate  of  Mr.  Cookel    Tba 
'  egg'Cup '  ravished  my  senses  witli  its  beauty  and  perfect  adaptallca 
to  my  main  passion.      1  think  you  must  have  had  it  made 
pose  for  me.  It  feels  already  so  much  a  piut  of  myself.      And  ho# 
early  you  must  have  risen  lobe  here  at  that  hour!     Dressed.  peP- 
hnps,  by  candle-lightl     Good  Ood!  all  that  for  mcl    Well,  I 
grateful,  and  won't  forget  this.      A  talismanic  remembrance  lo 
eland  between  my  failli  In  your  kindness  for  me  and  any  '  bahhlee' 
(my  grand  father's  word)  ihat  may  ever  attempt,  conscloualy  <XC 
uncoDsciously,  to  shake  it.     And  so  God  bless  you!  and  belief*, 
me  Yours  affect iun  aiely, 

Jake  WBi,fiH  Casltls. 
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Hiu  Bant*,  Eing'i  Road,  Cheltea. 

6  Cheque  Row:  Juuu?  M.  IMI- 
.  you  ftgonising  little  girl  1  How  cimld  you  coma  down  upon 
1  that  el&p*d3£b  wny,  demuad  of  poor,  weak.  sLit-ery  me  » 
positive  '  yes '  or  '  no '  ni  if  with  n  loaded  pistol  at  my  bead?  Bow 
can  I  lell  what  I  sliall  be  up  to  on  the  ISlhr  Atler  HUch  B  three 
months  of  illness,  and  retapses.  Iiow  con  I  even  guesBT  If  I  am 
alive,  and  able  lo  stand  on  my  hind  legs,  and  to  look  like  a  joyful 
occasion,  1  Eliall  be  only  too  happy  lo  attend  that  solemnlly.  But 
in  my  actual  state  it  would  he  a  tempting  of  Provideueo  to  suppress 
the  ^in  my  acceptance  of  your  'amiable  iuvitaiioD.' 

As  tor  Mr.  C. — my  dear,  I  must  confide  to  you  a  small  domestic 
passage.  I  lold  him  what  your  father  had  said  weeks  ago,  and  be 
expressed  himself  as  terrified — as  was  tobeeipecled— at  the  idea 
of  Ills  being  included  in  anything  joyful!  and  I  thought  he  had  for. 
gollcn  all  about  it,  three  or  four  days  after,  when  he  came  Into  my 
room  with  evideolly  something  on  hie  mind,  and  said,  "My  dear, 
there  Is  a  small  favour  t  want  from  you.  I  want  you  to  not  let  me 
be  asked  to  &Iiss  Barnes's  marriage,  for  It  would  be  a  real  vexalion 
to  me  to  refuse  that  bonnie  wee  lassie  what  she  naked,  nod  to  her 
marriage  I  could  cot  go:  it  would  be  llie  ruin  of  me  for  three 
weckaT '  And  that  is  no  exnggeratloD,  I  can  say,  who  know  bis 
ways  better  than  aoyone  else.  He  added  lliat,  '  Ibe  ratioual  thing 
to  be  doue,'  was,  liuil  you  should  '  bring  your  husband,  when  you 
bad  married  him.  to  spend  an  evening  witli  liini  (Mr.  C.)  in  bis  own 
1,  among  quid  things '  (me  and  the  eat?). 

Your  aflecliouate 

Jake  W,  CAia.yi,E. 


LETTER  343. 
Mr:  Buisea,  Holm  EiU. 

S  Cheyne  Row,  Cbelaea:  Feb.  H,  tHI. 
i-Oli,  my  dear,  what  a  horrid  Uiingl '     It  still  makes  my  flesh  creep 
T  whenever  I  think  of  il !  and  I  think  of  it  a  great  deal  oflener 
1  there  is  occasioD  for,  since,  thank  Ood,  he  ia  now  on  foot 

I  Soma  acddent  whloh  had  befatlen  Dr.  Rtuaell. 
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ipb!     BotlfenvHta  th«t  «fe'      I  cm  apprM^U  to  llu  h 
Itm  rwii  of  i»  M.  — icfc  Jptb  oahmuui  flngcraf     Hercjl  « 
a  pine  of  eipital  good  amtt  Qte  Doctor  mtut  bare  been  intule  g| 
«nglnallj,  ikkt  bis  flagcn  ifcoald  hare  stuck  ti>gelher  ibrough  n 
maedteLfatfeadaf  batncaU  poandsd  into  mush  t     That  iaH 
«kal  —iwijui  m  hmI,  hawMO^  ia  the  buciiiesa     What  nirp 
BWMtM,  ihatthtf  Doctor  Wag  a  docioi,  and  a  good,  tkOfiiloi 
ibjnU  ham  goae  aboot  afto^,  bnTiBf  luch  a  burt,  u  Uiongb  M 
kad  aera  ta  hii  lire  heard  of  lockjaw,  or  patgrene.  or  hverl  j 
doal  woadw  that  jxm  were  teniSed.      1  wondei  rather  tbat  |i 
V*  apt.  BOW  vim  ywraajaag  m  aoinore  De«ded.  ia  a  brain  fmf 
ywadL     TW  logger  I  En.  the  nore  t  ani  oertjficd  that  men.  tl 
aB  that  wiatM  l«  tketr  own  bealih,   have   not  con 
»tethei  It  be  Hmu  pride,  or  tbeir  impalience.  or  Uictr  obsiinacf,  <r' 
IhMT  it  Ilia  ml  spirit  of  oaniiadictkiB.  that  alupefles  and  mUeiuli 
ihRBi,  the  icHdi  la  alwaya  a  ceHain  amouat  of  idJocf .  or  distncilm 
iathcirdealiiigB  Willi Ibetr  ova bodiei!     lam  not  generalising  tmB 
mj  awa  bnabaad.      I  kaow  itiat  hr  is  a  quite  extraragant  eumplc 
«( thai  waat  of  cooimoD  seaae  ia  bodilj  matters  which  I  oompUio 
ot    yew  mea  fercfi)  are  ao  loal  to  tltemselTes  u  lo  drjr  Iheir  KMlMd 
tiawMii  aa  (faetr  legil  (as  1m  doet)  ot  swallow  five  grains  of  llw^ 
OUT  ^  *^  middle  of  the  d>;,  and  then  walk  or  ride  three  haiiq 
aadera  plnn^of  rainl  (as  he  doee>£c.  &c.      But  toen  fwoeral 
aU  oi  them  I  hare  ererhad  la  do  with — eren  four  seuaihle  hiubu 
iodnded,  70a  ace— drive  the  poor  womeo,  who  care  (or  tbem,| 
Owpiii.  either  bj  their  wild  impatience  of  bodilj  suCering.  auij  A 
exasger«led moan  theymake'iTerit.  orelsebjrtheirrecklessdefli 
of  It,  and  neglect  o[  ererr  dictate  of  prodeooel     There  1     You  m 
tell  ib«  Doctor  what  1  sayl    It  won't  do  hiai  the  elighttft  g 
against  aeit  lime;  but  il  is  well  be  shotild  know  what  onelhlnb  d 
htm — that  one  docs  ooi  approve  of  such  cost! j  heroism  at  all  t 

1  hare  nothing  new  to  tell  jou  which  is  luck;';  as  the  things  ll 
have  happened  Ibis  long  litne  bock  have  been  of  a  disastrous  sott.1 

I  goout  Dowoccasionaljj'for  a  drive — walking  tires  me  too  iDUd| 
I  have  eren  been  twice  oat  at  dinner  last  week,  and  was  at  a  weddli 
besides!  The  two  dinners  were  ot  the  quietest;  at  the  c 
Baring^),  nobody  but  Lord  Ashburlon.  who  bad  come  up  from  tl 
Gnuige  foracoDsuliitiion:  si  the  oiber  CLndy  Sandwich**),  i 
but  the  Mareblooew  of  Lnlhian.  who,  having  lived  Ibirtj  ^ 
Scotlaoc^  ia  as  good  a»  a  ScolcbwtimaD.    Bnt  the  weddiag*  w«4 


engaged 
^htberv 

Kuof 
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ImnieDse  offairl  It  wag  my  doclor's  liiUe  daughter,  wlio  whs  being 
in&rried,  after  a  three  jears'  eagngemcDt;  and  uasooa  na  Khe  waa 
engaged,  the  bad  ntade  mc  promise  to  altvnd  her  wedding.  I  hod 
~  Btber  wiefaed  to  see  a  marriage  performed  in  a  cliurch  willi  ail  tbe 
u,  Ibe  eight  bridesmaids,  Ac.  Ac.  But  I  bad  reaounccd  all 
«  of  goiag  to  Uic  cliurcti,  for  fear  of  Ijoing  laid  up  wiili  a  frcBh 
Md :  and  meact  to  attend  ooi^  Ilic  breal^fast  parlj'  after,  id  which  1 
took  hsa  iutercsi.  But  imagiue  bow  good  tbe  people  bore  arc  to 
me.  Our  rector,  in  whose  churcii  (St.  Lulie's)  lUe  marriage  was  to 
talce  place,  being  told  by  bis  wife  I  wished  to  go,  but  dursln't  for 
fear  of  tbe  coldness  of  ttie  cburch,  ordered  the  flree  to  be  kept  up 
from  Sundaj  over  iuto  Tuesday  morning!  besides  a  rnusitig  fire  in 
tbe  vestry,  where  I  sat  at  my  ease  till  the  moment  the  ceremony 
began!     I  was  much    pressed  afterwards  to  acknowledge  how 

Iperior  the  Eagtiab  way  of  marrying  was  to  the  Scotch,  and  asked 
iwl  bad  liked  it.     I  said  my  feelings  were  verA- mixed.     'Mixed!' 
e  rector  asked,  ■mixed  of  what?'      'Well, 'I  said,  'it  looked  lo 
I  somelbiag  belwixt  a  religioua  ceremony  nnd  a— pnoLomlmer 
lit  is.    There  were  forty-four  people  al  the  lircakfasl! 
Your  ever  affoctiouote 
J.  W.  CARLn^ 
LETTER  S48. 
6  Cliejne  Bow,  CbeUsa;  Thursday,  Jiidc  6,  IBS). 

Dearest  Mary,— I  cannot  count  llie  letters  I  have  wrillen  lo  you 
Id  my  head  williin  tbe  last  six  weeks,  tbey  bave  been  so  many;  1 
hare  wrillen  Uiem  mostly  before  getting  out  of  bed  in  tbe  morning, 
or  while  lying  awiiko  al  night.  But  in  tbe  day-tirao.  with  pen  and 
ink  at  baud,  I  have  been  always,  always,  always  loo  elck  or  loo 
bothered  lo  put  them  on  paper,  have  indeed  been  wriiing  to  nobody, 
if  that  be  any  excuse  fur  not  writing  to  you.  Tbe  beginning  of 
warm  weather  is  ns  trying  for  me,  in  a  different  way,  as  winter 
wna,  and  so  many  sad  tilings  have  liappened. 

Juat  wben  the  freshness  of  one  sorrow  was  wearing  off.  there 

another.     First  Elizabeth  Pepoli.  then  Lady  Sandwich, 

Mrs.   Twisleton:'    the   three  people   in   nil  London   whose 


^Tiilflel 


A  very  beauHftil  and  clerer  little  Boston  Isdj-,  wife  of  Hon,  Edward 
luch  about  UB  for  the  six  or  seteo  years  tho  lived  bare,  I 
MDMOilMr  her  afliicling  tuneral  (old  Fleones  Oaitla.  Id  OxtOTdaUie),  Bull 
rUe  thltber  wltli  BroimliiK.  £o. 


I 


Nobody  wUl  belien  iha 


:  frkods  know  Uuit  Uiii 
moaa  of  e^gfclf  *»  (^  kkmI  ctendag  companioa  and  Uir  \ajti- 
III,  wiiiwil  foend;  «m  tfaeonlf  peraon  in  tiOndon  or  ia  Uie  world 
ibat  Mt.  C  ««nt  n^iilarfj  U  »tt.  Twice  a  week  lie  uscmI  la  caB 
lor  fear;  aad  now  lu*  ht*te  mkes  for  her  home  whenever  be  getc 
iuo  Ibe  re^oN  ol  Qntrtttor  Sqwic  and  doee  not  aee  or  under' 
s  sick  as  I  drire  pan.  Deu  ntlls 
^  mod  bewitihd,  and  clever,  so  admired  U 
IK,  is  a  ]«■  Uiat  evei^oue  can  appreci&tel 
die  Uitified  for  me,  Uirougli  hct  long  tep  ' 
riUs  iDBcaa,  has  iiwilii  her  deslii  a  keeoer  grief  ttian  I  thought  tt 
would  bft. 

I  ahoold  have  teen  Ibaakfol  to  be  awaj  from  here— «n jwlier»— 
at  tbe  batton  of  a  ooal-pit.  to  tfainl:  artt  this  in  quiet,  aafe  f 
the  bnaking  in  of  oli  ibe  idleta  'come  up'  to  that  great  vjdfft 
show  of  an  *  ^hibtiion.'  and  aafe  Iran  iJbe  endless  weary  chatiM 
about  it.    Kothiog  oouM  keep  nc  here  for  on  hoar  bat  Mr.  C.^ 
deuraunation  to  stay: — MDce  al  Ibe  t«p  of  the  liousu  he  ia  ■ 
enongfa  froui  tiresDDte  inierrupciont,  simply  refuaing  to  tee  any' 
body,  whicli,  alas!  makea  it  all  Ibe  niDie  needful  for  me  to  be  driL 
Here  lie  will  stay  and  work  on;  (>vhat  an  idea  joa  have  all  got  If 
yonr  heads,  that,  having  published  a  third  volume  lie  must  he  a 
ea«e  in  Zion,  when  two  more  volumes  arc  to  come,  and  one  whoUj 
unwriitea;)  aad  Lo  leave  him  io  Uie  present  stale  of  things  is  wbol 
I  cannot  make  up  my  mind  to.     If  I  go  on  in  this  way.  however.  I^^^ 
shall  die,  and  just  before  it  comes  to  thai  extremity  T  shall  prolNtbl| 
muster  the  necensry  resolution. 

Hr.  C's  comfort  under  the  conruaion  of  the  Eiliibition  is  tl 
'  It  ia  to  he  hoped  it  will  end  in  total  bankruptcy.'    They  aay  tht 
goamntees  wiU  be  called  on  (o  pay  tweniy-five  per  cenL 
Kindest  love  lo  tbe  doctor;  a  hearty  kiss  to  yourself. 
Yours  aSeciionatel.v. 

Jaxs  W.  Cabltix. 


LETTER  344. 

We  were  with  the  Ashburtons.  sbe  Orsl.  for  a  week  or  more,  tbtg 
both  of  DB  for  perhaps  a  week  longer.  A]/  tU  mi/  (October  S0. 
1899.) 


JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE. 


lb  Thomai  Carlyle,  Chelsea. 

Weat  ClUr  Bolel:  Wtiaeadtj.  July  9. 18«t. 

lanks,  desrl  especial!;  fur  telliag  roe  about  Mre.  Forster.    I 
;d  bo  vexed  at  myself  for  not  beggiog  jou  to  go  again  and 
■end  me  word. 

Lady  A.  came  aod  sat  awhile  in  my  room  last  night,  and,  speak- 
ing of  Miss  Bromley's  tieparture,  I  took  occasion  to  say  that,  '  As 
she  and  I  came  on  tho  aume  day,  I  felt  as  if  I  ougbi  to  have  also 
gone  on  the  same  day.'  The  answer  to  wliioh  was  a  very  cordial 
'Nonsense,  my  dear  friend  I'  I  was  expected  to  stay  as  long  as 
tbey  did,  •  or '  (when  I  shook  my  head  at  that) '  as  long  at  all  events 
as  I  could  possibly  make  it  convenient.'  There  was  no  doubt 
whatever  about  her  presest  wish  bciag  to  Uiai  effect.  And  then 
came  up  the  old  ((uestlon  aa  a  new  one,  '  Did  1  think  he  would 
come?  It  woald  be  sucii  a  pleasure  to  Bingham,  now  thai  he  could 
move  about.'  I  said,  you  might  perhaps  be  persuaded  to  come  for 
a  very  short  visit,  but.  &c.  &c.  Tbal  was  it  I  A  short  visit  was 
evidently  what  she  wauled,  and  she  dots  want  that;  but  she  did 
not  see  her  way  through  a  long  one,  in  the  circumstances  I  could 
MO,  and  I  don't  womler.  She  would  write  herself  to-day,  and 
urge  you  to  come  on  Saturday  and  stay  till  Monday — '  You  might 
surely  do  that!' 

Now  that  is  just  what  you  must  do.  Even  two  days  of  seA  will 
beneSt  ynu;  and  it  can  be  had  at  lliile  sacriQco  or  anything.  You 
don't  need  to  trouble  olwut  clothes;  what  you  could  bring  in  your 
carpet-bag  would  be  enough;  there  is  no  elnborate  dressing  for 
dinner  here;  and  the  tide  is  convenient,  and  there  is  a  horse!  And 
Lady  A.  saysslic  can  give  you  'a  perfeclly  quiet  room;'— indeed, 
mine  is  quiet  ns  the  grave  from  ouuide  noises;  not  a  cock  nor  a 
dog  In  all  Folkestone  1  IhinkI  And  the  cookery,  which  ia  objected 
to  as  all  loo  EnglLah,  would  suit  ynu  ;->  con  slant  loins  of  roost  mut- 
ton, and  constant  boiled  chickens!  Now  pray  take  no  counsel  with 
desh  and  blood,  but  come  straight  oS  on  Saturday  morning,  ac- 
cording to  the  invitation  thai  will  reach  you  (I  expect)  along  with 
this.    And  in  all  likelihood  we  will  go  homo  together  on  Jlonday. 

If  you  don't  come,  I  will  stay  nwoy  as  long  as  ever  they  will 
,  keep  me,  juat  to  spite  you ! 
,  Look  up  in  your  topographical  book  for  Baltwood  Castle.    Lady 

n  aflked,  when  we  were  there  to-day,  if  I  thought  you  would  be 


I 
I 
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■tletoldl  ta  ftboul  it;  udlnid.  'Of  coune  jom  would:*  B 
wood  OMd«,  neu  Folkcsiooe. 

There  h  her*  too  ■  icTiew  of  '  Frederick '  in  tl 
irbich  woold  amiue  jou!    Adoriag  jour   geiiius.  but  nbto 
horror-ctrnck  at  four  'scorn.'  ntiich  ts   'become  nornuL' 
yaa  due  to  utter  such  blafpUemj  &gatDSI  Messrs.  Leibnlti  > 
Ibnpertliu  !  !    I  coold  not  help  bunting  out  laugbiug  at  the 
■toed  honor,  is  if  he  had  been  qteaklug  of  Miltoo's  DeviP 
Tours  CTW, 

J.  w.  a  J 

Honible  pspert    I  h&ye  do  other. 


Mn.  JhuMff,  Eaha  BOt. 

i  Cbujoa  Bow.  Cbelvk;  July  Vi,  ML 

DeneM  Mary.— When  you  wnMc  last  you  were  going  toroeirbm 
—to  Me  your  cousio.  I  think,     b  that  visit  pal>)  T  uid  what  MhB 
vidia  have  jou  to  pay!    Aod  bon  are  you?    1  fear  but  poorly  tan 
your  late  letters;  bul  are  you  well  enough  to  feel  any  pleasure 
in — in  seeing  me  if  1  should  come? 

Loolt  here!    I  am  not  sure  about  it!    But  Mr.  C.  said  sonel 
this  moruiug  tbai  I  am  detetmineil  to  view  aa  permission  far 
to  go  away  bj  myself — where  1  please  and  wlien  I  pl< 
little  while.     We  bad  got  into  words  about  an  invitation  to 
Marquis  of  Lothian's,  in  Norfolk.     1  liad  written  a  refusal  by 
(Mr.  C'a;  desire,  and  I.ady  Lotlii&o  had  wrilteu  i 
letter,  holding  out  as  induceraeatB  for  allering  his  mind  that 
wsa  a  wonderfully  One  library  at  Blictding  Park,  and  thU 
Lothian's  health  prevented  company:  and  Hr.  C  terapted  a 
by  the  library  and  the  do  company,  had  suggested  1  might  wril 
thai  if  the  weather  got  unbearable!  and  if  he  got  to  a  plaMin  hit 
work  where  be  could  gather  up  some  papers  and  lake  them  with 
himt  and  if — if — if  ever  so  many  things,  be  might  perhaps — that  i^ 
we  might  perhaps — come  'by  and  by' I II    I  iiad  said  'by  no 
means.    I  have  written  a  refusal  by  your  desire;  1  shall glndly  now 
write  an  acceptance  by  your  desire;  but  neither  yes  nor  no,  er  yei 
and  no  both  in  one,  1  cau't  and  won't  write;  you  mnsl  do  ttial 
of  thing  j-oureelf  I '     And  then  he  told  me,  '  Since  I 
patient  about  it,'  \  bad  better  go  by  myself.    To  which 


1 
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how  I 
uli 


t  wouldn't  be  tbere  tliat  I  would  go  b;  mfself,  noi  to  Iba 
u,  Qor  ihc  Davenport  Brotnieys;  but  lo  BcoLlaiid  to  Mrs. 
,  '  Tbeii  go  (o  Mrs.  ItuBsell — pact  yourself  up  and  be  ofl 

u  sooa  as  jou  like' 

l{ow  it  woiin't  B  verj  gmcioos  permission,  still  it  was  a  permission 
kt  least  I  cliooae  to  regard  it  as  siicii ;  and  if  I  bad  beeu  quite  sure 
how  you  were  aimated — whether  you  were  at  home,  without  other 
bttor.  well  enough  lo  be  bothered  with  uie.  &c.  &c..  I  should  have 
Q  the  apol,  '  Thanks!  I  will  go  Uieu  on  such  a  day t ' 
K I  know  to  my  sorrow  that,  if  I  should  be  long  absent,  things 
rouid  go  to  sixes  and  sevens,  and  I  should  Qnd  mischievous  habita 
acquired  iu  the  kitchen  department,  which  it  would  lake  months  to 
reform— If  ever.  But  my  week  at  Folkeatooe  with  the  Ashbunooa 
paased  off  with  impuniiy ; — aiid  their  (the  servants')  moralities  might 
nirelyhold  out  for  a  fortnight  or  so;  which  would  ^ve  plenty  o[ 
time  to  see  you,  aud  look  about  on  the  dear  old  places,  and  go  round 
by  Ediaburgh  for  a  kiss  of  old  Betly. 

Tou  see  how  it  is,  however,  lor  I  Lave  told  you  eiacKy  what 
passed;— and  you  see  it  is  not  a  very  settled  quesiion.  Without 
fuTtlier  speech  with  Sir.  C.  I  oiii't  just  say,  '  I  am  coming  if  you 
will  have  me!'  But  If  you  say  you  will  have  me,  can  have  me 
1,  without  in  convenience ;  then  I  will  myself  open  Ibc  further 
iertaio  if  be  means  to  stand  to  his  word,  and  look 
rourahly  on  my  going  for  a  week  or  two. 
'I  say  forgive  me  coming  to  you.  year  after  year,  with  these  in- 
Next  to  being  undecided  oneself  the  greatest  misery  is 
U>  be  mixed  up  wiiJi  undecided  people.  I  myself  know  always 
mighty  well  what  I  want;  and  huts  and  ifs  and  poesiblya  are  not 

Iords  in  my  natural  vocabulary,  for  all  so  often  as  I  am  obliged  to 
IB  them.     If  I  plague  you  with  my  uucertainlies,  believe  me  I 
^gue  myself  qtilte  as  much  or  niori?. 
f  Affectionately  yours, 


LETTER  S«. 


Mr>.  Rundl,  ffolm  Sai. 

S  CbPTne  Row.  Chelsea:  Stiturdar.  Aug.  2,  IMl, 

Dearest  Mary. — Your  letter  of  this  raornine  had  the  same  effect 

Oat  a  glass  of  port  wine,  administered  in  my  babyhood, was  recorded 

Ip-luTe  had  on  a  less  dignified  organ : '  Port  wlue  '  (I  was  said  to  have 

1  to  my  mother,  with  the  suddenness  of  Biilsam's  ass)  '  mak's 
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iuide  &'  cozyt'  So  iodeed  did  your  cordial  letter  mak'  btart  d 
cozy.  Od  the  elretigtb  of  tb«  cozinc&s,  I  GaJd  right  out  to  Ht.  C, 
Rilling  oppoBite;  'How  long  liad  you  to  wail  at  Carlisle  [oTlll« 
train  tlial  put  you  down  at  tbe  Oill  at  bcvud  in  tbo  moroingt ' 
ApeoiDg  could  bave  been  betUr.  He  vtaa  takeu  quite  by  surprise; 
and,  twfore  he  bad  time  to  consider  my  going  aa  a  quesljon,  be 
found  himself  eogaged  in  conaideratiouB  of  tbe  best  way  logo. 
Atter  that  be  could  Dot  well  go  bock  upon  bis  implied  MS 
The  only  'demurrer'  he  could  put  in,  with  a  good  grace,  wai  to 
nsk :  '  What  did  1  mean  to  do  with  my  foolT '  I  meant  it  to  get 
well,  I  said,  in  a  few  days:  of  course  I  shouldn't  tbtuk  of  going 
from  home  on  one  leg.  Tbis  related  lo  a  bruised,  or  sprained,  nr 
someway  bedevilled  toot,  that  I  came  by  tbe  very  day  I  had  wriiiea 
lo  you,  as  if,  I  almoet  felt,  wiUi  a  shudder  at  the  lime,  it  was  tl 
moiiiUiin  of  Providence  that  1  should  go  on  no  such  journey, 
was  reluming  from  Islington  where  T  bad  been  to  ask  after  tli« 
lamed  fool  (I)  of  the  little  lady  who  was  my  honorary  nurse 
winter.  The  hlingion  omnilnia  put  me  down  wilhin  some  Mgblk 
part  of  a  mile  of  my  own  bouse.  1  had  one  rather  dark  street  10" 
pass  through  flret — taking  Ibe  shortest  way — and  it  was  near  elemt ' 
o'clock  at  night.  Idldn'lcare  for  being  alone  so  late;  butldldn't 
want  lo  be  seen  by  any  of  Ibe  low  people  of  that  street  alone, 
stepped  off  tbe  pavement  to  avoid  passing  close  lo  a  small  group 
standing  lalking  at  a  door;  when  I  had  cleared  these  only  people  I 

ten  in  the  whole  street,  I  was  stepping  back  onto  the  pavomen(,> 
nben,  Ihe  curbsloue  being  higher  than  1  noticed  in  tbe  shadow,  fi 
struck  Uie  side  of  my  right  fool  violently  against  it  and  was  tripped , 
orer,  and  fell  smack  down,  full  leDgtli  on  Uie  pavement.' 

Considering  how  easily  1  might  have  broken  my  riba,  it  is 
derfnl  that  the  fall  did  me  no  harm.  I  scrambled  up  directly;  but 
Ihe  foot  I  had  struck  on  Ibe  curbstone  before  falling  was  dreadfully 
sore,  and  it  was  made  worse,  you  may  believe,  by  having  to  ui 
after  a  sort,  to  get  myself  home.  Bow  I  got  home  at  all.  evi 
holding  on  lo  walls  and  railings.  I  can't  think.  Bui  once  at  boms< 
on  a  chair,  I  couldn't  touch  the  ground  wltli  it  on  any  account. 
Mr.  C.  had  to  carry  me  to  bed,  at  the  imminent  risk  of  kaockin; 

lead  off  Bgaiost  the  lioiels.  8o  I  wouldn't  be  earned  by  bin 
any  more,  my  head  being  of  more  cooscqueoce  to  me  than  my  looi. 


>  Alu:  ho^  little  did  I  ever  fcnuw  of  U 
■  Hk  Diawroglua  (t). 
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tt  WBS  dreadfully  swelled  for  b  couple  of  days;  but  today,  Ibougij  1 
still  cauDot  get  a  shoe  on,  or  wulk.  it  is  so  mucb  belter  tbal  I  urn 
lure  it  will  be  all  right  presently.  In  a  faw  days  I  hope  to  be  able 
u>  write  tba.1 1  am  road- worthy,  and  I  will  only  watt  for  that.  It  h 
a  moat  provoking  Itltte  accident,  tor  delays  are  so  dangerouB.  I 
should  have  wislied  after  ray  experiences  of  late  autmnera  to  go  to 
you  at  once,  before  any  '  pigs '  have  time  to  '  run  Ibrough.' 

And  now  I  needn't  be  aayiog  more  but  that  Ood  grant  nothing 
may  prevent  our  meeting  tbia  time, 

LoTe  to  the  Doctor. 

AfTectiooatety  youn, 

»Jase  Cabltue. 
J 


LETTER  347, 
To  Thomtu  Carlyk.  Btij..  CluUea. 


Holm  Hill.  Thoratilll:  AugiuC  13. 1801 

Oh.  tny  dear,  1  wish  they  hadn't  siarled  that  carpet- lifting  and 
chimney-B weeping  process  su  immediately ,  but  left  you  lime  to 
recovar  my  loss  (if  any)  in  the  usual  'peace  and  quielness"! 
That  chimney  in  my  bedroom  bad  to  be  swept,  however,  before 
winter  came;  and  no  lime  so  good  as  when  I  was  on  my  IraTcls. 
You  don't  complsio :  but  your  few  lines  this  morning  make  the  im- 
pression on  meof  having  been  writien  under  'a  dark  brown  sbaddl' 
I  told  Maria  if  she  observed  you  to  be  mismanaging  yourself,  and 
going  off  your  sleep  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  to  tell  me,  and  I 
should  be  back  lilce  a  returned  sky-rocket. 

For  myself,  I  am  all  right.  I  was  in  bed  before  eleven  o'clock 
struck,  with  a  stifl  Utile  tumbler  of  whisky  toddy  In  my  bead,  and 
I  went  to  sleep  at  once,  and  slept  on,  with  only  some  half-dozen 
awakenings,  till  llic  maid  brought  in  my  hot  water  at  eight  o'clock! 
Hy  foot,  as  well  as  my  '  interior.'  is  beneflle<i  by  the  good  night. 
It  was  loo  lame  for  aoything  yesterday.  But  there  was  no  tempta- 
tion to  use  it  much  yeslerdny :  it  rained  without  intermission.  To- 
day is  very  clotidy,  but  not  wet  as  yet ;  and  we  are  going  tor  a  drive 
in  the  close  carriage.  Dr.  Russell  Las  both  an  open  and  a  close  rsT- 
riagc,  the  lucky  maot  Indeed  he  has  as  pretty  and  well-equipped 
a  place  here  as  aoy  reasonable  creature  could  desire.  But  Mro. 
Russell  has  never  ceased  to  regret  the  tumble-down  old  bouse  in 
Tbomhill,  '  where  there  wnj  always  something  going  on ! '  '  Look- 
ing out  on  the  trees  and  the  river  here  makes  her  eo  melancholy,' 
IL— 8 
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•  too  latct    SwM  wiA  d 
■  a<  •  Oletfana  howe  made  ko-  iii>iip*M<  of  a 
{Ml  ft  fak  of  paper  n 
ST  littfednvw  ■>■ 
g  Ifea  two  auMBiMiri  ka»-pu 

ttqtiiie  ligkl;!  vast  then  to  ^fe  am  J. 
«B(c  Id  pot  a  coopte  ef  gnad  qBtD-pOM  irf  jasr  o 
ddn  Uw  hwr-^ns,  'it  woaUboftgraaiMlvwUigB.' 
tea  to  ny  ■  word  uptewly  Bbatit  Ibe  Mfaaceo.    Oh,  p|r— n.  d 
kt  bed  It  a  leaaamMe  hoBt.  aad  doot  oretwock  jrovtBeU.  uid  M 
dder  JOB  an  no  longer  a  AQdt 

FutUnO;  jaan, 

J.  w.  a| 

LETTER  MS. 
Te  Mrt.  Aiucin.  Th«  QiS.  Jkimk. 


Ob,  tnf  Uttle  woman,  bow  ^ad  I  waa  to  lecogaiae  fovr  Ue» 
Ibrongh  the  glaaa  of  the  caniage  window,  all  dfanmed  witb  buua 
bna^!  Atid  bow  rrigbtened  1  waa  tfae  tfain  woahl  move,  ttliik 
jon  were  clamberuig  op  like  ■  achool-bor  to  kiaa  me'.  And  how  I 
^nidged  the  loo;;  wslk  there  and  bock  for  jou.  aod  the  waitiD|. 
BtJIl  ;ou  did  well  to  come.  for)t<yoQrco[iiiiig)qnite  brigfateoed  up 
Djr  •pirtla  lor  the  last  milea  of  mj  j<mney,  wliicli  are  apt  to  be 
nuiftaily  tiresome.  1  had  meant  U>  ware  mj  hacidkerctuef  baa 
the  Hiadun  wtieQ  we  pawed  the  OHl.  but  I  Touod  i 
except  the  middle  one:  and  disagreeable  women,  on  each  lide  of 
me.  closed  the  windows  all  but  tta  inch,  ao  to  make  any  demon! 
lloD  bad  be«D  iinpo«Bibtc.  The  more  my  gladnew  to  csioh  eif^ti 
Jour  yerj  face.  And  Jane  and  her  husband  and  daugtalec 
waiting  lot  me  at  Dumfries,  having  tiesrd  of  my  coming  from 
Carl;)e.  '  So  the  latter  end  of  that  woman '  (meaning  mv) 
better  than  tlie  beginning.' 

Dr.  Russell  wu  waiting  for  me — bad  been  waiting  more  than 
hour,  like  everyone  el.w — wiiJi  his  carriage,  in  which  I  woa  con- 
veyed through  wajB,  happily  for  me,  clothed  in  darktiees.  to  that 
tbe  flnt  object  I  mw  was  Mrs.  Ituasell  at  the  door  ot  their  new 
iKime.  It  is  a  moat  beautiful  house  and  plaoe  Ihey  have  made  of 
old  Holm  HilL  And  I  do  not  see  Temptand  from  tbe  wi&dowi:  ' 
I  roared  I  ahonld.     Tbe  treea  have  grown  up  so  bigb. 
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The  first  night  I  couldn't  Bleep  a  bit  for  aintation  of  aiDd,  far 
more  than  fatigue  of  body.  The  uejct  niglit  I  slept;  last  uigUt 
again  nol.  80  to  day  I  feel  rather  ghastly.  Then  it  has  rtdned 
pretty  much  without  inlerm(«flion.  Yeelcrday  we  look  a  very 
■hort  drive  belweeo  showere,  aud  that  was  the  only  time  I  have 
crossed  the  threshold :  besides  the  bad  weather  I  brought  away  with 
me  a.  recently  sprained  foot,  which  makes  walkiog  both  painful  and 
imprudeoL 

TJiider  theae  circumBtaBceB  I  have  not  yet  formed  any  plan  for 
my  future  travels;  hut  shall  tell  you  in  a  few  days  whether  I  will 
pajr  you  a  little  visit  on  the  road  home,  or  ma  down  from  here,  end 
back  again,  I  will  certainly  not  let  that  brief  meeting  stand  for  all, 
unless  you  forbid  me  to  come.  But  I  have  all  along  looked  to  be 
guided  by  circumatsnces  in  this  Journey. 

My  Blay  is  to  be  determined  by  the  accounts  I  get  of  Mr.  C.  from 
himself,  and  (atill  more  dependably)  front  my  housemaid  Maris: 
and  my  road  back,  whether  aa  1  came  or  by  Edinburgh,  to  be  de- 
eded on  when  I  shall  have  henrd  from  Lady  Stanley  and  another 
English  friend  on  the  North  Wealern  line.  But  I  would  not  leave 
you  wondering  what  was  become  of  me.  or  if  it  tmd  been  really  me 
or  my  wraith  you  had  seen. 
^^  In  a  few  days,  then,  you  will  hear  further.  Meanwhile 
^L  Your  affectionate 


LETTER  248. 
t  Mrt.  AiaUn.  TM  QiU,  Annan. 


Bolm  Bill:  Saturday.  Aug.  30, 1961. 

'  My  dear,  ever  kind  Mary, — In  the  first  place,  Qod  blesa  you  and 
yours.  Secondly,  I  am  '  all  right "  or  pretty  nearly  so.  Thirdly,  1 
forward  the  proof.slieet  of  Mrs  Oliphanl's  liook  whlcli  I  promised, 
and  ?om*^lIiing  else  which  was  not  promised — a  photograph  of  my 
interesting  self,  taken  by  n  Thornhill  hairdresser,  luid  nol  bo  very 
bad.  it  strikes  me,  as  photographs  go.  This  hut  blcsaed  item  of  my 
sending  is  intended  as  a  present  to  your  husband,  'all  to  himself,' 
as  the  cliildren  say. 

A  letter  from  Mr.  C.  to  me  was  forwarded  froiii  Scotabrig  to  the 
Doctor,  and  given  to  me  at  the  slaiioQ,  and  another  leltL-r  from  Mr. 
C.  awaited  me  at  Thorohill:  a  very  attentive  Kir.  C.  reollyl 

[  have  no  time  to  spare  for  writing  more  than  the  abaolulely 
Six  lettATB  by  post  this  momiog,  moat  of  them  needing 


I 
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iiDOKtdUie  uuwa,  uid  we  ar«  to  drive  to  Hortoa  CMtle  beton 

Ood  keep  70U  aO,  wtll  mod  mindful  of  me  till  1  come  agala. 
Toun  aSectioiutdy, 

Jams  CutLTU. 


To  T.  Carl^tt,  Eig..  ChtUta. 

CnlKWTflla:  Tueadar.  Sept. 

Oh.  yira  atuidd.  etttpid  Good'  ool  to  know  m;  handwriiitit 
wben  ]rou  see  it  at  tliia  time  of  day.  It  nns  I  who  directed 
pbologrsph  end  posted  it  at  Thomhill.  I  just  turned  mj  baod- 
writing  a  little  back,  and  sent  it,  without  a  word,  lo  puzzle  you, 
forgt^tting  that  the  post-mark  wonld  betray  where  il  came  from. 
It  was  done  by  a  Thorabill  hairdresser;  Mrs.  Buasell  and  t  got 
takeD  one  day  for  fun.  and  If  I  had  dreamt  of  comjng  out  bo  well  I 
would  have  dressed  myself  better,  and  turned  tbe  best  aide  of 

Hy  departure  from  Nithsdale  was  like  the  partings  ot  dear 
long  ago.  before  one  had  experienced  what  'time  will  teadi  ihl 
eofieal  heart,  unmored  to  meet,  ungrieved  lo  part,'aa  thehnmorul 
Ur.  Terrot  once  wrote.  And  then  the  Journey  Ihrougli  the  UUb  H 
that  little  lonely  churchyard  ' — uli  that  caused  me  so  mtLOj  leta, 
that  to-day  my  eyes  arc  out  ot  niy  liead,  and  I  am  sick  and  ton. 
And.  of  course,  sleep  was  out  of  the  questioD  after  such  u  day  4 
emotion— when  so  ill  lo  be  caught  at  the  best  of  timea— and  I  hatq 
bad  just  oae  hour  of  broken  sluinber  (from  fire  till  sis),  and  I  am 
up  si  ail  yesterday  morning.  So  I  mustn't  go  after  Belly  lo-day; 
she  would  be  too  shocked  with  mf  looks.  Qrace  ajid  I  will  talK  ■ 
short  drive  in  an  omnibus  (for  a  change).  Neither  must  I  ut  writt 
ing  to  you,  in  detail,  for  my  head  spina  round,  and  I  could  teil 
nothing  worth  the  effort  of  telliog  it.  I  left  a  letter  to  be  posted  1^ 
Thorn  hill  yesterday. 

So  Qaribaldi— or,  as  a  man  in  the  carriage  with  me  last  eTenlnc 
was  calling  him.  Oarri  Bauldy— is  wounded  and  captured  already 
— luck,  I  should  say,  to  the  i>oor  fellows  be  was  leading  to  dea 
tionl  Uazzini  will  be  thankful  he  must  hare  reached  Garib 
It  is  to  be  hoped  he  is  not  taken  also,  but  he  woul  with  hU 
perfectly  open  lo  the  madness. 

'  Clawtutd,  nliera  her  mothsr'i  grave  ii. 
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Grace  was  woituiK  at  the  tmn  for  me,  aud  inBtuitly  found  me 
under  my  Lat  and  feather  in  the  dark.  She  said  it  wns  by  a  tnoIioD 
of  my  hand. 

They  ate  all  most  kind.  Elizabeth  not  so  poorly  u  1  expected  to 
flod  her;  Grace  and  Ann  youiiger-lwjking  Ihun  last  lime— hair 
raven  black,  fur  blacker  than  mine.  Oood-bye!  I  hope  lo  sleep 
to  night;  for  I  will  have  a  dose  of  morphia  now  that  I  am  near 
Duncan  and  Flockiiarl,  and  then  I  will  be  up  (o  a  belter  leiler  than 
ihia.     1  have  left  Orace  to  make  out  the  '  old  goose.'  ■  and  tell  me 

s  needfuL  Your  ever 

J.  W.  C. 


LETTER  251. 
Mri.  Bnmll.  Holm  BiU.,  TfuimMa. 


^^^If  darling  I— Nature  prompla  me  to  nriw  just  a  line,  though  I 
am  not  up  to  a  letter  to-day.  at  least  to  any  other  letter  than  the 
daily  one  to  Mr.  C,  which  must  be  written  dead  oraUve.  Imagine! 
after  such  a  tiring  day,  I  never  closed  my  eyes  till  after  Eve  this 
morniijgl  and  was  awake  again  fur  good,  or  rather  for  bad.  twfore 
six  struck!  My  eyes  are  almost  out  of  my  head  this  morning;  and 
tell  the  Doctor,  or  rather  don't  tell  him,  1  will  have  a  dose  of  mor- 
phia io>nighil — am  just  going  in  an  ouinlbua  lo  Duncan  and  Flock- 
hart's  for  it.  It  will  calm  down  my  mind  for  once — generally  my 
mind  needs  no  calming,  being  sunk  iu  apathy.  And  this  won't  do 
logoonl 

Mr,  C.  writes  this  morning  that  he  had  received  a  letter  in  the 
liandwriling  of  Dr.  Kussell  (!)  (my  own  handwriting  slightly  dis- 
guisedl,  and  'had  torn  It  open  in  a  fright H  thinking  that  the  Doc- 
tor was  writing  to  tell  I  was  ill  I  and  found  a  photograph  oF  me, 
reaUy  very  like  Indeed,'  but  not  a  word  '  from  the  Doctor '  inaldel 
He  took  it  as  a  sign  thai  I  was  ofTt  (why,  in  all  the  world,  take  it 
as  that!)  'but  it  would  have  been  an  additional  favour  had  the 
Doctor  written  ]ust  a  linel ' 

^  Orace  was  wailing  at  the  station  for  me,  much  to  my  astoniah- 

.;  and  discovered  me  at  once,  imder  llie  hat  aud  fealher,  actu- 

She  said  by  '  a  motion  of  my  Irnud '  I    Tlie  drains  are  all  torn 

it  Morningside,  and  she  was  afraid  1  would  not  gel  across  the 

fbbisb  in  my  cab  without  a  pilot.    They  are  all  looking  well,  I 


LETTERS  AKD  MEMOBIALS  OF 

tUnk— ev«a  lElixabettu    Hftny  fdendl;  inquiries  about  joa,  u3 
]ove  to  be  sent. 

Ob,  m;  dear,  mj  dearl  My  bead  is  full  of  wooll  Shall  I  ctb 
forgEt  these  ^een  bills,  and  Uut  lonelj'  cburcliyud,  uid  jtau  dou, 
gentle  f&cel 

Ob,  bow  I  wish  1  had  a  sleepl 

Your  owD  friesd, 

JaSZ  CAB1.TLI. 

The  roola  are  all  in  the  garden. 


LETTER  !««. 
7b  T.  Oiriiilt.  lOg.,  dulta. 

CniBentlUa,  Uonlncslde  (EdlubiUKb):  Tbundij.  Sept.  4, 1 

'Two  afflictions  make  a  cooKolation '— of  a  sort  I  The  disappoint 
meat  of  not  receiving  the  usual  good  words  from  you  this  moi 
comforted  ray  conscience  at  Icaat  for  baving  failed  in  my  own 
Ing  yesterday.  1  could  flgure  you  eating  your  breakfast  at  Cbeyaa 
Row,  wiibout  any  letter  from  me.  with  do  particular  pang  of  re- 
morse; when  I  was  eating  ray  breakfast  here  with  only  the  direc- 
tion on  '  Orley  Farm '  for  a  relish  to  my  indifferent  leal  ll ' 
partly  the  morphia  that  hindered  me  yesterday,  and  partly  the  n 
The  morphia,  which  answered  the  end  capitally,  and  procured  IM^ 
the  ooly  really  sound  sleep  I  have  bud  since  I  went  on  my  trsTel^ 
made  raa  feel  too  liHtless  for  writing  before  going  to  Betty's;  al 
the  walk  through  the  rain  to  the  cab  wbea  we  retiimed  made  n 
too  toed  for  writing  after  in  time  for  the  Moroingside  poet. 

Well,  I  have  seen  Betty,  and  Betty  has  seen  me.  Poor  deart 
wasn't  HO  'good  a  Joy  '  as  it  night  have  been;  for  Ann  and  Graoa' 
in  their  kindness  mould  not  let  me  go  by  myself,  and  the  three  of 
us  were  too  many  for  the  wee  house  and  for  Betty's  nerres,  wbiclt' 
aren't  what  Ihcy  were.  But  she  made  the  best  of  that  asof  evetj- 
thiag  else.  '  It's  weel  they're  bo  kind  to  ye,  dear;  and  it's  ricb^* 
she  said,  during  a  minute  we  were  alone  together.  She  gave  n 
the  '  stockns '  (beautiful  flne  white  ones),  and  a  little  packet  of  pep^ 
permlnt  lozenges  were  lying  beside  them,  '  in  case  1  erer  ca 
Dear,  kind  soult  her  heart  is  the  same  warm  loyal  heart;  bot  tl 
seven  years  of  nursing  have  made  terrible  alterations  iu  her;  her  lialr< 
is  white  as  snow,  and  her  face  is  bo  Sncd  mray  that  it  looks  ai 
oae  might  blow  il  away  Uke  povdei.    t  dan't.  t-htok  she  can  staoi' 
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much  longer  of  it,  George  (poor  patient  'Oarg'T)  is  neither  better 
nor  worse;  his  mind  not  weakened  at  all,  I  think  (which  ia  wonder- 
ful). Oid  Braid  keeps  himself  in  health  by  much  working  in  his 
garden,  which  is  proliflc,  '  Sic  a  crapp  o'  gude  peas,  dear]  Ob, 
if  I  could  have  sent  Mr,  Cariyle  a  wee  dish  o'  ihcni  lo  cheer  him  up 
when  he  was  alane,  poor  man ! '  '  Oh.  dearl '  elie  aaid.  again  catch- 
ing my  arm  excitedly,  '  wad  onybody  Iselieve  itt  He — yer  gude- 
man — direcks  "Punch"  till  us  every  week,  his  ain  sell.  to8ic  asusT 
Ur.  Braid  did  not  know  me  when  I  went  in  at  the  door  the  drat: 
and  when  1  taxed  him  with  it  he  said,  '  How  should  1  ken  yet  Ta 
f  iDokit  like  a  bit  skelt  o'  a  lassie,  wi'  that  daft  wee  thing  a-tap  o'  yer 

B  I  mean  to  get  home,  pleaiw  Ood.  at  the  beginning  of  next  week. 

Hcannolfli  the  day  just  yet.  being  'entangled  in  delails' with  the 
Auchtertoot  people.  I  have  seen  nobody  here  but  the  Braids — 
indeed,  there  is  nobody  I  much  care  to  see.  A  most  uninteresting 
place  Edinburgh  Is  become.  1  would  like  lo  spend  nn  hour  at 
Haddington  in  the  dark  I  But  I  '  doci't  see  my  way '  to  that.  I 
was  glad  to  Lear  that  Bcolsbrlg  Jenny  was  getting  over  her  bad  Qt. 
OiBce  baa  Just  come  in,  and  Gends  her  regards. 

kJuis  Cablyia 
LETTER  Sra. 
A  T.  Carit/U,  O&eltea. 

CTBleenvOlB  (Edlnbursb):  Friday.  Sept.  G,  IBti. 

ThanlEa,  dear;  here  Is  a  nice  little  letter  tliis  morning,  which  has 
had  the  double  effect  of  satisfying  my  anxieties  and  delivering  me 
from  '  prayers.'  I  ran  up  to  my  room  with  it,  and  shut  myself  in, 
and  when  I  issued  forth  again,  prayers  were  over!  What  luckl 
My  aunts  are  as  kind  to  me  as  they  can  be— all  three  of  them— and 
they  exert  themselves  beyond  their  strength,  I  can  see.  to  make  my 
visit  pleasant  to  me;  but  still  I  am  like  n  Bsh  out  ot  water  in  this 
element  of  religiosity,  or  rather  tike  a  human  being  in  water,  and 
the  water  boL 

I  am  glad  you  have  heard  from  my  lady  at  last,  I  was  beginobig 
to  not  understand  it;  lo  fear  either  you  or  I  must  have  In  someway 
displeased  her.  If  you  could  bring  yourself  to  go  to  the  Grange  at 
Mice  I  shouldn't  at  all  mind  your  being  away  when  I  arrived; 

Wuld  rather  liko  lo  transact  my  futigues  and  my  acclimatising  'In 
Kplaca  by  myself.'    And  we  might  Btill  have  the  '  sacred  week '  of 
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idling  Aod  siebtseeiDg  (au  esceptioDiLl  week  in  our  mmtu]  life,  it 
would  be)  Bfler  your  returu. 

I  And  I  cinuoL  get  off  from  Aucliiertool.  1  shouldu't  dUlIke  4 
coaple  of  days  Ihere  (though  many  duys  couldn't  be  cadur«d) 
11  it  weren't  for  Ibai  '  croRslng.'  But.  like  It  or  not,  t  aiun  Jast 
'cross  And  rccross'l  Haggle  ia  returoed.  Waller  Lax  put  off 
Joining  AleiKodcr  at  Cnwfnrd;  tliey  ure  nil  expecting  tut, 
the  only  expedient  by  nhich  1  could  liave  avoided  rblting 
Uiem  wlLhout  giving  offence  (o  tlioit  kind  feelings,  viz..  briU 
ing  tbem  all  to  spend  u  day  witli  me  Iters,  caunot  be  '  carried 
out' — for  'reasona  it  may  be  iDlerestlog  not  to  state.'  After oU I 
have  no  kinder  relsdve  or  friend  in  the  world  lliati  poor  Walu*.' 
Every  summer,  when  inTltatiunB  werr  not  eo  pieaty,  his  hoiue, 
all  that  is  his.  has  been  pluccd  at  my  diepotal.  It  is  tbe  only  ti 
wliere  I  could  go,  without  an  iDvltation,  al  any  time  tliat  SI 
myself;  and.  considering  all  that,  I  must  just  'cross'  to-morrov.  Is 
the  inteution,  however,  of  stnying  only  two  days.  I  should  hM« 
gone  to-day  but  for  a  letter  of  Walter's—'  mia  sent  lo  Liberton  '— 
and  BO  not  reaching  me  in  time. 

I  am  now  giiiiig  ofl  to  town  with  Grace  to  gel  her  photograpk 
taken — 'for  Jeannie'e  book.' she  snya^  hut  1  doubt  the  aingleuuM 
of  the  alleged  molivu.  I  sliiill  call  for  Mrs.  Stirliug — who  elset 
Alaa,  my  old  friends  nre  'nil  wed  away 'I' 

1  return  the  letter,  which  f^ems  to  me  perfectly  serious  and  n 

sensible*  ouly  what  of  ShakcspeareT    Shakiespeare  '  never  did  tilt 
likuo'tl' 

Address  here;  I  shall  find  il  (the  letter)  on  my  return  from  Aucb- 
tertool,  if  I  am  nut  hum  before  it.     Il  uaij  thunder  and  lightning. 
and  waterspouts  yesltrduy;  lerrihle  for  laying  the  crops,  surely. 
Youre  ever. 

Jamb  W.  Cakltix. 

LETTER  S54, 

Mr*.  RimeU.  Hoim  BiU. 


le:  Monday,  Sepl.  S, 

Bo  long  aa  I  am  in  ScDllaud,  my  darling,  I  cannot  help  feelioS 
that  my  head-quurtcrM  Is  Uolm  Uill!  though  1  go  buzzing  here  and 
there,  like  a  '  Bum-bee  '  in  the  uelghlioiirhooil  of  its  hive.  KtnTJ- 
wbere  thai  I  go  I  am  warmly  welcomed,  and  made  c 

Floweri  Of  (Ke  Forwlt. 
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nowhere  that  I  g;o  do  1  feel  so  at  home,  id  &a  element  so  congenial 
to  me,  as  with  you  and  the  Doctoil  At  CraigeD villa,  Uiougb  treated 
■a  a  niece,  and  perhaps  even  a  favourite  niece,  I  um  always  reacting 
^VQSt  the  self'Sseuniptiou.  and  the  religiosity  (not  tbe  religion, 
uiDdl);  and  here,  though  1  am  'cousin '—their  one  cousin,  for 
Thorn  their  naturally  hospitable  and  kindly  natures  are  doubly  hos- 
pitable and  kindly — still  I  miss  that  congeniality  which  comes  of 
llATing  mutually  suSei'ed.  aad  taken  one's  suSering  to  hearti  1 
feel  here  ns  if  I  were  '  playing '  wiUi  nice,  pretty,  wdl-behaved 
children!  1  almost  envy  them  their  light-hearted  capacity  of  being 
aogiDisM]  with  tritlesi  And  yut,  not  Ihatl  there  is  a  deeper  joy  in 
one's  ova  sorrowful  memories  surely,  ibun  in  this  gaiety  that  comes 
of  'aever  miodiug'l  Would  I,  would  you,  cease  u>  regret  the  dear 
ones  we  have  lost  if  we  could  r  Would  we  be  light-hearted,  at  the 
cost  of  having  nothing  ia  one's  heart  very  precious  or  sacred!  Oh, 
uol  better  ever  such  grief  for  the  lost,  than  never  to  bave  luved 
anyone  enough  to  have  one's  equanimity  disturtied  by  the  iosBl 

I  came  here  on  Saturday;  was  to  have  come  tin  Friday,  but  bad  to 
wait  for  a  letter  of  Walter's  '  mis-sent  to  Liberton.'  I  go  back  to 
Morniugside  to-morrow  forenoon,  unless  it  '  rains  cats  and  dogsl ' 
And  then  to  London  after  one  day's  restt  And  after  all  my  haste 
— at  least  haste  after  leaviug  Uulm  Hill — tbe  chances  are  I  shall 
find  Mr,  C.  just  gone  lo  the  Grange.  He  hod  'partly  decided  on 
going  next  Tuesday  (to-morrow).'  And,  if  1  wasn't  home  In  time 
togu  with  him,  he  had  engaged  1  would  join  him  there  I  Don't  he 
wish  he  may  get  me!  He  will  have  to  slay  considerably  longer 
tlian  the  '  one  week'  he  talks  of,  before  I  shall  feel  disposed  to 
'take  the  road'  again)  In  tact,  I  should  greatly  like  a  few  days 
'  all  to  myself,'  to  sleep  oS  my  fittigues,  and  get  acclimatised,  before 
having  to  resume  my  duties  as  mistress  of  the  bouse. 

AJez.  Welsh  came  lo  Crawford  the  '  nest  day,'  as  predicted;  but 
'his  Reverence  '  never  joined  him  there.  And  Alez.,  finding  the 
GiihiDg  ae  bod  as  possible,  went  on  to  spend  a  few  days  with  the 
Chryslals  in  Glasgow,  before  rcturoiDg  to  Liverpool. 

God  keep  you,  dearest  friend;  after  the  Doctor,  there  ie  nobodj 

Ij^ou  are  so  precious  to  aa  to  uel    I  will  write  from  Chelsea. 
,  Your  loving 

J,  Cabltlb. 
L    n-8* 


JTrt.  Sroi^.  Holm 


^^B  B  (Steyna  Bow:  Turnip  nlctit,  Sept.  (0,  IBM. 

^^p  Dearest  of  Friends. — I  am  writing  Vvo  lines  at  this  late  boor, 

because  I  don't  want  the  feeling  of  dosenets  ttiat  lias  outUred  Uj« 
ptccious  three  weeks  we  were  together  to  die  out  through  length  <rf 
sileacc.  For  liie  rest,  I  am  not  in  good  case  for  writing  a  pleasant 
letter,  baring  had  no  sleep  last  ntght.  aod  (be  bad  night  not  bsTtng 
been  compensated,  as  my  bad  nights  at  Holm  Hill  were.  Btrange^ 
enou^.  by  a  good  day.  And  I  am  bothered,  too,  with  prepai* 
tiona  for  a  Journey  to-morrow.     Whal  a  locomotire  animal  I  bare 

I  suddenly  become!  Yes,  ii  ia  a  fact,  my  dear,  that  to-morrow'  I 
am  bound  for  Dorer,  to  slay  tiil  Monday  with  that  lady  we  call 
'the  flight  of  Skylarks,'*  who  was  wanting  me  to  come  home  by 
her  place  in  Derbyshire  She  is  now  at  Dover,  in  lodgings,  for  lib* 
beneQt  of  sea  air;  and  has  lUTiled  me  there  since  I  wouldn't  go  U 
Wooton  Hall,  and  Mr.  C,  who  thoaght  I  ought  to  have  come  home 
by  her,  wishes  me  to  go.  And  I  am  sure  I  have  no  objocti 
I  like  her  much,  and  I  like  the  sea  much.  But  I  'am  not  i«  bg 
staying  away  this  time.'  be  says,  '  and  leaving  him  long  by  himasU 
again.'  No  fear!  Imust  Tetum  to  London  on  Monday,  or  I  should' 
not  see  Charlotte  Cushman  (who  is  now  in  Liverpool  and  retunw 

I        here  on  Thuttday)  before  her  departure  for  Borne.    Indeed,  cham- 
ing  AS  T  Ihiuk  the  'flight  of  Skylarks.'  I  should  not  be  unsettling 
myself  again  if  only  I  had  kepi  the  better   health  and  spirits  I 
brought  back  from  Scotland.     It  was  too  much  to  hope,  howevff, 
that  1  could  keep  all  that  long.    The  clammy  heavy  weather 
have  had  for  the  last  week  has  put  me  all  wrong  somehow. 
alek  at  slomach,  or  at  heart  (I  can't  tell  which),  and  have 
tinual  irritation  in  my  hits  of  '  Interiors,'  and  horrid  nighta.  for 
Which.  I  dare^y.  the  sea  is  the  best  medicine.    I  aball  teti  yott  how 
it  haa  answered  when  I  come  back. 
Love  to  the  Doctor.  Tour  own 

J.  W.G 


la  I 

'ii 

■all  ^ 


'  Went  October  1, 

■Iltu  DsTfinport  BromlST:  1 


r  grtat-EraDdfather  a 
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T.  Carlylt.  Btq.,  CheUea. 

1  Bidnny  TUlas,  DoTer:  WeduescUf  Bn«rnoon,  OcC,  1,  IBtt. 

I  maf  take  a  reasonable  stieet  of  paper,  dearl  for.  besides  beiog 
Dot  '  too  tired  for  wriliag,'  I  have  atiundaoce  of  lime  (or  trritiDg, 
'  the  Larks' '  being  all  tar  up  out  of  sight,  bcyoud  ttie  visible  akyi 
looking  for  me  there.  Hy  journey  waa  Huccessfui.  sod  I  stepped 
oat  at  Dover  worth  half  a  dozou  of  tlie  woman  I  left  Clielaea.  Cu- 
rious what  a  curative  effect  a  railway  journey  Ijfls  on  me  always, 
while  you  it  mukes  pigs  and  wbistleB  ofT  Is  it  the  moiiou,  or  1b  it 
the  changed  air?    '  Ood  koows! ' 

The  flrat  thing  that  befell  mc  at  Dover  was  a  dUappoiulment— 
no  lArka  waitiogl  not  a,  feather  of  ibetn  to  be  discovered  by  the 
naked  eye.  The  next  thing  that  befell  me  was  lo  be  deceived  and 
betrayed  and  entirely  dlecomSted  by — a  sailor.  After  looking 
about  for  the  Larks  some  i«n  minutes,  and  being  persecuted  aa 
long  by  pressing  proposals  from  cabmen  and  onmibua  coiiduetora, 
I  WM  askiog  a  porter  how  far  it  was  to  Sidney  Tillas.  The  porter 
not  knowing  the  plnce,  a  sailur  camt  forward  and  said  be  knew  it, 
UtHt  it  '  was  just  a  few  steps;  1  would  be  there  in  a  minute  i(  I 
liked  to  walk,  and  he  would  carry  my  trunk  for  me.'  And.  wilii- 
out  waiting  to  have  the  question  debated,  be  threw  niy  trunk  over 
his  shoulder  and  walked  off.  I  followed,  quite  taken  by  assault. 
And  we  walked  on  and  on,  and  oh.  such  a  distance! — certainly  two 
miles  at  least,  the  ssJlor  pretending  to  not  hear  every  lime  I  re- 
monatiBtcd,  or  assuring  me  '  I  couldn't  find  a  prettier  walk  in  all 
Dover  than  this."  At  last  we  reached  Sidney  Villas;  and  when  I 
•cciued  my  sailor  of  having  basely  misled  me  that  he  might  have  a 
),  fas  candidly  owned,  'Well,  things  are  dear  just  now,  and  few 
'  wiping  the  sweat  from  his  brow  at  the  some  time,  and 
ing  delighted  with  the  ehtillng  I  gave  him.  I  tliought  it  was 
O  the  devil  together  when  the  man  who  answered  the  bell 
d  that  Hiss  Bromley  was  there.  On  cross-questioDing.  how- 
r,  he  explained  ttiat  she  did  reside  there,  but  was  not  at  home — 
to  the  railway  to  meet  a  lady ' — and  his  eye  juat  then 
inintiiig  on  my  portmanteau,  he  exclaimed,  with  sudden  cordial- 
',  '  Ferbaps  you  ore  the  ladyT '    I  owned  the  soft  istpeacliment 

<  See  nots,  p.  ITS. 
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auiJ  was  bIiowd  1o  the  bedroom  prepnred  Tor  me.  and  tiare  waabed 
and  unpached.  Meanwhile  Miss  B.'s  maid,  wlio  had  gone  U> 
atation  vliik  Miss  B.  went  to  Ibc  other  to  make  sure  of  tat,  r^ 
turned  and  gava  mc  a  cup  of  lea,  and  ihea  went  off  lo  catch  Um 
poor  dear  Larks,  wlio  was  waiting  (or  me  at  the  wrong  ata' 
Tlion>  b(-ing  a  third  station  (Ibe  one  at  whfch  1  landed),  it  hadot 
orcurred  to  either  mlaTrcss  or  maid  lo  ash  at  wbicb  of  the  ItiTCa  ' 
tlalions  llie  three  o'clock  train  stopped. 

Larlcs  come  with  feathers  all  in  a  Hud.  '  So  dreadfnUjr  mftj.' 
&c.  &c.  Dinner  not  till  seven,  and  to  he  enlivened  by  the  pre» 
cncc  of  Mr.  Brookflcld,  whom  she  had  met  while  looking  for  me. ' 
'EisTen!'  and  1  had  only  one  small  cup  of  tea  and  one  aUcaot 
elherial  bread  and  butter.     But  we  '  must  make  it  (to.' 

This  house  is  within  a  stone-cast  of  the  sea,  and  also,  alas?  of 
the  pieri  so  Ihat  there  is  aa  much  squealing  of  children  at  Ihia 
moment  as  if  it  were  Chcjno  Row.  Nothing  bul  a  while  blind  U 
keup  out  the  Hglil  of  u  liirge  window.  But  with  shutters  and  elili- 
DC9S.  and  all  possilile  furtherance,  1  was  finding  sleep  impossible  at 
home;  so  perhaps  it  may  suit  the  contradictory  nature  of  the  a 
mal  to  sleep  here  without  them. 

Now,  upon  my  word,  this  is  a  fairly  long  letter  to  be  still  in  tha 
first  day  of  absence.  It  will,  at  least,  show  that  t  am  less  gb 
Bick  aud  with  leas  worry  in  mj  interior  than  when  1  left  in  tha  ' 
morning. 

Tourt  anyhow, 

J,  W.  Cabi,tlk. 

LETTER  857. 
T.  OdrlgU.  Etg..  Ohtitea. 

1  SilJnBy  VUlaa.  Dotbt  :  FVIdar,  Oct  8. 18(1, 

Oh,  my  dearl  I  '  did  design '  to  write  you  a  nice  long  leltar  to- 
day. But  '  you  must  just  excuse  us '  again.  I  am  tlie  Ticttan  of 
'circumstances  over  which  I  have  no  control.'  I  must  put  you  off 
with  a  few  lines,  and  lie  down  on  the  sofa  of  my  bedroom,  a 
try  to  get  warm,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  me.  You  see  I  am 
taJcing  every  day  a  warm  sea-Latb,  hoping  to  derive  beneDt  from  It 
— 'cha-arge'  half- a  crown.  But,  never  mind,  if  I  can  stave  off  an 
illness  at  the  bcglnuing  of  wlni«r,  I  shall  save  in  doclor't  h 
Well,  my  hath  to-day  made  me  excessively  sleepy,  and  tlay  down 
to  sleep,  and  in  five  m'muieslWBH  i»lkd  down  to  luncheoD.  and 
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kft«r  luncheon  I  must  go  nitb  MUa  Bromley  to  call  tor  Luly 
Doyle,  Willi  whom  Miaa  Wj-nne,  just  arrived  from  Carlsbad,  had 
been  yesterday — might  still  be  to-day.  Our  coll  executed,  it  was 
proposed  we  should  drive  on  to  Shakeepeore's  Cliff,  and  when 
there,  we  were  driven  away  'over  the  heiglils' — a  most  alarming 
toad — all  this  time  in  an  open  ciirriage;  and  now  tliat  we  arc  come 
in  there  ia  not  a  fire  anywhere — never  ia  any  fire  to  warm  myself 
at — and  so  I  am  not  at  oil  in  right  trim  for  letter- writing.  And 
common  prudence  requires  I  should  lie  down  and  get  into  heat. 

For  the  rest  it  la  all  right.  1  have  slept  very  fairly  both  nights 
in  spite  of — 'many  things!  '  Uiss  B.  is  kind  and  charming,  the 
place  is  '  delicious, '  and  I  am  certainly  much  better  for  the  change. 
But,  for  all  that.  I  nm  coming  home  without  fail  at  the  lime  I 
fixed;  not  from  any  'puritanical'  adherence  to  my  word  given, 
but  that  liy  Monday  1  shall  have  hod  enough  of  it  and  got  all  the 
good  to  be  got.  Miss  B.  has  pressed  me  earnestly  to  stay  till  Holi- 
day week;  but  no  need  to  bid  ine— '  be  firm,  Allciat ' 

What  a  pity  about  poor  Bessy  I  She  snya  she  '  was  always  a 
worshipper  ol  genius,  and  recollects  one  day  in  particular  when 
Ur.  Carlyle  poured  out  such  a  stream  of  conliauous  eloquence  that 
die  was  forcibly  reminded  of  tliu  lady  who  spoke  pearls  and  dia- 
monda  in  tlie  fairy  tale,'  She  Is  very  proud  ut  her  book  and  pho- 
tograph. That  absurd  corkmaker  sends  me  his  photograph.  1 
will  bring  his  letter  for  you;  inclosed  in  mine  it  U  over-weight, 
[No  room  to  lign}  '  J.  W,  0.' 


Mn.  AuMc»,  Eoha  HiU. 

fi  CbeTue  Row,  Chelasa:  Hoador.  October  U.  IStt. 

rjlow  Bfary,  dearl  pray  don't  let  the  echoes  of  your  voice  die 

i,  of  my  ears,  if  you  can  help  itt     It  makes  the  difference  be- 

I  feeling  near  and  feeling  far  away;   the  diflerence  betwixt 

triting  oH-hand.  as  one  speaks,  and  writing  cramped  apologies. 

fou  may  not  have  anythmg  momentous  to  tell;  but  1  am  not  dilQ- 

0  iDleresI,  when  it  Is  you  who  are  writing.     Just  fill  a  sniail 

)l  with  such  matter  as  you  would  say  to  me.  If  I  were  sitting 

ositc  you,  and  I  shall  be  quite  content, 

Noitlier  have  I  mysfi'  anything  momentous  lo  tell,  except,  I  was 

o  <ay,  that  I  had  got  a  new  bonnet,  or  rather  my  last  win 


I 
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ter'e  bonnet  transfoniied  into  a  new  one:  bat  it  suddenly  fl 
over  me.  Ibat  ia  by  do  mennfl  Ibe  most  momentoua  thing  1  haTC  U  I 
tell;  ft  new  bonnet  ia  nothing  in  comparison  to  n  new — oiKidl     Ah,  I 
mjr  de&rl     Tee.  I  am  cbaaging  my  boUEeinaid:  I  bnve  i 
for  long,  even  when  she  was  capering  about  me,  and  hissing  n 
handB  and  ahaw),  that  ttiis  etnolional  young  tady  would  not  ircti 
well :  and   that  sonic    floe  day  her  self-conceit  and    ajroga 
would  6nd  llie  limila  of  my  patience.     Indeed.  I  should  hav«  lod 
patience  with  her  loDg  ago,  if  it  hadn't  been  fot  her  clevonM 
about  Mr.  C.'s  books,  wbicb  I  fancied  would  make  htm  extr«iiieljl 
averse  to  parting  with  her.  as  cleverness  of  ihat  soit  is  DOt  «  oon- 
mon  gift  with  housemaids.    But  not  at  all— at  least  aot  in  pros- 
pect: be  says  she  is  'such  an  affected  fool.'  and  an  beedlew  In 
other  respects  that  il.  is  quite  agreeable  to  him  'that  she  sbotlld 
carry  ber  fantasticalitiea  and  incompetences  eisewherel'     She  had  J 
calculated  on  being  iodispensabie,  on  the  score  of  the  books,  and! 
was  taking,  since  soon  afier  in y  return  from  Scotland,  a  posltioafl 
in  the  house  which  was  quite  prepoaterous — domineering  towardal 


the  cook,  and  impertinent  to 
— in  fact,  not  behaving  like  a 
a  caprice,  or  a  wager,  or  anylhi 
condescending  to  exercise  liglit 
you  kept  her  in  good  humour 


t  picking  and  cboosiug  at  her  wofk 
It  all.  but  like  a  lady,  who.  for 
bing  except  wages  and  board,  wu 
t  functions  in  ibe  bouse,  provided 
vith  gifts  and  praises. 
When  Mr.  C. 'a  attention  was  directed  to  her  procedure,  be  wT 
the  intolerableneas  as  clearly  as  I  did;  so  I  was  quite  freetotiy' 
conclusions  with  the  girl — either  she  should  apologise  for  ber  im- , 
pertinence  and  engage  (like  Magdalen  Smith)  '  to  turn  over  a  new ' 
leaf.'  or  she  should  (as  Mr  C.  said) '  carry  her  fantasUcalitios  and 
incompetences  elsewhere! '  8be  cbose,  of  course,  the  worser  part; 
and  I  made  all  the  haste  possible  to  engage  a  girl  in  ber  place,  and 
make  the  fact  known,  that  so  I  might  protect  myself  against 
scenes  of  reconciliation,  ^liicb,  to  a  woman  as  old  and  nervous  ai 
I  am,  are  just  about  as  tiresome  as  scenes  of  ultercatioo. 

»  cost  roe  my  sleep,  to  begin  with;  and  are  a  sheer  waste  of' 
vital  power,  wbicb  one's  servant  at  least  ought  really  not 

I  am  going  to  try  a  new  arrangement — that  of  keeping  two 
women  (experienced,  or  considering  themselves  so)  to  do  an  amount 
of  work  lietween  them  which  any  good  experienced  servant  could 
do  singly  having  hitherto  proved  uumauageabte  with  me.  I  ban 
engaged  a  Uttle  girl  of  tke  neighbourhood  (age  about  fifteeiO  to 
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imder  tbe  Bcotchwoman,  She  is  known  la  me  as  an  boneat,  truth- 
ful, industrious  little  girl.  Her  pnrenU  are  rather  superior  people 
in  their  station.  Tlie  father  is  a  collector  on  the  boats.  She  is 
used  to  work,  but  not  at  alt  to  irhat  Mr.  C.'s  father  would  have 
called  the  '  curiosities  aod  niceties '  of  a  bouse  like  this.  So  1  shall 
tare  trouble  encmgU  In  licking  her  into  shape.  But  trouble  U 
always  a  bearable  thing  for  me  in  comparison  with  iniiation.  The 
oliief  drawback  is  that  the  mother  is  sickly,  nud  this  child  has  been 
her  mainstay  at  home;  and  though  both  parents  have  willingly 
RacriOced  their  own  conrenience  to  get  tbelr  child  into  so  respect- 
able a  place,  my  Tear  is  that  after  I  have  had  tbe  trouble  of  lickiag 
lier  into  shape,  the  mother,  under  the  pressure  of  borne  difQcultles, 
may  be  irresistibly  tempted  to  take  her  home  again.  Well,  there  la 
an  excellent  Italian  proverb,  '  The  person  who  coasiders  everything 
will  never  decide  on  anythingl '  Meannliile,  Elizabeth  looks  much 
more  atlve  and  cheerful  since  she  bad  Ibis  change  in  view;  and  I 
aball  be  delivered  from  the  bolberalion  of  two  rival  queens  in  the 
kitchen  at  all  events.  That  t  shall  have  lo  fetch  the  books,  and  do 
the  sewing  myself,  will  perhaps—'  keep  the  devil  from  my  elbow." 

I  had  a  letter  from  my  Aunt  Ann  the  other  day.  (he  first  I  hove 
liad  from  any  of  them  since  I  was  at  Craigenvilla,  in  spite  of 

itreaties  and  remonstrances  on  my  part.  She  telle  me  that  the 
idservanl  whom  Grace  '  converted  '  some  years  ago  is  still  pray- 
!slly  for  Mr.  Carlylo.  She  has  been  at  it  a  long  while  now. 
must  be  tired  of  writing  to  my  aunts  to  ask  whether  they  had 
besrd  if  anythlug  had  happened  through  her  prayers.  I  will  send 
jou  Ann's  letter;  burn  it  before,  or  having  read  It— as  you  tike. 
Does  it  amuse  you  to  read  letters  (good  in  their  way)  not  addressed 
to  yourself?  Tell  me  that;  tor  if  It  does,  I  could  often,  at  the 
•malt  cost  of  an  extra  at»mp,  send  you  on  any  letter  that  has 
pleased  myself,  without  putting  you  to  ilio  trouble  of  returning 
them.  I  am  afraid  you  will  not  have  so  many  visitors  to  enliven 
you  in  the  winter;  and  then  you  will  take  to  thinking  it  was 
livelier  at  Thomhill.  with  your  window  looking  on  the  street.  Oh 
my  dearl  1  wonder  how  the  Doctor  is  so  angelically  patient  with 
your  bankering  after  the  old  bouse,  when  be  has  made  the  new 
lovely  for  you,  Tet  1  can  understand  all  that  about  tbe  old 
I  can,  who  am  a  womaul 
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fi  Cbejiie  Row.  Chelsea;  Thurad^,  Oct  ■>,  Ml 

Bleaaings  on  jou,  dearl  These  eggs  liuvc  been  such  ft  <teliver  ' 
nnce.  Can  you  believe  it  of  meT  I  bavc  been  in  such  a  worry  of 
mind  ol  late  daja.  that  were  it  asked  of  me,  with  a  loaded  piEtol  >l 
my  brewt.  whether  or  not  I  bad  written  again  af  Ict  receiving  jour ' 
letter,  1  could  nol  tellt  So  in  cose  I  did  not,  I  write  to-niglit,  while' 
I  have  a  littlo  brealbing-tune. 

Lord  Aaliburton.  whom  we  had  been  led  to  auppoae  out  of ' 
danger,  made  no  progress  in  convalescence  and  then  beg&n  to  si 
Lady  A,,  wIjo  has  liad  the  news  of  lier  moiber'a  death  since  h!i 
illness,  waa  liUma  to  nurse  him  day  and  night.    Her  slater,  who  iwd' 
gone  to  her  at  Piiria,  waa  obliged  to  burry  back  to  London,  t 
attend  to  ber  own  husband,  who  is  conflned  lo  bed.    She  told  me 
was  the  oaly  other  person  whom  ber  sister  (Lady  A.)  would  like  to  * 
iiave  beside  her.    Would  I  write  and  aak  if  I  might  ci 
a  serious  undertaking  for  me,  at  this  season,  who  had  ncTer  crOMcd 
the  Cbannel,  and  suffering  so  from  saitiDg,  and  whose  boiiseiiohl ' 
aSairs  were  In  such  a  muddle;  a  servant  lo  go  away  and  t 
yet  found  to  replace  har — but  what  else  could  I  do  but  go  to  bet  if 
she  would  hare  me?    Mr.  C,  too,  thought  I  could  do  noUiiug  elM. 
So  I  wrote  and  offered  lo  come  immediately,  and  jou  maj  think  If 
I  hare  not  heea  perfectly  bewildered  while  waiUug  her  answer — 
'  seeing  servants,'  as  the  pbrase  is,  all  the  while.    This  morning  I 
bad  a  few  hurried  lines  from  her— No — I  was  not  to  come. '  it  could 
do  her  do  good  and  would  knock  me  up: '  for  the  rest,  she  wsi 
'  post  all  human  help.'  ahe  said,  '  and  past  all  eympatby.'    And  the 
poor  dear  soul  had  drawn  her  pen  through  the  laal  words.     So  like 
her.  that  she  might  uot  seem  unkind,  even  lo  ber  agony  of  grief 
and  dread  she  thought  of  that. 

Their  doctor's  lost  two  letters  to  me  were  very  despondent,  and 
neither  to-day  nor  yesterday  has  there  been  any  word  from  him,  m 
there  would  have  surely  been,  could  he  have  imparted  a  grain  of 
hope.  We  dread  now  that  the  ncvt  post  will  bring  the  news  of  oi 
dear  Lord  Ashhurton's  death,  Curlyle  will  lose  in  him  the  only 
friend  he  haa  left  in  the  world,  and  the  world  will  lose  i 
of  the  purest-hearted,  most  chivalrous  men  that  it  i 
There  are  no  worda  for  such  a  misfortune. 
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Meaawhile  one's  own  poor  liltle  life  struggles  on,  with  iU  daily 
petly  concems,  as  well  ea  its  great  ones.  About  these  egga.  wbkli 
Diuslu't  be  neglected,  it  the  solar  syalem  were  coming  to  a  stand — 
I  do  not  think,  dear,  it  was  the  fewness  of  the  egga  that  kept 
them  safe  so  mucb  as  the  plentifutness  of  the  bay.  Depend  ou 
it,  your  woman's  plan  of  making  the  egg«  all  touch  each  other 
was  a  bad  one.  We  have  atill  eggs  for  a  week — and  then?  1  know 
of  two  bens  in  the  oeigbbourhood  that  have  begun  to  lay.  but 
they  do  it  so  irregularly,  so  1  mustn't  trust  lo  them.  I  don't  tbiuk 
it  would  be  safe  to  send  the  butler  and  eggs  in  the  same  box;  a 
coarse  basket  would  do  us  well  as  a  box  for  the  eggs — the  difficully 
of  getting  them  sent  doesn't  seem  to  be  the  carriage  so  much  as 
things  U>  pack  them  in.  If  we  were  but  nearer,  I  might  send  what 
the  Addlscombe  gardener  calls  the  empties  back  agun  at  trifling 
cost,  t  must  inquire  what  it  would  cost  to  send  empty  baskets,  as 
It  la:  I  could  take  them  myself  to  the  office. 

Oh  dear  mel  what  a  pleasuru  it  is  when  one  is  away  from  home 
and  has  no  servants  to  manage,  and  no  food  to  provide.  Mr.  C. 
gets  more  and  more  diiUcult  to  feed,  and  more  and  more  impatient 
of  the  imperfections  of  human  cooks  and  human  housewives.  I 
sometimes  feel  as  if  I  should  like  to  run  away.  But  the  queaiioa 
always  arises,  where  to? 

Kind  regards  lo  Jamie  and  the  girls.    What  a  pleasant  time  I 

hftd  wilb  you  oil,  those  nice  evening  drivesl — Catlaverock  CasLlel 

^  Bqw  like  ft  beautiful  dream  it  all  is,  when  I  look  back  oa  it  from 

r 


LETTER  260. 
Mn.  ButtaU,  Holm  ma. 


S  Cberne  Row,  Chebea:  Tbureda;,  Not.  91,  IHB. 

Dearest  Mary,— The  last  of  the  four  notes  I  inclosed,  which  liad 
come  a  few  hours  before  I  wrote  to  you,  made  us  expect  the  worst ; 
and  as  Ihe  day  went  on,  we  could  not  helpeipeeling  the  worst  with 
more  and  more  certainty.  The  siune  night  we  were  talking  very 
sadly  of  Lord  Ashburlon,  nlraoat  already  in  the  post  teusei  Hr.  C. 
saying.  '  God  help  mel  since  I  am  to  lose  him,  Ihe  kiodest,  gentlest, 
friendlieat  man  in  my  life  here!  I  may  say  the  one  friend  1  have  in 
the  world  I '  and  I,  walking  up  and  down  in  the  room,  as  my  way 
is  when  Iroublt-d  in  miud,  had  just  nusweced,  '  It's  no  use  giia^to 
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bed  and  trying  to  sleep,  iu  this  suepensel'  wliea  ilie  door  opened 
and  B  leller  was  haoded  me.  ll  was  from  Paiia,  a  second  letttf 
tbat  dayl  1  dureln't  open  it.  Mr.  C.  impatiently  took  it  from  me, 
but  was  IiimsoU  so  agituted  tbat  be  CN>u1dn't  read  it,  when  he  had 
it.  At  last  he  exclaimed, "  "Betterl"  1  see  tbe  one  word  '*  betiw,*^ 
nolLing  eisel  look  there,  ie  not  that  "  belter"? "  To  be  sure  it  wast 
iiud  you  may  imagine  our  relief  I  and  our  Ihankfaluess  to  lady  A 
and  Mra.  Auslrutber  for  Dot  losins  a  momeot  in  Cctliog 
letters  go  on  more  and  more  favourable.  The  doctors  aay  "tbtiy 
cannot  understand  it.'  When  do  Uiose  grand  doctors  understand 
anyUiing!  But  do  matter  about  liiem,  so  that  be  is  reoorerio^ 
whether  they  understand  it  or  noU 

I  may  now  tell  you  of  my  household  cri^  vbich  has  bee» 
happily  accomplished.  Haria  has  departed  this  scene,  and  Utt)> 
'Flo*(!)  bas  entered  upon  it;  not  a  little  dog,  aa  you  might  faD( 
from  llie  name,  but  a  remarkably  intelligent,  well-con dilioDod  gllt| 
'between  fourteen  and  fifteen,  who  was  christened  '  Florence' — too 
long  and  too  romanlJc  a  name  for  honsebold  uset  She  is  so  quick 
at  learning  that  training  lier  Is  next  to  no  trouble.  And  Hr.  C.  ll 
so  pleased  with  the  clever  little  creature,  Iliat  he  bas  been  much 
less  aggravating  than  usual  under  a  change.  Haria  wished  to  maks 
me  a  scene  al  parting  (of  course).  But  I  brutally  declined  paitfti- 
patiDg  in  it,  so  she  rushed  up  to  the  study  with  her  tears  to  lit.  C, 
who  waa  '  dreadfully  Boiry  for  the  poor  creature.'  Tbe  '  poor  crc» 
ture '  bad  been  employing  Iter  mind  latterly  in  impressing  OD  Elln* 
bctb.  who  is  weak  enough  to  believe  what  miscblef-makets  tell  btf, 
ralher  than  the  evidence  Of  her  owu  senses,  that  she  was  going  to 
be  overworked  (1)  with  only  an  untrained  girl  instead  of  a  floe  lad; 
housemaid  for  fcllow-scrvant,  and  in  making  herself  so  cbanning 
and  caressing  for  £1izabetii  tliat  bcr  former  tyrannies  were  forgot- 
leu;  and  Elizabeth,  who  bad  looked  quite  happy  at  the  idea  of 
Maria's  going  'and  a  girl  under  her,'  turned  suddenly  round  into 
wearing  a  sullen  look  of  vlctimhood.  and  declining  ailenily  to  girs 
me  tbe  least  help  in  training  the  girll  All  tbe  better  for  the  gM; 
and  perhaps  also  all  the  better  for  mel 

Bui  it  is  a  disappointment  to  find  that  my  Scotch  blockhead  ll 
no  brighter  for  having  her  '  Bubbly  Jock '  taken  oS  her!  Sudi  * 
woman  to  have  had  sent  four  hundred  miles  lo  ouci  Mr.  C.  alwayj 
Speaks  of  her  as  'that  horse,'  'that  cow."  'ihal  mooncalf!" 
upon  my  bonour.  It  is  on  injustice  to  the  horse,  the  cow,  and 
tbemooDcaUt'  For  sample  of  her  procedure:  there  is  a  ^andoOT' 
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into  the  baek  court  coosisting  of  two  immetiBe  panes  of  glass;  the 
GOV  liaa  Uiree  severH)  limes  gmafilied  ono  of  Qieee  sheets  of  glasa, 
Ihniugli  the  same  carelessness,  neglecting  to  latch  II  up!  three 
tiniGS.  in  tlic  sIk  mooths  she  has  been  herel  aacl  nobod;  before  ber 
ever  emaahed  that  doorl  Anolher  thing  that  nobody  before  her 
ever  did,  in  a1]  the  twentv-elghl  or  nine  years  1  have  lived  in  l^e 
house,  was  to  upset  Ilie  kitchen  tnMel  and  iimasb.  at  one  stroke. 
nearly  all  the  tumblers  and  glasses  we  bad,  all  the  china  breakfast 
things,  a  crystal  butter-glass  (my  mother's),  a  crystal  floner  Tsse. 
and  ersr  so  many  jugs  and  bowlsl  There  was  a  whole  washing-tub 
fall  of  broken  thingst  Burely  honesty,  eobiiety.  and  atcadineas 
mnst  have  grown  dreadfully  scarce  qualities,  that  one  puts  up  with 
such  a  cook;  especially  bs  her  cooking  is  as  careless  as  the  rest  of 
her  doings.  No  variety  Is  required  of  ber,  and  she  has  been  taught 
r  to  do  the  few  Lhings  Mr,  C.  needs.  She  can  do  them  when 
e  cares  to  take  pains;  but  every  third  day  or  so  there  comes  up 
nething  that  provokes  him  into  declaring.  'That  brute  will  be 
B  death  of  mel  It  is  renlly  too  bad  lo  have  wholesome  food 
toined  to  poison.'  But  I  mippose  she  understAuda  herself  engaged 
by  the  halt-year,  though  I  never  hod  any  eiplanation  with  her,  as 
to  Uie  second  half-year,     Andeo,  Heaven  grant  me  patiencet 

What  a  pack  of  complainlst  but,  my  dear,  there  is  nobody  but 
;on  that  I  would  think  of  muking  them  tot  and  it  h  a  certain 
Msiog  of  nature  to  utter  them;  so  forgive  the  mean  details. 
^^^  [lOve  to  the  Doctor. 

^Kl  Tour  ever  aSeollonate 

^^L  Jakk  Cakltlk. 


nmnetl 


<    LETTER  Sei. 
7\>  Mn.  Auitin.  Th»  CKS.  Jnnan. 


E  OheTDe  Row,  ChelBea:  Nov,  18U. 

Dearest  Mary, — The  boi  of  eggs  came  yesterday.  Anolher  per- 
fect success;  not  a  single  egg  broken  or  crackedl  I'hc  barrel 
arrived  to-day;  and  Mr.  C.  has  already  eaten  a  quarter  of  one  of 
the  fowls,  and  found  less  fault  with  his  dinner  than  he  is  in  the 
baUt  of  doing  now.  In  fact,  I  look  forward  to  his  diuuer-time 
with  a  sort  of  panic,  which  the  event  for  most  part  justifies.  How 
I  wish  this  long,  weary  book  were  dooe.  for  bis  own  sake  and  for 
everybody's  near  him.  It  is  like  living  in  a  madhouse  on  the  days 
when  he  gets  ill  on  with  his  writing. 


I 


1B6  LETTERS  AND  MEMORIALS  OP 

1  htive  &  Dew  woman  coming  as  cook  next  Tuesdtjr,  uid  isleiM'1 
as  has  been  Mr.  C's  abhoireDce  of  the  present  '  mooocaU.'  '( 
'bruU'-beaBt,'  I  look  forward  nilh  trepiilstion  Co  baring  to  I 
the  new-comer  all  Mr.  C.'s  lliinfia,  which  evfiy  woman  who  ei 
has  to  be  taught,  whether  she  can  cook  In  a  general  way  or 
U  the  kitchCD  were  only  on  the  tame  floor  with  the  roonil  ball, 
have  to  go  down  three  pairs  of  gtaira  to  it.  past  a  garden-door  ki 
cooataotly  open  in  all  weathers;  aad  at  this  season  of  the  year,  n 
my  dreadful  tendency  to  calch  interminable  colds,  runDing  up  u 
down  these  stairs  leaching  bread-maid ug.  and  Mr.  C.'s  sort  of  K 
and  Mr.  C.'s  sort  of  puddings,  cutlets.  Sec.  Ac.,  is  no  juke.    HTI 
ooe  constant  terror  is  lest  I  should  fall  ill  and  be  unable  to  godows;  ■ 
to  the  Utchen  at  all.    I  dream  about  that  at  nights.    Really 
It  r  wore  dead. 
I  tMok  I  ahould  be  Iw-tter.' 

There  is  the  anxiety  about  dear  Lord  Aahburlon  loo;  that  hss 
been  going  on  now  some  Rve  weeks;  sometimes  relieved  a  tiiUe, 
then  Rgain  worse  than  ever,  1  have  a  note  in  my  pocket  at  lW» 
moment  which  Mr.  C.  does  not  know  of.  leaving  scarce  a  hope  at 
his  recovery.  As  it  was  not  from  the  doctor,  but  from  Lady  A.'S 
niece,  who  expresses  herself  very  confusedly,  and  might  have  mado. 
the  cose  worse  than  il  is,  I  decided  cot  to  unsettle  Mr.  C.  at  bift 
writing  with  a  sight  of  it;  and  It  has  felt  burning  In  my  pockut  all 
day;  and  every  knock  at  the  door  makes  my  heart  jump  into  my 
tiiroal,  for  it  may  be  news  of  his  death. 

As  this  letter  won't  reach  you  any  sooner  for  being  posted  to- 
night, I  will  keep  it  opeu  tit!  to-morrow  in  case  of  another 
Paris.    And  if  I  have  more  to  say  I  hod  better  keep  that  till  UK 
morrow  too.    I  write  witb  such  a  weight  on  my  spirits  to-ni^L 
But  always 

Most  afleclionalely  yours, 

Jase  Caaltlb. 

A  note  has  just  come  from  Lsdy  Ashburton's  sister  tn  London,' 
forwarding  a  telegram  Just  received:  *  My  Lord  has  passed  a  belUt 
night.  Dr.  Quain  thinks  hjm  do  worse.'  So  there  is  still  bop^— 
for  those  who  have  a  talent  for  hoping. 
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To  Mr$.  BtiueU. 

B  CheyuB  Row:  Deoember  K.  IMS. 

1  shonld  Dot  be  at  itll  atrud  that  aficr  a  few  weeks  vay  new  maid 
Hild  do  well  enough  if  it  weren't  tor  Mr,  C.'a  frightful  impatience 
with  any  new  servaut  untraiued  ti>  his  ways,  which  would  drive  a 
woman  out  of  the  house  wilh  her  h^  od  end  if  allowed  lo  act 
directly  upoo  her)  So  that  I  have  to  stand  between  them,  and  imi- 
tate in  a  small,  liiiiuble  way  the  Roman  soldier  who  gathered  his 
arms  full  of  the  enemy's  apears.  and  received  tbem  all  into  his  owd 
breast'  It  la  Ibis  which  makes  a  chungeof  serrants.  even  when  for 
the  better,  a  terror  to  me  iu  prospect,  and  an  agony  in  realisation — 


LETTER  2B3. 
Mri.  Braid,  EdiTUnirgh. 


^■l  S  ChejTie  Rot,  Chetna:  (^uiBtmaa  Daj-.  IBK. 

^H'  Dearest  Betly,— Here  we  are,  you  and  1,  agiiin  at  the  end  of  a 
year.  Still  alive,  you  and  I,  and  those  belonging  to  ue  still  alive, 
while  so  many  younger,  healthier,  more  life-like  people,  who  be- 
gan the  year  with  us,  have  been  struck  down  by  death.  Can  no 
do  better,  after  thanking  God  that  we  ore  still  spared,  than  embrace 
one  another  across  the  four  hundred  miles  that  lie  between,  in  the 
only  fashion  possible,  that  is  on  paper. 

'Merry  Christmases.'  and  'HuppyNew  Tears,'  are  words  that 
produce  melancholy  ideas  mther  than  cheerful  ones  to  people  of 
our  age  and  experience.  So  I  don't  wish  you  a  'mirlh,'  and  a 
'happiness.' which  I  know  to  have  passed  out  uf  Christmas  and 
New  Year  for  such  as  us  for  everroore;  passed  out  of  ihom  along 
with  BO  much  else ;  our  gay  spirits,  our  bright  hopes,  living  hearts 
that  loved  us,  and  the  fresh,  trusting  lite  of  our  own  hearts.  It  is 
a  thing  too  sad  for  tears,  ibe  thought  bow  much  is  past  and  gone, 
even  while  there  is  much  to  be  cared  for.  And  that  is  all  the  dis- 
mals I  am  going  to  indulge  in  at  this  writing. 

For  the  rest,  we  have  been  in  great  unxiely  about  Lord  Ashbur- 
ton.     It  is  six  weeks  post  on  Monday  that  he  has  been  hauging  be- 
et life  BJid  death,  at  an  hotel  in  Paris,  where  be  was  taken  ill  of 

>  Oh  baaians,  the  compariBon  I  It  was  too  true. 


ISO 
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inAammatioD  of  the  lungs,  on  hia  way  to  Nice:  aod  *ll  t1i«  lima 
have  been  receiving  a  letter  from  Lady  A.*b  sister  by  her  directioi 
01  from  ttitir  travelling  pbysicina,  Dr.  CbrlatisOD  (son  of  Ibftl 
erl  Cbriaiison,  who  used  to  visit  at  my  uncle  Benjamin's  in  yoi 
tim«},  every  day  almost,  sometimes  two  letters  in  one  <iay:  sa< 
constant  changes  there  have  been  in  tbe  aspect  of  bis  illness!    Tl 
morning  letter  would  declare  bim  '  past  all  human  liolp.'  and  fa 
llie  evening  would  come  news  o(  decided  'improvement,' so 
we  couldn't  bavc  been  kept  in  grealer  suspenae  if  we  bad  bei 
I^e  same  house  with  him.    The  last  three  days  there  baa  been 
Ittlk  of  'a  faint  hope,'  'a bare  possihility  of  recovery.'     And 
London  phyaiciiui,  who  has  been  five  times  telegrapbed  for  to 
called  here  to-day  immediately  on  bis  return,  directed  by  Lady 
to  go  and  tell  UB  of  his  new  iiopes.     When  I  wo*  told  Dr.  (juaiM 
was  in  the  drawiogroom,  I  went  in  to  him  with  my  beart  in  m 
mouth,  persuaded  he  had  been  sent  to  break  llie  news  of  Lord  A' 
death.     My  Qret  words  to  blm  (be  bad  never  been  in  the  house  bt 
fore)  were.  '  Oh,  Dr,  Qiiiiin,  what  bas  brought  you   bereT  '—a  i* 
ceptiou  so  eitruordinary  that  be   stood  struck  speechlesH. 
cODflrmed  me  in  my  idea,  and  I  said,  violenlly,  '  Tell  me  ai 
you  are  come  to  tell  me  he  is  dead!  '    '  My  dear  lady,  I  &m  come  to 
tell  you  noauch  Ihing,  but  quite  tbe  contrary!    1  am  come  by  Lady 
Asbburton's  desire  to  explain  to  you  tbe  changes  wbich  again  hate 
raiaed  us  into  liope  that  he  may  recover."    Then,  in  the  reaction  of 
my  fright,  I  began  to  cry.     What  a  fool  that  man  must  bai« 
thought  mel    Poor  Lady  A,  who  b  devotedly  attacbed  tn  her  hi 
lund,  has  nuiBed  him  day  and  night,  lili  she  is  so  worn  out  thai 
could  hardly  recognise  her  (her  sister  writes),     Keit  to  bor  ' 
tJioir  child,  it  is  to  us,  I  believe,  ibal  he  would  be  the  grenle«t  !< 
He  is   the  only  intimate  friend  that   my  husband   liaa  left   iu 
woild — hisdearest,  most  intimate  friend  through  twenty  yearaBOW« 

I  told  you  in  my  last — did  I  no't! — that  I  had  goi  a  little  girl 
fifteen  in  place  of  my  fioe*lndy  housemaid;  and  tliat  tbe 
Loibian  woman,  instead  of  coming  out  in  a  better  light  when 
to  her  own  inspirulions,  was  driving  Mr,  C,  out  of  bis  eeuMs 
her  blockhendisms  and  carelessness;  and  that,  much  as  I  dial! 
changes  in  tlie  dead  of  winter,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  but  to 
that  woninn  back  to  a  part  of  Qod's  earth  where  she  hod  iwen  '  wi 
thought  of  (Jackie  Welsb  hail  said),  and  where  she  'could 
plenty  of  good  places '  (the  Ooosc  herself  said).  A  sorry 
of  tbe  style  of  service  now  going  in  East  Lothian,  I  can  <Hi]y  vy. 
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I  hope  I  ihall  be  more  comfortable  now— for  a  while,  bI  ktiBt. 
The  little  girl  is  exlremely  intelligent,  sod  aclive,  aud  willing;  ie  a 
great  favourite  with  her  master,  thauli  Heavenl  and  has  never  re- 
quired n  cross  word  from  me  during  the  eix  weeks  or  so  that  she 
hae  been  in  the  house.  The  other  ia  a  girl  o(  twenty-four,  with  >n 
eicellent  three  years*  character,  whom  I  confess  I  chose  out  of  Eome 
dozen  that  offered,  more  bychamclerthan  outward  appearance;  she 
Is  only  on  a  mouth's  trial  as  yet.  I  rather  hope  she  will  do:  but  it 
is  too  soon  to  ma^e  up  mj  mind  in  the  four  days  she  has  been 
with  me. 

rl  incJoBe  a  post-office  order  for  a  sovereign  lo  buy  what  you  need 
DBt,  and  vear  it  for  the  sake  of  your  loving 
Sua  W.  Caxltlm. 
Bes 
My 


Best  r^arda  to  your  husband  and  dear  George. 

LETTER  284. 
Dr.  SumU.  Holm  Em. 

S  Cfaerne  Bow,  CtaelHa^  Jon.  S.  IBtS, 

My  dear  Dr.  Ru8Bo!l.~At  last  I  send  you  tlie  promised  photo- 
graph. It  goes  along  with  this  note.  You  were  meant  to  hove  it 
on  New  Year's  Day ;  but  I  needed  lo  go  out  for  a  sheet  of  millboard, 
and  then  to  cut  it  to  the  proper  size;  and  all  that,  strange  to  say, 
took  more  lime  than  I  had  at  my  dispogal.  You  wonder,  perhaps, 
what  a  woman  like  me  has  to  take  up  her  time  with.  Here,  for  ex- 
ample, is  one  full  day's  work,  not  to  say  two.  On  the  New  Year's 
morning  itself,  Mr.  C.  '  got  up  off  bis  wrong  side,'  a  by  no  means 
nncommou  way  of  getting  up  for  him  in  these  overworked  timesl 
And  he  suddenly  discovered  that  hla  salvation,  here  and  hereafter, 
depended  on  having,  'immediately,  without  a  moment's  delay,'  a 
beggarly  pair  of  old  cloth  boot?,  that  the  street-sweeper  would 
hardly  have  thanked  him  for,  '  lined  with  flannel,  and  new  bound, 
and  repaired  generally! '  and  "  one  of  my  women ' — that  is,  my  one 
woman  and  a  half— was  to  be  set  upon  the  job!  Alasl  a  regular 
■boemaker  would  have  taken  a  whole  day  to  it,  and  wouldn't  have 
undertaken  such  a  piece  of  work  besides!  and  Mr.  C  scouted  the 
Idea  of  employing  a  shoemaker,  as  subversive  of  hie  imllinrily  ae 
iBasier  of  the  house.  Bo,  neither  my  one  woman,  nor  my  half  one, 
|%Bving  nny  more  capability  of  repairing  'generally'  these  boots 
'  than  of  repairing  the  Great  Eastern,  there  was  no  belp  for  me  but  to 
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Bil  down  OD  Ibe  New  Year's  momiag,  with  a  gnaX  ugly  beaat  of  % 
man's  boot  iu  uiy  lap.  and  schtime,  and  etilcli,  aod  woriy  over  It 
till  niglil;  QDil  next  momiug  begin  on  the  olherl  There,  jou  MC, 
wetemjlno  days  eaten  up  very  completely,  and  useipeciedlj ;  and 
10  It  goea  OD.  'iklwajB  a  Bomethiag'  (as  my  dear  mother  used  lo 
Buy)- 

The  accounts  from  Faria  coatiuue  more  tavourable.    Bat  tb^y 
sound  hollow  to  me  somehow. 

Love  to  Hai;. 

Tour  ever  aSeciionate 

JasK  C4XI.TLX. 


The  following  letter  bat  been  forwarded  to  me  bjr  a  ^entlenun 
wbo  modestly  desires  that  his  name  may  not  be  mentioned. — J. 
A.F. 

7b  J.  T. 

SCherne  Row.  Clubw:  Feb.lI.lSM. 

I  wish,  dear  air.  you  could  have  seen  how  your  letter  brightened 
up  the  breakfast- time  tor  my  busbaud  and  me  yesterday  moutng, 
ecatteriog  the  misanthropy  we  are  both  given  to  at  tbe  beginning 
of  tbe  day.  like  other  nervous  people  who  have  *bad  nights.'  I 
wiab  you  could  have  beard  our  lyrical  recognition  of  joiir  letter- 
its  '  beautiful  modesty.'  its  'gentlenew,'  and  '  geDuinenoBB/  nbova 
all  I  wish  you  could  have  beard  the  tone  of  real  feeling  in  whicb 
my  busbaud  said,  at  last,  '  I  do  think,  my  de^r.  that  is  the  verj 
nicest  liiilc  hit  of  good  cheor  that  has  come  our  nay  for  seven 
years! '  It  migbt  have  been  thought  Mr.  C.  was  quite  unuwd  to 
expressions  of  appreciation  from  strangers,  instead  of  (as  is  the 
fact)  receiving  such  almost  every  day  in  the  year — except  Biindaya, 
when  there  is  no  post.  But.  oh,  the  difference  between  Ihu  gr»' 
cious,  graceful  little  act  of  faith  of  yours,  and  tbe  intruuve,  tmper> 
tinont.  presumptuous  letters  my  husband  is  continually  receiving, 
demaading,  in  return  for  so  much  "admiration,'  an  autograph  per-' 
bapst  or  to  read  and  give  an  opinion  on  some  long,  cramped  MS.  of 
the  writer's;  or  to — find  a  publisher  (or  it  evenl  or  to  read  some 
idiotic  new  book  of  tbe  writer's  [that  is  a  very  common  form  of 
letter  from  lady  admirers]— say  a.  translation  from  tbe  German  (I) 
and  '  write  a  review  of  it  in  one  of  the  quarterlicat '  ■  It  would  be 
n  favour  never  to  be  forgottenl '    I  should  think  so  indeed. 
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Were  I  to  show  you  ILe  ■  irlba!*a  of  admlralion '  lo  Mr.  C.'b 
genius,  received  ihroiigb  the  post  ilurioj;  one  month,  you.  whi>  have 
considerBUon  tor  the  time  of  a  m&n  stniggliug.  as  Tor  lire,  with  a 
gigantic  task — you,  wlio.  as  my  liuabaad  says,  are  '  bcaulifully  mod- 
est.' would  feel  your  buir  rise  on  end  at  such  assaulls  o 
dcT  preleuce  of  admiring  him;  itnd  would  bo  enabled  perhaps, 
belter  than  I  can  express  it  in  words,  to  imagine  the  pleasure  it 
must  have  been  to  ua  wbcu  an  approving  reader  of  my  busbond's 
books  came  sortly  in,  and  wrapptid  his  wife  in  a  warm,  beauEiful 
shawl,  Baying  simply— 'Therel  I  don't  want  to  intcrrupl  you.  but 
I  want  to  show  you  my  good-will ;  and  that  ia  how  I  show  it.' 

We  are  both  equally  gratified,  and  thank  you  heartily.  When 
the  shawl  came,  as  it  did  at  night,  Mr.  C.  himself  mrsppcd  it  about 
me,  and  walked  round  mc  admiring  it.  And  wlial  think  you  be 
BttidT  He  arid,  '  I  am  very  glad  of  that  for  you,  my  dear,  I  thiok 
It  is  the  only  bit  of  real  good  my  celebrity  ever  brought  you!' 
Yours  truly, 

Jake  W.  Cabltia. 


letter  which  called  out  so  many  praises  was  this: — 

Mm.  Thomas  Carlyle,  Madam,— Unwilling  lo  Inlemipt  your 
husband  in  hlH  stern  task,  I  lake  the  liberty  of  addressing  you,  and 
hope  you  wiU  accept  from  me  a  woollen  long  shawl,  which  1  have 
sent  by  the  Parcel  Delivery  C'o,,  carriage  paio.  lo  your  address.  If 
it  does  ijot  reach  you.  please  lei  me  know,  and  1  shall  make  in- 
cjuiries  here,  ho  that  it  \m  traced  and  delivered.  1  hope  the  patl«m 
will  please  you,  and  also  that  it  may  bo  of  use  to  you  in  a  cold 

'  I  will  also  name  to  you  my  reason  for  sending  you  such  a  tbiug, 
't  obligations  to  your  husband  are  many  and  unnameably  great. 
A  I  Just  wish  to  acknowledge  them.     All  men  will  come  to  ac- 
~irledf^  this,  when  your  husband's  power  and  purpose  ehall  be- 
^e  visible  to  Uiem. 
'II  high  respect,  love,  and  good  wishes  could  comfort  him  and 
on,  none  living  command  more  or  deserve  more. 
'  You  can  take  a  6t  moment  to  communicate  to  your  husband  my 
bumble  admiration  of  his  goodness,  attainments,  and  great  gifts  to 
the  worldi  which  1  wish  mucii  he  may  be  spared  to  see  the  world 
^befpa  to  appreciala. 
^K  remam,      .._^_^_ 

^B       IL-8 
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LETTER  366. 
S\>  Mft.  AtitUn,  The  OiR.  Annaii. 


i 


S  Cheyne  Bow:  Tfauradar, 

I  promised  jou  n  voluntary  letter,  Mkry  dear;  and 
waiting  you  are  going  to  get  a  begging  letter,  wbirh  is  Dothing  lilcc 
BO  pleasant  for  cither  the  writer  or  the  receiver.  But  those  Lnndoa 
hensi  they  are  creatures  wilbout  rule  or  rcasoD,  I  liad  jusi  mi 
an  arraDgcmeot  witli  a  grocer,  who  keeps  a  lot  of  them,  to  let 
have  at  least  aeven  new-lMd  eggs  a  week;  and  the  very  day  the  t 
g^  was  concluded  the  creatures  all  struck  work  agaia.  'exotpt! 
onohautaml'  So  we  are  eating  away  at  yours,  without  any  hopi 
of  reinforcomcDt]from  this  oeighlwurhood.  Jane,  in  a  lctl«r  in  lb. 
C,  kindly  offered  to  send  a  second  supply  from  Dumfries t  bat.  h 
she  does  not  lay  them  '  within  herself '  (as  an  old  lady  at  Haddlng- 
too  used  to  say),  it  seems  more  natural  that  I  should  apply  to  yoD 
who  do!  We  have  still  enough  to  last  about  a  week.  There!  I 
have  done  my  begging  at  the  beginning  of  my  letter,  instead  of  »■ 
serving  it  for  a  postscript,  the  common  dodge,  which  deoeires  no- 
body.   And  now  my  mind  is  free  to  tell  any  news  I  may  have. 

You  would  h^r  of  my  incomparable  small  housemaid  bavio; 
turned  out  an  incomparahle  small  demon.  People  sny  tbcK 
wonderfully  clever  servants,  whether  old  or  young,  are  always  to 
be  suspected.  Perhaps;  still  a  little  cleverness  is  much  nloet  that 
Blupidity  to  start  with.  Anyhow  I  don't  need  lo  live  In  vngue  qt- 
prehensions  about  either  of  my  present  servants  on  the  gtouad  a( 
cleverness. 

But  I  am  well  enough  content  with  them  as  servants  go.    I 
arranged  things  on  a  new  footing,   which   I  am  in  hopes  (' 
springing  eternal  in  the  human  mind ')  may  work  better  ihan 
old  one;  I  have  made  the  cook,  wlio  came  in  place  of  the  Scot 
one.  a  general  or  upper  servant;  she  does  all  the  work  upstairs.  tM 
valeting,  &c.,  besides  the  cooking;  and  the  new  girl  ia  m  sort 
kitchen-maid  under  her.    On  this  plan  there  cannot  be  Ute 
room  lor  Jealousies  and  squabbles  for  power,  which  have  ton 
me  ever  since  1  kept  two. 

1  had  a  visit  the  otljer  day  which  toroed  me  upside  down 
the  surprise  of  ill  I  was  putting  on  my  bonnet  to  go  out  ckrty  Ift 
the  day,  when  Mary  came  to  sny  there  was  'a  lady  al  Vxv  door, 
w/io  would  like  it  I  wou\d  see\ii;T  \q\  u.  ^"^  wtoMjis^'    The  bonr 
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being  unnaual  for  making  calls,  and  the  message  being  over-modoat 
tot  a  caller,  I  tbougbt  it  migbl  tic  some  '  good  ladf '  with  a  petition, 
a  sort  of  pcojile  I  caunot  abide,  so  I  ushed:  '  la  she  a  lady,  do  you 
think?'  ■Well— no,  ma'm— I  lliink  hartlly;' said  Mai^.  "Bhe 
wouldn't  give  her  name:  but  she  said  she  came  from  Oslishire,  or 
iOroelbin^  like  thati '  '  Fishsliire? — could  it  be  Dumrriesuhire! '  I 
■aid  with  a  veritable  inspiration  of  genius.  'Show  her  up.'  and  1 
heard  a  heavy  body  passed  into  the  drawiag-room.  I  hastened  Id 
and  saw,  staadiog  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  a  figure  like  a  hay- 
stack, with  the  reddest  of  large  fat  faces,  the  eyes  of  which  were 
Btrainlng  towards  the  door.  The  woman  was  dressed  in  decent 
country  clotlies  and  bore  no  resemblance  to  any  '  lady '  '  In  the 
created  world,'  but  looked  well-to-do,  I  siarad;  I  didn't  know  the 
woman  from  Adam  (as  the  people  here  say)! 

Butshospoke — 'Eht  {'she  said;  'Lordkeepmel  IsthatyouT' 
— and  there  waa  someiUtng  strangely  familiar  in  the  voice.  I  stared 
again  and  said — ■'  Nancy!' — '  Atweel  and  it's  just  Nancy,' answered 
the  haystack!  and  then  followed  such  shaking  of  hands,  as  if  we 
bad  been  the  dearest  friends.  Do  jou  know  who  it  was?  Not  the 
little  Nancy  we  used  to  call  '  piggy '  at  Craigenputtock,  but  Uio 
great  coanie  Nancy  with  the  beard.  She  wbo  said  she  '  never 
kenned  folk  mac  sic  a  wark  aboot  a  bit  lee  as  we  did  I'  She  left 
Criigeopultock  to  marry  an  old  drunken  butcher  at  Tbornhill, 
who,  happily  for  her,  died  in  a  few  years,  and  then  (as  she  phrased 
it)  she  '  had  another  chance,'  and  she  just  took  it,  as  she  '  thocbt  it 
might  he  her  last, 'that  is,  she  married  again  a  very  rcsprcc tabic  man 
of  her  own  age,  wbo  is  something  in  the  Duke's  mines  at  Sanquhar. 
She  bore  him  one  son,  who  is  well  educated,  and  clerk  in  the  San- 
quhar bank.  He  had  been  at  Holm  Hill  on  some  bank  )>u»ncs3 
just  before  I  was  there  last  year,  and  Mrs.  Rossell  had  him  to  lea, 
aod  said  he  was  a  'nice  gentlemanly  lad.'  Well  done,  Nancy, 
beard  and  all  the  rest  of  itt  Her  man  had  been  married  before,  as 
well  as  herself,  and  had  a  son,  who  is  a  haberdasher  'on  his  own 
account '  in  Uiis  neiglibourtiood,  and  he  bad  married,  and  his  wife 
was  being  conflned;  and  Nancy  had  been  sent  up  for  to  'take  care  of 

her.'    She  met  one  of  the  Aliss  W s  on  the  road  before  leaving 

home,  and  made  her  '  put  down  my  address  on  a  hit  of  paper;'  and 
so  there  she  was — tlie  flrat  day  she  crossed  the  threshold  after  being 
in  London  five  weeks!  I  was  really  glad  lo  see  the  creature!  she 
looked  so  glad  to  see  me;  except  for  llie  shock  my  personal  appear- 
ance manifestly  was  to  hert  1  gave  her  wine  and  cake,  and  a  little 
present,  and  she  went  away  in  a  transport, 
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I  slept  away  fruiii  lioinu  Wt  uiglil.    I  liud  gone  tu  a  place  calh 
Ealing,  sctmo  ktcu  milfs  out  of  London,  to  visit  Mis.  Oliph. 
she  who  wmte  iLe  '  Life  of  Edward  Iiring  ' — and  h  was  loo  I 
Gomo  back  at  uiglit.     Indeed  I  never  go  out  after  suosel  fti 
aeikson.    Bhe  id  a  dear  little  liomely  womsn,  who  speaks  tLe  lire 
Kast  LotbioQ  Scotch,  tbouglt  she  lius  lived  in  Eogland  sioce  sli 
ten  years  old !   and  never  was  in  East  LoUiian  in  her  life,  e 
passing  through  it  in  a  railway  carriage !  I  I     But  lier  mulher  w 
East  LoUiian  woman.    I  wish  to  beavcn  T  had  any  place  out  i 
LondoD,  near  hand,  that  I  could  go  lo  when  1  liked;  I  a 
BO  much  the  better  for  a  little  change.    Life  is  too  u 
and  too  dreary  in  the  valley  o(  the  shadow  of  Frederick  the  Or«l 
'  I  woDdcr  liow  we  shall  live,  what  we  shall  do,  where  ne  ehoU  g 
when  that  terrible  task  is  ended. 
Kindest  regards  lo  Jamie  and  the  bonnic  lassies. 

Tour  affeciionnte 

Janb  W«l«h  Casltia 


lb  MUt  Oraet  Wtl»h.  Edinburgh. 

B  CbefDs  Row.  Cheleea:  Monday.  Uarch  t.  ML 

My  dear  Grace, — Tou  iay  you  have  sent  me  '  ihcm,'  and  j 
have  only  sent  me  U;  and  you  say  '  the  head '  Is  thought  a  go 
likeness,  and  I  have  got  only  a  standing  figure.    Waa  it  an  IbvoIud- 
tary  omission  on  your  part,  or  did  you  fall  away  from  your  good 
intention  to  send  '  tliuiu '?    Revise  it  if  you  did.  for  I  want  veiy 
much  to  see  the  likeness  of  the  young  man  which  is  considered  tl 
best.    I  sliould  like  much  lo  see  the  young  man  himself;  for  n 
for  you,  a  certain  mtlaucholy  interest  attaches  lo  the  last  o 
lai^  and  BO  brave  a  family.'    Don't  wait  Ull  you  have  time  a 
heart  to  write  me  another  nice  long  leller;  but  put  '  the  h 
an  cnvel[>pc,  and  scud  it  ai 

Hr.  C.  was  again  laid  hold  of  by  Mr.  A the  other  day  !i 

King's  Road,  and  escorted  by  him  all  tlie  way  to  Regent  Stn 
'Really  a  good,  iunoceut-liearted  uunl  very  vulgar,  but  be  c 
help  that,  poor  fellow!"    1  have  never  o 
since  I  made  up  my  mind  to  speak  to  him,  and  invite  him  ti 
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tor  me,  wbicli  Hr.  C.  liado't  the  grace  to  do.  1  used  never  to  walk 
out  wiiUoui  meeting  bim;  but  this  winter  I  hove  taken  mj  walk 
early  in  tbe  fareaoon — when  he  is  busj,  1  suppose;  just  once  I  saw 
him  pass  Hie  butcher's  door  when  I  was  giving  him  directions  ahout 
a  piece  of  beer.  He  had  a.  pretty  young  lady  with  him,  on  whom 
he  was  '  beaming '  benevolence  and  all  .sorts  of  things. 

I  was  away  a  day  and  nigbt  last  week  at  Ealing,  viaiting  Mrs. 
Olipbant.  Even  tbat  abort  '  change  of  air  and  scene '  did  me  good. 
On  the  Blrenglh  I  got  by  it  I  aflfrwarda  went  to  a  dinuer  party  at 
the  Rectory,  and  am  to  dine  out  again  to  meet  Dickens,  and  no- 
body else.  The  people  send  their  carriage  for  mo,  and  send  me 
home:  so  in  Ibis  mild  weather  the  enterprise  looks  safe  enough. 

8uch  a  noise  about  that  '  Royal  marriage! '  I  wisb  It  were  over. 
People  are  so  woefully  like  sheep — all  running  where  they  see 
others  run.  and  doing  wbat  they  see  others  do.  Have  you  beard 
of  that  wonderful  Blsbop  Colenso?  Such  a  talk  about  him  too. 
And  he  isn't  worth  talking  about  for  Ave  minutes,  except  for  the 
atteurdiiy  of  a  man  making  arithmetical  onslaughts  on  the  Penta- 
leueb,  with  a  bishop's  little  black  silk  apron  on! 

Dear  love  to  you  all.  Tour  nffeciionate 

Jeahnis  W.  Cabltlx, 


JfiiH  QroM  Wiiih,  Craigenvilla,  Mominggide,  Bdir>bvrg\. 

tCheTne  Bov,  Chelsea:  Uorch  17,  JB6S. 

Hj  dear  Grace, — I  am  wauling  to  know  if  your  pnlns  keep  oC. 
I  hardly  dare  lo  hope  it  in  these  trying  east  winds,  which  are  the 
worst  sort  of  weather  for  that  sort  of  ailment.  The  last  ten  days 
have  been  horrid  with  us;  all  tbe  woise  for  coming  after  such  a 
summery  February.  My  own  bead  has  been  In  a  very  disorganised 
stale  indeed.  The  cold  first  came  into  my  tongue,  swelling  It,  and 
making  it  raw  on  one  side,  ao  that  for  days  I  had  to  live  on  slops, 
and  restrict  my  speech  to  monosyllables;  then  it  got  into  myjawi 
and  every  tooth  in  my  mouth;  and  that  is  the  present  state  of  me 
I  am  writing  with  my  pocket- handkerchief  tied  over  my  lower  face 
and  my  imagination  much  overclouded  by  weary  gnawing  pali 
thera  Decidedly  a  case  for  trying  your  remedy,  and  I  mean  lo 
have  been  tbinking  of  realising  some  chlorodyne  all  the  week.  But 
either  it  has  been  too  co!d  for  me  to  venture  up  to  tbe  druggist's  In 
Sloane  Square,  or  I  have  bad  to  go  somewhere  «taQ. 


It  Is  a  comfort  to  reflect,  anjbow,  that  I  have  not  brought  Ibew 
acb«e  on  myseir  bj  rusluDg  'out  for  to  see'  tbe  new  PrinceK^  u 
Uie  rest  of  Ihc  vcotld  did,  or  to  see  the  illumiDationa.  1  lisil  an 
order  eent me  rrom  Parisforsealsformjstiif  and  '  a  f ricnd '  in  the  bol- 
con;erticl«d&t  Batli  House — tlie  beet  for  seeing  in  the  whole  line  of 
tbeproceffioo.  Bai,  QibI,  I  haTeuotasleforcTonds:  and,  secoiidl;, 
I  fctt  it  would  be  i^  sad,  sitting  there,  when  Ibc  lioet  anil  hoetew 
were  away  in  siicb  sicknesa  and  sorrow;  and,  tliirdli;'.  1  waa  aome- 
whai  of  Hr.  C.'e  optnioa :  That  thU  marriage,  the  whole  natioa  wis 
runniag  mad  af  ler,  was  realty  leas  inieresting  lo  ever;  indiTidual  of 
ibem  than  setting  a  hen  of  one's  own  on  a.  nest  of  sound  egga  would 
be! 

The  only  interest  I  take  in  the  tiule  new  Princess  is  founded  on 
her  previous  poverty  and  previous  humble,  homely  life.  I  have 
heard  some  louching  things  about  that  from  people  coanecied  wiib 
the  Coort.  When  ebe  was  on  her  visit  to  the  Queen  after  bcr  engage- 
ment, she  always  wore  a  jacket.  The  Queen  said.  '  I  think  jon 
always  wear  a  jacket;  how  is  that? '  '  Oh,'  said  little  Alexant"  " 
'  I  wear  it  because  it  is  so  economical.  You  can  wear  it  with 
eort  of  gowD ;  and  you  know  1  bave  always  bad  lo  make  my 
gowns.  1  have  never  hail  a  lady's-maid,  and  my  sisters  and 
made  our  own  clothes;  I  even  made  my  bonnet!'  Two  or  threa 
days  afUtr  the  marriage  ahe  wrote  to  her  mother:  '  I  am  so  bappyl 
I  have  just  breakfasted  with  Bertie'  (A.lhert.  her  husband):  'and  I 
have  on  a  while  muslin  dressing- gown,  beautifully  trimmed  wiHi 
pink  ribbon.'  Iler  parents  were  not  so  rich  as  most  London  shop- 
keepers; had  from  seven  hundred  tA  a  thousand  a  year.  That  la- 
leresis  me;  and  I  also  feel  a  sympathy  with  her  in  the  proepectof 
the  bother  she  will  have  by-and-by. 

You  have  never  found  Ihe  missing  photograph? 
about  it.  Please  write,  ever  so  little:  hut  I  want  to  know  if 
keep  free  of  pain.  I  am  not  up  to  a  long  letter.  1  am  glad  you 
going  to  the  Bridge  of  Allan.  It  will  do  Ann  good  for  cerlMn.  and 
yon  probably:  and  you  will  be  able  lo  judge  of  Oracf 'a  >  health  with 
your  own  eyes,  which  are  lieller  than  other  people's  reporU. 

I  bave  seen  nothing  of  Hra.  George*  lately,  though,  ol 
ahe  would  be  in  at  the  show.    Love  to  you  all. 

Your  affectionate 


yott 

1 


eel  of 

3U^^ 
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Jfri.  RuimU,  Holm  MO. 

B  Chorne  Eow.  Chataen ;  Friday.  March  «,  18BS. 

Tes,  tay  dear,  tbe  Doctor  -was  rigliC;  ilie  cold  in  my  moulh  woa 

mptomntic  of  Dottiiiig'  but  just  ci>M  in  the  moutli  I  I  was  afraid 
myself,  for  some  days,  it  might  turn  to  a  regular  iuflueaxa;  the 
only  time  lever  bad  tbe  siune  eort  of  iliiog  as  bad  before  being  iii 
the  course  of  that  dangerous  influenza  1  had  a  good  many  years 
ago,  when  1  had  Brat  to  call  in  Mr.  Barues.  But  I  have  got  off  with 
the  ten  days  of  sore  tongue  and  facenche,  which  is  almost  cured  by 
tbe  west  wind  we  have  had  for  the  last  two  days. 

My  aunt  O  race  has  'suffered  martyrs '.(us  a  French  friend  of 
mine  need  to  express  it)  from  faceacbe,  and  ptuns  of  the  heud,  dur- 
ing this  Inst  winter;  and  cured  herself  (she  belierea)  in  a  day 
by  the  new  pet  medicine  chlorodyoe.  She  was  in  an  agony  that 
could  DO  loQ^r  be  borne,  and  lurested  half-a-crown  in  a  small  bot- 
tle of  chlorodyne:  and  took  ten  drops  every  two  hours,  till  ahe  hod 
taken  as  many  as  fifty;  and  then  fell  into  a  refreshing  sleep,  and 
(wlien  she  wrote)  had  had  no  return  ot  the  pain  for  three  weeks. 
I  haven't  much  faith  Id  medicines  that  work  as  by  miracle;  and  am 
Inclined  to  believe  that  her  pain,  having  reached  its  height,  had 
been  ready  to  suliside  ot  itself  when  the  chlorodyne  was  taken. 
Still,  as  there  might  be  some  temporary  relief,  more  or  less,  in 
tlie  filing,  I.  loo,  invested  in  a  small  phial,  and  took  teo  drops  when 
I  was  going  to  bed  one  night;  and  the  only  effect  traceable  in  my 
case  was  a  very  dry  dirty  mouth  next  morning.  To  the  heat  of  my 
lasie,  ft  was  composed  of  chloroform,  strong  peppermint,  and  some 
other  carmioativea.  Bas  the  Doctor  used  it?  The  apothecary  here 
told  me  it  nus  not  sold  much  by  itself,  but  that  a  great  deal  was 
used  in  the  doctors'  prescriptions. 

Did  1  tell  you  that  Mr.  C.'s  horse  came  down  with  him  one  day, 
and  cut  Its  knees  to  the  bone,  and  bad  been  sold  for  nine  pouudsl 
It  cost  fifty,  and  was  cheap  at  that.  J[y  aunt  Grace  writes,  that 
'Hrs.  FerguBson  is  etill  praying  diligently  for  Sir.  C.  and  thai  per- 
haps it  was  due  to  her  prayers  that  Kr.  C.  was  not  hurt  on  that 
occasion]  I ' 

Your  ever  affectionate 

J.  W.  Cabltlb. 
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of  jon.     Inercr 

ZLSL  irrTf^n    !^r  zirvf  s  FM»f  i«vf 'sofficieDtljtobeail 

I  im.  jfifTrmr  T»>:crr  sttsc?  md  I  ibcnzkl   he  almost 

Tz  sj  iipv  ^^tA  "Sic  s  ^aif  cue.  I  £ul  to  fancjing  that 

PS  jfiiiijit-  IL  unf  nrrM^CT  ir  le!!  m*  of  it.  and  I  ao  far  awaf  I 

s:  acriii  nf  Jjn  izii  ^rmnt.  -rbr  uke  ao  much  fadgne  on 

iiior:  ZL  ihrrr  'dis&ici.'  and  attending  all 
:f  3X0ec3K  3JC  sifj  ft.-fr":  luf  i  vtJk  ont  of  their  district 
Zf-.-w  mi  uist  11  SB-  ii-^  TT>L  E*  rrcLT  ^r^  aad  tell  me  when  they 
•rist  Srof  2tr^^  ?"  Bvt'j  "w-iiji  mikfr  a  k^ner  from  them  inil- 
=r'-t!T  n-nr;  rT-ii-  :  j  ':.!.t  izT-iiJzj  tbfj  can  say  about  Dr. 
Cli.  ~  v    tz.i  iLii  i-i :  Hi   .  "_L'f^  TT!*!*.  Ji^T  LI? 5  rrsT-er:  and  would 

r''-j:Lr  litiizzs.     But,  once  for 


■.*. 


Wl*-  I  li^r  iz.  fr:n  i  ir."^-:  r*  iiij  iiT/'r.  I  was  toli  'a  per- 
5-:i '  WL?  Tiirrr  frisf  Li.i  :r  rr^rrirr  lif  dining-room  door, 
■srh^rr  •>!*  •p'rr?.:! '  iif  ":»:*fi:  7:.: ::  wj^i  I  ssw.  sfTting  facing  me, 

jT^v-.  J) .^.-  5.-_- -T  Ij.i>  *  :~?<£.7-.iJi.     I:  wss  ?ach  a  surprise! 

I  LtTfT  Lst-f  H:'.T-  5.:  w*::  !^i  Mlt:.-  il-e  c>?k;  b:3t  anyone  from 
irir  :':  S-lzt  3iii  w^  i  ttt'tmi-*  sirii  :o  me  now.  She  hss 
b>.L  f:r  $•:=:?  yes:^  —  liirr-:  :f  s:'3e  cinjd^^n.  a;  a  clergyman's  in 
Ki-.T-ilire.  izi  '"■j^  r-i5il-r  iLr:-rb  Lr-ndon  with  the  children 
5j:d  ::  rir  f:i:!.rr.  •:t^l:  ws?  Tvrirref  fr::::  Izdia.  on  ibeir  way  to  an 
i-r:*5  -esr  Prr ':'-•:•?.  Sbe  woTiId  r?  o::  lo  Hadiinrton,  she  said, 
•-U5:  to  j'lk  in  -n  •±em  all  but  she  wouldn't  like  to  stav  there 
z.TT — cL.  Eo!*  She  was  grown  Ten*  stoat  and  consequential  I 
:  >-  k  ';.er  ic:o  my  bediDom  to  Aow  ber  my  jHcture  of  Sunny  Bank, 
— Lich  h^Lgs  there,  ladaBOttarof  the  Xnngate  Bridge;  and.  while 
:>-kinr  abotit.  Ai  mtlk^  eirMnwd,  'I  declare  there  is  Mrs. 
Brsild  y  Too,  iWiHHtllP'  ^  *  S^  Crame.  and  hung  on  the 
walL  The  MdmJ^F  T|hj  good  tliat  die  knew  you  at  once, 
for  she  hadci^^l  jfaiw^  the  a^  'when  you  came  to 

the  Haddington  people 

wp6ke  Tery  req>ectf  uUy  of 

iH  tha  mme  balance  of 
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mind  that  Hisa  Donaldson  bml) '  But  sbe  waa  no  favourite  with 
Hiss  Jess,  ajid  knew  It. 

PM>r  Jackie  Welsh  bos  lost  her  aunt,  nho  had  been  more  than  a 
mother  to  ber  all  ber  life;  and  ebe  seems  quite  crushed  to  the  earth 
irith  her  grief.  Nowooder;  she  is  so  much  in  need  of  some  one  to 
Hvnipathise  with  ber,  nud  nurse  her  in  her  frequent  illnesses;  and 
tliat  one  aunt  was  the  ooiy  person  on  earth  that  she  fell  to  belong 
14),  and  that  belonged  to  her.  Her  TDOiher  is  still  alive;  but  her 
mother  has  never  done  anything  for  her  but  what  she  had  Iwlter 
have  left  alone— brought  her  into  beingi  And  now  she  (the 
mother)  is  past  being  anj  good  to  anybody — quite  frail  and  etupie- 
lled. 

Oh,  Bettj-t  do  you  remember  the  little  green  thing  Ihul  I  left  in 
your  care  once  while  I  was  over  in  Fifel  And  when  I  returned 
you  bad  iraosplanied  it  into  a  yellow  glass,  which  I  have  on  my 
toilet-table  to  this  hour,  keeping  my  rings,  Ac.,  in  it.  Weill  I 
miut  surely  have  told  you  long  ago  that  the  little  thing,  with  two 
tiny  leaves,  from  my  father's  grave,  had,  after  twelve  months  In 
the  garden  at  Chelsea,  declared  itself  a  gooacberry-bushl  It  has 
gone  on  flourishing,  In  spite  of  want  uf  air  and  of  soil,  and  Is  now 
the  prettiest  round  bush,  quite  full  of  leaves.'  I  bad  several  times 
asked  our  old  gardener  if  there  a  nothing  one  could  do  to  get  the 
bush  to  bear,  if  it  were  only  one  gooseberry;  but  be  treated  the 
caic  OS  hopeless.  '  A  poor  vrlld  thing.  No;  if  you  want  to  have 
gooseberries,  ma'am,  b(-tler  get  a  proper  gooseberry-bush  in  its 
placel  The  old  Qolh!  He  can't  be  made  to  understand  UialihlDgs 
can  have  any  value  but  just  their  garden  value.  He  once,  in  spite 
of  all  I  could  beg  and  direct,  rooted  out  a  nettle  I  had  brought 
from  Crawford  Churchyard,  and  with  Infinite  pains  got  lo  take  root 
and  Qourlsh.  But,  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  one  day  Lizzy,  my 
youngest  maid,  came  running  in  from  the  garden  to  ask  me  had  I 
seen  the  three  little  gooseberries  on  the  goose  berry -bush  T  I  rushed 
out.  as  excited  as  a  child,  to  look  at  them.  And  lhc:«  they  were— 
three  liule  gooseberries,  sure  enough!  And  immediately  I  bad 
settled  it  in  my  mind  to  send  you  one  of  them  in  a  letter  when  full 
grown.  But,  alasl  whether  it  was  through  too  much  staring  at 
them,  or  too  much  east  wind,  or  through  mere  delicacy  in  'the 
poor  wild  thing.' I  can't  Itll;  only  the  result,  thai  the  three  bits  of 
goOAeberriea,  instead  of  growing  larger,  grew  every  day  less,  till 

<  tt  Btlll  sluidit  there,  gre«a  uul  leafy,  and  with  berries;  bow  ■troDge  and 
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tkey  readied  Um  ^™«lln*—  of  pio-heads.  uid  tbea  dropped  oo  0 
gmoadt    I  eoald  bk^e  cried  when  the  ln£t  odb  ivenL. 

Toa  icmeaiber  edj  Itltle  Cbarlotte?    I  h«d  a  vuit  from  her  ye* 
terdajr;  utd  the  liMbs  mucli  more  aedale  and  proper  Ihan  wheo  I 
li*d  to  pat  ber  Bwaj.     Slie  is  '  third  housemaid  at  Ihe  Marqul 
Ckiiidai'&,'  ud  li?B9  ia  Uie  couottj,  which  is  good  for  her. 
sent  bet  compUmcDU  U>  'Betty.' 

Hy  pme&t  [nir  of  pris  go  oa  tbit  pcaceabl;.  The;  are  ndi 
of  Umn  pvticuUrir  bright;  but  they  are  altenUve,  and  willing^ 
sad  well  behared.  I  oltea  look  back  with  a  shadder  over  Iht  At 
montht  of  Ibal  East  Latbi»a  Elisabetht  Her  diuuera  blackened  U 
doders'  her  con^taot  crashes  of  glass  and  chioal  her  brutal  nua 
nenlher  lum^u^  lnseiiEibilitv  acid  ingratitude  I  And  to  think  tlia 
thai  woman  most  hiiTe  been  considered  above  the  avera^  o[  Em 
Lothian  serrants.  or  Jaclde  Welsh  woalda't  have  Bent  her  to  nM 
What  ao  idea  it  gives  one  of  the  elate  of  things  in  East  Lothianl 

And  now  good-bye,  Betty,  dear.  There  is  a  long  letter  for  fat 
which  will,  I  hope,  soon  draw  me  a  few  lioes  from  you  in  n-tum 
I  am  anxious  to  know  how  yourself,  and  your  huBlmnd.  an 
Oeorge  hare  atood  these  cold  spring  weeks.    My  kind  ngardi  ti 


L 


Youi  ever  affoctioDate 

Jakb  Welsh  Cakuix. 


LETTER  sn. 
Mrt.  Ruitell.  Bolm  Sin. 


BClier 


:  Bow,  Chelsea-  ; 


letinK 


I  hod  Eomelhing  to  tell  you  which  did  not  find  room  in  tny  1ai 
letter.  The  name  of  Mjs.  Oliphanfa  publisher  is  Btackett ;  and  b 
has  a  smart  wife,  who  came  with  him  to  dloner  at  Mrs.  Oliphaad 
when  I  was  there.  They  were  -very  (what  we  call  in  ScoUaad 
'up-mBliing'lo  me,  and  pressed  me  to  visit  them  at  Ealing,  whic 
I  hadn't  the  least  thought  of  doing.  Well,  some  weeks  ago.  Mr.  C 
was  Just  come  in  from  his  ride,  very  tired,  and,  to  do  him  Jiisiloi 
Tery  ill-humoured,  when  Mary  put  her  bead  in  at  the  dmwliig- 
room  door  and  said,  'Mrs.  Blacketl  wished  to  know  if  she  eonid 
see  me  for  a  few  minutes? '  I  weut  out  hurriedly,  knowing  Ur. 
C.'s  temper  wouldn't  be  improved  by  hearing  of  people  he  didnt.^ 
want  coming  after  me.  I  told  Mary  to  take  the  hidy  intA  11 
dining-room  (where  was  no  flref,  and  before  going  down  myi 
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put  a  ahawl  about  me,  chicflj  to  show  her  she  musn't  aUy.  Od 
entering  the  room,  the  lad;'e  bnck  wob  to  me ;  and  she  >»as  standing 
looking  oui  into  the  (iio-cnlled)  garden ;  but  I  saw  at  oace  It  wasnt 
the  MrB.  Blackctt  1  had  seen.  This  one  was  very  toll,  ilresaed  In 
deep  black,  and  nbeu  alie  turned  round,  she  showed  me  a  pale 
beautiful  face,  thai  waa  perfectly  strauge  to  me  I  Bui  I  was  no 
■  stranger  to  her  seemingly,  for  she  glided  swiftly  up  lo  me  like  a 
dream,  and  look  my  bead  softly  between  her  hands  and  kissed  my 
brow  again  and  again.  Buying  in  a  low  dreamlike  voice,  ■  Oh,  you 
dearl  youdearl  you  dearl  Don't  you  know  meT'  I  looked  into 
her  eyes  in  supreme  bewiidermenl.  At  last  light  dawned  oa  me, 
and  I  said  one  word— 'Bessy?'  'Tes.  it  is  Bessy t'  And  Iben  the 
Idsslog  wasn't  all  on  one  elde,  you  may  fancy.  It  was  at  last 
BeMy— not  Mrs.  Blockew.  hut  Mrs.  B ,  —who  stood  there,  hav- 
ing left  her  husband  in  a  cab  at  the  door,  Ull  she  had  seen  me  first. 
They  were  jusi  arrived  from  Cheshire,  where  they  had  gone  to  see 
one  of  his  sons,  who  had  been  dangerously  ill,  and  were  to  start  by 
the  next  tr^  for  St.  Leonards.  They  had  ouly  a  quarter  of  an 
hoar  to  stay.  Be  is  n  good,  iolulligent-looking  man-,  and  while  he 
was  talking  all  the  time  with  Mr.  C,  Bessy  said  beautiful  things 
alioiit  him  to  me,  enough  to  show  that  if  he  wasn't  her  first  love,  he 
vaa  at  least  a  very  superior  being  in  her  estimation.  They  pressed 
me  to  come  (o  them  at  St.  Leornards,  and  1  promised  indeflnllely 
that  t  would. 

About  a  fortnight  ago,  Bessy  walked  in  one  morning  after 
breakfast.  Bhe  'bad  bad  no  peace  for  thinking  about  me:  t 
looked  flo  ill,  she  was  sure  I  had  some  diseoset  Had  IT'  I  told 
her  "None  that  I  could  sjjecity.  except  the  disease  of  old  age,  gen- 
eral weakness,  and  discomfort.'     Reassured  on  that  head,  she  con- 

L  flded  to  me  that  •  I  looked  just  as  Mrs,  B had  looked  when 

IB  dying  of  cancer!  t '  And  she  had  come  up.  certain  that  I 
cancer,  to  try  and  get  me  away  to  be  nursed  by  her,  and  at- 
nided  by  her  husband.  Besides  she  had  heard  there  was  so  much 
all-pox  in  Londoni  'and  it  I  took  it,  and  died  before  she  bad 
«  again,  she  thought  she  would  never  haTe  an  hour's  happi- 
I  in  the  world  againl'  Oh,  Bessy,  Bessyt  just  the  same  old 
Q  Imagination  morbid  almost  to  iosanltyl  '  Would  I  go 
tck  with  her  that  night  anyhow!'  'Impossiblel'  "Then  when 
ne?  aud  she  would  come  up  again  to  fetch  me! '  That 
■frould  not  hear  of;  but  I  engaged  to  go  so  soon  as  It  was  a  little 
And  lo-day  I  liave  written  that  I  will  come  for  two  or 
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three  da; a  on  Hoaday  next.    She  ia  wearing  mouniiDg  for  Qib  I 
mother  aod  eldest  brother  of  her  husband,  who  h&ve  both  died  ] 
since  her  marriage. 
And  UQW  I  musWi  begin  another  Bheet 

Your  ever  aSeclioDste 

J.  W.  Casljim. 


I 


To  Mr*.  AwHti.  The  GiU.  Annan. 

b  Cbeyae  Eow,  Cliakea:  Sundaj,  July  E,  latB. 

JSy  dear  little  voman, — Every  day,  aicce  1  got  your  letter,  1  have  I 
put  oS  answering  it  iHl  the  morrow,  in  hope  always  that  the  o 
row  would  flud  mo  more  up  to  writing  au  auswer  both  long  and  I 
pleMuDt.     But,  alast  1  had  best  oot  wait  an/  longer  for 'a  uior 
convenient  season,'  but  ]uat  write  a  stupid  little  note,  according  U 
my  present  dlaabilitj;  as  a  time  when  my  bead  wil!  bo  clearer,  and 
my  heart  lighter,  and  my  atomoch  less  sick,  is  not  lo  be  calculated  on,  J 

I  went  some  three  weeks  ago  to  Bt.  Leonards,  the  pleni 
place  I  know;  and  stayed  from  Monday  to  Saturday,  in  ci 
elanoes  the  most  favourable  to  health  thai  could  be  deaired.    The  "| 
finest  sea  air  in  the  world — a  large,  airy,  quiet  house  close  on  the 
shore;  a  carriage  to  drive  out  in  twice  a  day;  a  clever  physidanlor 
host,  who  dieted  me  ou  champagne  and  the  most  mjuriabiog  dslicft- 
cies;  and  for  hostess,  a  gentle,  graceful,  loving  woman,  who,  he-  , 
sides  being  full  of  interest  for  me  as  a  heroine  of  romance,  has  thA  J 
more  personal  interest  for  me  of  having  been  my— aervant.  about  I 
thirty  years  ago;  and  of  having  been  aiucerely  mourned  by  me  ai 
—dead  I 

Well.  I  returned  from  that  vidt  quite  set  up;  and  the  iraproTB-l 
ment  lasted  some  two  or  three  days.  Then  I  turned  as  sick  as  s  J 
dog  one  evening,  and  had  to  take  to  bed ;  and  the  sickness  not  abat-  ■ 
iog  after  two  days,  during  which  Ume.  to  Mr.  C.'s  great  dismay,  f 
I  could  eat  nothing  at  all  (nothing  In  the  shape  of  illneSB  c 
alarms  Ur.  C.  but  that  of  not  eating  one's  regular  meals).  Hi.  J 
Barnes  was  sent  for.  who  ordered  mustard  blisters  to  mj  stomach,  I 
and  unlimited  soda-water  '  with  a  little  brandy  in  it.'  In  about  %M 
week  I  was  on  foot  again— ^but  weak  as  a  dishcloutl  And  thai  ia| 
my  condition  to  the  present  hour.  I  dou'l  see  much  chance  i 
lerlng  it  here— and  Mr.  C.  seems  determined  to  stick  U>  his  '  work 'J 
all  this  summer  and  autumn,  aa  he  did  the  last.    It  Is  ver;  bad  tatM 
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him,  aod  very  bad  for  the  work.  He  would  get  on  twice  aa  fast  if 
he  would  give  himstlf  a  holiday.  But  there  is  no  persuading  him. 
a^youkoow;  'vara  obstinDte  in  Ills  own  wae!''  Aod  aa  I  was 
away  last  autunui  a  whole  moDtb  by  myself,  1  cannot  have  the  face 
to  leave  him  again  this  year,  nnleas  tor  a  few  days  at  a  time,  when 
I  am  hardly  mifsed  till  I  am  hack  aEBin.  Besides,  the  present  Ber- 
vatils  are  not  adapted  to  being  left  to  their  own  devices.  They  do 
rery  well  wilb  overlooking  and  direction;  and  the  week  I  was  at 
St.  Leonards  nothing  went  wrong;  but,  for  thai  long,  they  could 
have  their  orders  fur  every  day ;  and  as  1  did  not  tell  them  for  cer- 
tain what  day  I  should  be  back,  there  was  a  constant  wholesome  ex- 
pectalion  of  my  return. 

Mr.  Carlyte  bos  got  hia  tent  up  in  tbe  bock  area,  and  writes  away 
there  without  mucli  in  convenience,  as  yet,  from  the  heat.  He  has 
clianged  his  dinner  hour  to  half-pa«t  throe  instead  of  seven;  then 
he  sleeps  for  an  hour,  and  then  goes  for  his  ride  in  the  cool  of  Uie 
evening. 

The  horse  Lady  Ashhurton  sent  him  Is  a  pretty,  swift  Utile  crea- 
ture, and  very  sure-footed,  which  is  the  first  quality  for  a  horse 
whose  rider  always  goes  at  a  gallop.  Bat  Mr.  C.  draws  many 
plaintive  comparisons  between  this  horse  and  poor  old  Fritz,  us  to 
moral  qualities.  This  one  "shows  no  desire  to  please  him  what- 
ever; only  goes  at  its  best  pace  when  its  head  is  turned  towards  iU 
own  fltablel  Fritz  was  always  endeavouring  lo  ascertain  his  wishes 
and  to  gain  his  approbation ;  it  was  a  horse  of  very  superior  sense 
and  sensibility,  and  bad  a  profound  regard  for  him.' 

KindeBt  love  to  you  alL 

Your  ever  affectionate 

Jake  Carltle. 


LETTER  278. 

Xrt.  RumU.  Holm  ffm. 


I 

^^P  S  Cheyne  Roir,  CheiHa:  Wednevdaj  tUebt,  Sept,  K,  IWl. 

^^-  How  absurd  of  ynu,  my  dearest  Mary,  to  make  so  many  apolo- 
^nies  about  a  trifling  ri.'quest  like  tiiatt     Why,  if  you  had  asked  for 

twenty  auiogrnplis,  Mr.  C.  would  have  written  them  in  twenty 

minutes,  and  would  liavo  written  them  for  you  with  pleasure. 

Certwnly,  my  dear,  as  I  have  often  said  before,  faith  is  not  your 

strong  point  I 


I 
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Well,  we  have  doue  our  •  ouling,'  bb  the  people  here  c«ll  golog 
into  Ihecouotiy;  and  it  ia  all  the  'outing'  we  are  tikolj'  to  do  UU 
next  Slimmer  (if  we  live  to  sec  next  summer),  uoicca  Lord  Asbbur- 
ton  sliould  be  well  enough,  aod  myself  well  eoough,  to  nutka 
auotber  expe<litioa  to  the  Orange  during  llie  winter. 

I  had  some  idea  of  going  to  Folkesloue,  where  Miks  DnTenport 
Bromley  has  a  bouse  at  preaect.  and  pressed  me  to  come  ami  take 
some  lepid  sea-water  baths.  But  my  eiperienco  of  the  wrekhed- 
ness  of  being  from  home,  with  this  devilry  Ju  my  am.  bos  d 
mo  lo  remain  stationary  for  the  pre."eot.  In  spite  of  the  fioo  wr ' 
and  beauty  of  the  Orange,  and  Lady  Ashburton's  superhuinaO' 
kindness,  I  bod  no  enjoyment  of  anjlhlng  all  Hie  thtee  weeks  « 
stayed:  being  in  conslADt  pain,  day  nod  night,  and  not  ftble  M 
comb  my  own  hair,  or  do  anything  in  which  a  left  ana  is  need 
well  as  a  right  onel  I  think  1  told  you  I  had  bad  pain  more  o 
in  my  left  arm  tor  two  montbfl  before  I  left  London.  It  was  IrifllDf 
in  the  beginning:  indued,  nothing  to  speak  of,  when  I  did  no* 
move  it  hnckwiirds  or  upwards.  I  did  not  tliiiik  it  worth  sending 
for  Mr,  Bamea  aboul  it  at  first,  and  latterly  lie  was  a' 
sea-slda  for  some  weeks,  having  been  ill  himwlf.  There  w» 
nobody  else  I  liked  to  consult;  beudes,  I  sJways  flatter  tnyseU 
lliat  anything  that  ails  me  more  than  usual  ia  sure  to  be  removeff 
by  change  of  scene,  so  I  hore  on,  in  hope  that  so  soon  as  I  got  ta 
the  Orange  the  arm  would  come  all  right.  It  did  quite  the  r 
verse,  however;  for  it  beeame  worse  and  worse,  and  I  wi 
driven  at  last  to  consult  Dr.  Quoiu,  when  he  came  down  to  si 
Lord  A.  He  told  me,  before  I  had  spoken  a  doisen  words,  t 
it  wasn't  rheumatism  I  had  got,  but  neurnlgia  (i(  any  ( 
Clirtstian  would  explam  to  me  the  difference  between  tbea 
two  ihings  I  should  feci  edified  and  grateful).  It  had  beeo  pro 
duccd,  he  anid,  by  extreme  weakness,  and  that  T  must  be  strongfl 
before  any  impression  could  be  made  on  IL  Could  I  take  quinine! 
I  didn't  know ;  I  would  try ;  so  he  sent  me  quinine  pills  from  L 
doo,  to  be  taken  twice  a  day  if  they  gave  me  no  beadncbe.  wblcl 
they  don't  do,  and  an  embrocation  of  opium,  aconite,  camphor,  ■ 
chloroform  (I  tell  you  all  this  that  you  may  ask  your  Doctor  H  bi 
thinks  it  right,  or  can  suggest  anything  elsel;  moreover.  I  tras  U 
take  castor  oil  everj'  two  or  three  days.  I  have  been  rollow!n| 
these  directions  for  a  fortnight,  and  there  is  certainly  ai 
meni  in  niy  general  health.  I  feel  iesa  cowardly  and  leas  fandfid, 
and  fetl  leas  disgust  at  human  food;  but  although  the  embroctttiOl^ 
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relievea  the  pain  whllo  I  am  applying  it,  aod  for  a  fow  minutes 
kfler,  it  ii  u  stiff  and  painful  as  ever  when  lufi  to  itseif. 

Tfoura  ever  affectionBlely. 

Jakb  Carltls. 

,     Of  all  these  dreary  sufferings  and  miseriee,  wbich  liad  been 

-steadily  increasing  for  years  past,  I  perceive  now,  witb  pain  and 

'  temorse,  I  haii  never  Lad  Uie  least  of  a  dear  notion ;  such  her  in- 

incible  spirit  in  beaiine  them,  such  her  constant  effort  to  hide  them 


from  me  altogether.  My  own  poor  existence,  ae  she  utso  well  knew, 
was  laden  to  the  utiuoet  pitch  of  strencth,  and  sunk  in  perpetual 
muddy  darkness,  by  a  task  too  heavy  (or  me — task  nhich  seemed 
impoasible.  and  as  if  it  would  end  me  instend  of  I  it.  I  saw  no 
companji;,  had  no  companion  but  my  horse  (fourlven  miles  a  day, 
winlQT  time,  mainly  in  the  dark),  rode  in  all.  lis  I  hove  sometimes 
counted,  above  80,000  miles  for  health's  sake,  while  writing  that 
unutterabie  hook.    The  i>ne  briglit  point  in  mv  day  was  from  half 


an  hour  to  twenty  minutes'  talking  with  ber,  after  mv  return  from 
Uioee  Ilirlce  dismal  rides,  while  I  sal  smoking  (on  the  hearthrug, 
with  my  back  to  tlie  jumb,  puffing  Brewards — a  rare  invention!) 
and  sipping  a  spoonful  of  brandy  in  water,  preparatory  to  the  bour 
of  flleep  I  had  liefore  dinner.  Bhc,  loo,  the  dear  and  noble  soul. 
■eemed  to  feel  that  this  wa^  the  eye  of  her  day,  ttie  flower  of  all 
ber  dltily  endeavour  in  Ibe  world.  I  found  her  oflenest  stretched 
OD  the  sofa  (close  al  my  right  hand,  I  between  her  ond  ibe  Bro), 
her  drawing-room  and  self  all  in  the  gracefullest  and  moat  perfect 
order,  and  waiting  witb  such  a  welcome;  ah,  mel  ah,  mel  She 
was  weak,  weak,  far  weaker  than  X  understood:  tiut  to  me  was 
blight  always  as  stars  and  diamonds:  nuy,  1  should  say  a  kind  of 
cheery  sunshine  in  those  ollierwiso  Egyptian  days.  She  bad  al- 
v^s  someihinE  cheerful  to  tell  me  of  (especially  if  she  bad  been 
oal.  or  bod  bad  visitors);  generally  something  quite  pretty  to  re- 
port (In  ber  sprightly,  quiet,  and  ever-genial  way).  At  lowest, 
nothing  of  unpleasant  was  ever  heard  from  her;  all  that  was  gloomy 
she  was  silent  upon,  and  had  strictly  hidden  away.  Once.  I  re- 
member, years  before  this,  while  alio  suffered  uuder  one  of  ber  bad 
influenzas  Oittle  known  to  me  bow  bad),  I  came  in  for  three  aucces- 
■ive  evenings,  full  of  the  '  Battle  of  Molwits'  (which  I  hod  at  lut 
got  to  understand,  much  to  my  Inward  triumpli),  and  talked  to  her 
all  my  half  hour  about  nothing  else.  She  answered  little  ('  speak- 
*  ing  not  good  for  mo,'  perhaps);  but  gave  no  sign  of  want  of  mter- 
Piesi — nay,  perhaps  did  not  quite  want  it.  and  yet  confefuied  to  mc 
kleveral  years  afterwards,  her  principal  thought  was,  'Ala«,  I  shall 
P  never  see  this  come  to  print:  I  am  hastening  towards  death  Insteadl' 
'  Tbqse  were,  indeed,  dark  days  tor  us  Ijolb,  and  slill  darker  unknown 
to  us  were  at  hand.  One  evening,  probably  the  Ist  or  2nd  of  Oc- 
tober, 1963 — but  for  long  years  I  bad  ceased  writing  in  my  not« 
books,  and  Qnd  nothing  marked  on  that  to  me  mo^t  memorable  of 
dates— on  my  return  from  riding,  1  learned  rather  with  satisfaction 
[  (or  ber  sake  that  she  bad  ventured  on  a  drive  to  the  Qeneral  Post 
■'Ofltoe  Id  see  bei  cousin,  Mrs.  Qodby,  '  matron '  of  that  establlsb- 


^^  dates — on  m 
^K  (or  ber  sake 
^H'Ofltoe  Id  see 
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moat;  and  would  late  Ion  there.  After  Bleep  and  dinner.  I  ww 
sUli  wltliout  lier:  '  Well.  w^ll.  1  tbougbl,  wbut  a  nice  lillle  Ootj 
will  she  have  la  tell  me  sooitl'  Bud  lay  quiellr  dowa  on  ihexofa, 
and  comtorla,l)ly  wailed — still  cutnfortably,  though  the  lime  (an 
hour  or  more)  was  longer  tlian  I  bad  expected.  At  length  oinkB 
the  welcome  sound  of  herwheelB;  1  Btarled  up — she  ralher  lineemd 
in  appearing, — I  rang,  got  nn  clear  answer,  ruahefl  down.  ana.  oli. 
what  a  ught  awaited  me!  She  nas  still  in  the  cab,  Lnrkin  si>e^iitg 
to  her  (Lsrktn  lived  aeil  door,  and  for  him  she  had  sent,  carernlly 
saving  me!)  Oh.  Heavensl  and,  alast  both  Larkin  and  I  were 
necdiM.  B!ie  bad  bad  a  frightful  street -accident  in  St,  Uarlin't, 
and  was  now  lamed  and  in  agonyl     This  was  the  account  I  got  bf 

Hrs.  Qodbj  sent  b  maid-servant  out  with  her  lo  catch  an  omni- 
bus; maid  was  stupid,  unlielpfu),  and  there  biippencd  u>  be  some 
excavaUon  on  the  street  which  did  not  permil  the  omnibus  lo  come 
close.  Just  as  my  poor  little  darling  was  stepping  from  tlie  kerb- 
stone to  run  over  (majd  merely  looking  on),  a  furious  cab  rusbed 
through  the  interval :  she  had  to  stop  apasmodicslly,  then  atill  mon 
spasntodtcntty  try  to  keep  from  falUng  flat  ud  Uio  other  side,  and  , 
ruining  her  poor  neuralgic  arm.  In  vain,  this  latter  eSort;  she  did '] 
fall,  lame  arm  useless  for  help),  and  in  the  desperate  effort  she  bad 
torn  the  sinews  ot  the  thieb-bone.  and  was  powerless  to  move  cr 
BtaQil,  and  in  pain  unapcakHble.  Larkin  and  I  lifted  her  into  a 
chair,  carried  her  with  all  our  steadiness  (f<ir  evety  shake  waa  mis- 
ery) up  lo  her  bed.  where,  in  a  few  minutes,  the  good  Baniea, 
luckily  found  at  home,  made  appearance  with  what  help  Uierc  WM. 
Three  weeks  later,  this  letter  gives  account  in  her  own  words. 

The  torment  of  those  Qrat  three  days  was  ualur&lly  borrible:  but 
it  was  right  bravely  borne,  and  directly  thereupon  all  ibinKs  looked 
up.  ahe  QOTBclf.  bright  centre  of  them,  throwing  tight  into  all  thinga. 
It  was  wonderful  to  sec  how  in  a  few  days  she  seemed  to  be  almost 
happy,  conlented  with  immunity  from  pain,  and  proud  to  ban 
made  (as  she  soon  did)  her  lillle  bedroom  into  a  boudoir,  all  in  boc 
own  likencBB.  She  sent  for  the  carpenter,  directed  him  in  every* 
thing,  had  cordsandappliaui^sput  up  for  grasping  with  and  getting 
goml  of  her  band,  the  one  useful  limb  now  left.  It  was  wonderfiu 
what  she  had  made  of  that  rooni,  by  carpenter  and  housemaid,  in  ■ 
few  hours— all  done  in  her  own  image,  as  1  said.  On  a  little  table 
at  her  right  band,  among  hooks  and  other  useful  furniture,  sbe 
gaily  pointed  out  to  me  a  dainty  little  bottle  of  champagne,  tiom 
which,  by  some  lentlen  ariicie  screwed  ihroogh  the  corfc,  and  neisd- 
ing  only  a  touch,  she  could  take  a  spoonful  or  teaspoooful  at  any 
time,  without  iniuring  the  rest:  'Is  not  that  pretty?  Excellent 
eliampaene  (Miss  Bromley's  kind  gift),  and  does  me  gpod,  I  can  tell 
you.'  1  remember  Ibis  scene  well,  and  that,  in  the  love  of  geolle 
and  assiduous  friends,  and  their  kind  lillle  interviews  and  rainis- 
tralious,  added  to  tiic  hope  she  bad,  her  sick  room  had  compam- 
tively  an  almost  happy  air,  so  elegant  and  beautiful  it  all  was,  and 
her  own  l)chaviour  in  it  always  was.  Not  many  evenings  after  the 
last  of  these  two  letters,  1  was  sitting  solitary  over  my  dreary  Pros- 
a  hooka,  BB  usual,  in  the  drawing-room,  perhaps  ahoat  10  r.jL, 
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room  perlinpe  (without  uij  kuowledgo)  mada  trimmer  thkn  usu&l, 
wbeo  Bmldi^nly,  without  wsrning  (jiven,  the  double  door  from  her 
bedroom  went  wide  opea.  and  my  btile  darling,  nil  roditiDt  in  grace- 
ful eveniDg  dress,  followed  by  &  maid  with  new  lights,  Oime  f;tid- 
ing  in  to  me,  gently  stoopiog,  leaDing  on  a  Snc  Malacca  cane,  saying 
n£n%  but  BO  eloquently,  'Here  am  1  comeback  to  you.  dear!  It 
wa*  among  the  bright  momenU  of  my  life— the  picture  of  it  etiU 
vived  with  me,  and  will  always  be.  Till  now  I  bad  not  seen  her  in 
the  drawing'TOom.  bad  only  heard  of  thoae  tentaUve  pilgriminga 
tbither  with  bcr  miiid  for  support.  But  now  I  considered  the  vic- 
tory as  good  Qfl  won.  and  overytbing  fallen  into  its  old  course  again 
or  n  better.  Blind  tiial  wo  were!  This  was  Imt  a  gleam  of  sun- 
light, and  ended  awiftly  in  a  far  blacker  atorm  of  mlMries  than  ever 

That  '  brigbt  evening'  of  hcT  re-entrance  to  me  in  the  drawing- 
room  muHl  liave  been  about  the  end  of  October  or  beginning  of  iio- 
vember,  shortly  following  these  two  letters,  ■  Monday  evening.  No- 
vember 23'  (as  I   lalwrioudy  make  out  the  date);   'the  F b,' 

F and  his  wife,  the  pleaijanlest.  indeed  almost  the  onlv  plear 

ant  evening  company  we  now  used  to  have;  intelligent,  cheerful, 
kindly,  couricoua,  sincere  (they  had  come  to  live  near  us,  and  we 
hopea  for  a  larger  share  of  such  evenings,  of  which  prolnbly  this 
was  the  first!  Alas,  to  me,  too  surely  it  was  in  effect  llie  la«tl) 
Cheerful  enough  this  eveningwaB:  my  darling  sat  latterly  on  the 

sofa,  talking  chiefly  lo  Mrs.  F ;  tti;  F s  gone,  she  silently 

at  once  witbdrew  to  her  bed,  saying  notliing  to  me  of  the  state  she 
was  in.  which  I  found  next  marning  to  have  been  alarmingly  mie- 
erablc,  the  prophecy  of  one  of  the  wurst  of  nights.  wboUy  without 
sleep  and  full  of  strange  and  horrible  pain.  And  the  nigbla  and 
days  Ibat  followed  continued  steadily  to  van-ten,  day  after  day,  and 
moiitb  after  mouth,  no  end  visible.  It  was  some  tea  months  now 
before  I  saw  her  sit  with  me  again  in  thifl  drawing-room— in  body 
weak  as  a  child,  but  again  composed  into  quiet,  and  in  soul  beau- 
tiful as  ever,  or  moro  beautiful  than  ever,  for  the  rest  of  Ler  ap- 
pointed time  with  me,  which  indeed  was  brief,  but  is  now  blessed 
lo  look  back  upon,  and  an  unspeakable  favour  of  Heaven.     I  often 

think  of  tbat  last  evening  with  the  F s,  which  we  hoped  to  be 

the  8rst  of  a  marked  increase  of  such,  but  which  to  me  was  essen- 
tially the  lost  of  all:  llie  F s  liavo  been  here  since,  but  with  Iter 

OS  hostess  (in  my  presence)  never  more,  and  the  reflex  of  Ibat  bright 
evening,  now  alt  pale  and  sad,  shines,  privately  incessant,  into  every 
meeting  we  have. 

Barnes,  for  some  time,  said  the  disease  was  'influenza,  merely 
accidental  cold,  kindling  up  all  the  old  injuries  and  maladies,' 
and  promised  speedy  amendment;  but  week  after  week  gave  dis- 
mally contrary  evidence,  'Neuralgial' the  doctors  then  all  amd, 
by  which  they  mean  they  know  not  in  the  least  wbnt;  in  tliis  case, 
such  a  deluge  of  intolerable  pain,  indescribable,  unaidabte  pain, 
as  I  had  never  seen  or  dreamt  of,  and  which  drowned  six  or  eight 
months  of  my  poor  darling's  life  as  in  the  btacknesa  of  very  death; 
her  recovery  at  lutl.  and  the  manner  uf  it,  an  unexpected  miracle 
to  me.    There  seemed  to  ttc  pain  in  every  muscle,  misery  in  ever; 


t 
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nerve,  no  sleep  hy  nigbl  or  day,  no  rest  from  fltrnggle  and 
ate  auffcrine.  Nobody  ever  known  to  ine  could  more  nobly  and 
silently  endure  pain;  "but  here  for  the  Aral  time  I  saw  her  tad- 
quislii'd,  driven  honelesa,  as  il  were  looking  into  a.  wild  chaoUo 
universe  of  boundless  woe — on  the  horizon,  only  death 
Oil,  I  hare  seen  such  expressions  in  tboae  dear  and  beautiful  vjr» 
aa  exceeded  all  tritgcdyl  (one  night  in  pnxticular,  when  she  rasbed 
(li^perately  out  to  me,  without  speech;  got  laid  and  wrapped  by 
me  ua  the  sofa,  and  gazed  silently  on  all  the  old  fatnlliar  objocta 
and  me\.  Iler  pain  sue  would  seldom  speak  of,  but,  when  she  did, 
it  was  in  lerma  aa  if  there  were  no  langusce  for  it;  'any  honest 
pain,  mere  pain,  if  It  were  of  cutting  my  fleali  with  knives,  
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And  the  doctors,  so  far  as  I  could  privately  judge,  eflected  ap- 
proximately to  double  the  disease.  We  Mad  many  doctors,  skilful 
men  of  their  sort,  and  aome  of  ihem  (Dr.  Qtiain,  eEp«:ially.  wb» 
absolufely  would  accept  no  pay.  and  was  unwearied  m  atttrndanoc 
and  invention)  were  surely  among  the  friendli  ,. 
each  of  tbem^ — most  of  all  cacli  new  one — was  sure  to  effect  only 
harm,  tried  some  new  form  of  his  opiums  and  narcotic  poisonf 
witliout  effect;  on  tbc  whole  I  computed,  '  Had  there  beeo  M 
doctors,  it  had  been  only  about  linlf  as  miserable.'  Honest  Bamo 
admitted  in  the  end.  '  We  havebeenable  to  donntbiDg.'  Wehad 
aick-niirses,  avaryiug  miscellany.  Catholic  'Sisters  of  Merty"  (ig- 
nomiuiously  dismissed  by  her  tliird  or  fourth  iiiglit,  tb«  instant 
she  found  they  were  in  real  substance  Papiat  propngnndists.  Oh,' 
that's  A.M.*  when  her  bell  awoke  mo  too,  as  well  a*  Mag^ 
Welsh,  and  the  French  nuu  bad  to  disappear  at  once,  under  nigS 
on  a  sofa  elsewhere,  and  vanish  altogether  when  diiylight  cnmefl 
MngMe  Welsh  had  come  in  the  second  week  of  December,  ano- 
cnatmued,  I  think,  at  St.  Leonards  latlerly.  till  April  endad.  De- 
cember was  hardly  out  till  there  began  to  be  speech  amonc  tiM 
doctors  of  seaside  and  change  of  afr:  the  one  bope  Ibey  cooUd — * 
mure  and  more  to  say;  aod  we  also  thinking  of  St.  Leonards 

our   Dr.   B and  bountiful   resources   there,    w^ted   only  fsf) 

spring  weater,  and  the  possibility  of  flight  thither.  How,  id  kIT 
this  tearing  whirlpool  of  miseries,  anxieties,  and  sorrows,  1  cod- 
Irived  to  go  on  with  my  work  is  still  an  astonishment  lo  me.  Fof 
one  thing.  I  did  not  believe  in  these  doctors,  nor  that  she  (if  let 
alone  of  them)  had  not  yet  strength  left.  Secondly.  1  iiJway» 
connted  '  Frederick '  Itself  to  be  the  prime  source  of  all  her  — -^ 
rows  as  well  as  my  own;  that  to  end  it  was  the  condition  of 
lite  to  us  both,  of  which  ihcre  was  a  strange  dull  hope  in  me. 
atiove  thrice  can  I  recollect  when,  on  sleppiuE  out  in  the  mo 
the  thought  struck  me,  cold  and  sharp,  ■  She  will  die,  and  lesSi^ 
thee  herel'  and  always  before  next  day  I  had  got  it  casl  out 
of  me  again.  And.  indeed,  in  all  points  excejit  one 
Etupefled  more  or  less,  and  flying  on  like  those  migrative  iwallowl 
of  Professor  Owen,  afiermy  strength  was  done  and  coma  or  drMia 
had  supervened,  till  the  Mediterranean  Sea  was  rrossnil  Bullbe 
lime  altogether  looks  to  me  like  a  dim  nightniarc,  on  which  il  la 
stWI  miserable  to  dwell,  and  ol  vhich  I  wUl  after  tlUa 
oaij  to  give  the  datia.— T.  0. 
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LETTER  374. 
7b  Wu  Oraee  WeUh,  BdirOwgh. 

G  Chej-ne  Row.  Clielsea^  TueBds}',  Oct,  SO.  IStS. 
Thank  you  a  thousand  times,  dearcit  Qracc.  Tor  your  long,  most 
moviog  letter.  It  is  not  because  of  it  Dial  I  write  to-day,  for  I 
was  meaniag  towrilo  to-duj  at  any  rale;  indeed,  it  rather  mukeB 
writing  more  difficult  to  me;  I  have  cried  so  over  it.  that  1  have 
given  myself  a  bad  headache  in  addition  to  my  other  lamings. 
Bat  a  little  letter  I  will  write  by  to-day's  poet,  and  a  bigger  one 
when  I  am  more  able. 

I  wrote  a  Few  Iznea  to  Mrs.  Craven,  in  answer  (o  her  announce- 
ment of  that  dear  girl's  angel  death.  I  told  her  of  my  accident. 
Mid  was  trusting  to  ber  telling  you:  hut  as  I  told  her  1  had  kept 
you  in  ignorance  of  it  in  the  beginning,  lest  Elizal>eth  and  you  and 
Ann,'  with  yout  terrible  esperience  ol  such  an  accident,  might  he 
alarmed  and  distressed  for  me  more  than  (I  hoped)  Ibere  would 
prove  cause  for;  she  thought,  perhaps.  I  wished  you  to  remain  un- 
aware of  it,  even  when  1  reported  myself  progressing  more  favour 
ably  than  could  have  heen  predicted.  I  need  not  go  into  the  how 
of  the  fall:  Iwiiliellyouall  'particulars'  when  I  gain  more  faulity 
in  writing;  enough  to  aay  that  exactly  this  day  three  weeks  I  wai 
plashed  down  on  the  pavement  of  Bt.  Murdn-le-Qrand  (five  miles 
ttaa  home)  on  my  left  side  {the  arm  of  which  couldn't  break  the 
fall),  and  hurt  all  down  from  (he  hip-joint  so  fearfully,  and  on  the 
klready  lamed  shoulder  besides,  Ihnt  I  couldn't  stir;  but  had  to  be 
lifted  up  by  people  who  gsithered  round  me  (a  policeman  among 
tbem)  and  put  into  a  cab.  Elizabeth  cau  fancy  my  drive  home  <flTe 
mlle«),  and  the  getting  of  me  out  of  the  cab  and  upstairs  to  bedl 
Wwn't  I  often  Ihioking  of  her  all  the  time? 

'My'  doctor  came  immediately,  and  found  oelther  breakage  of 
the  leg  nor  dislocalioon;  but  the  agony  of  pain,  he  said,  would  have 
been  less  had  tbe  bone  broken :  I  thought  of  Elizabetk,  and  doubted 
that!  Still,  for  three  days  and  three  sleepless  nights  it  was  such 
_  agony  as  I  had  never  known  before;  after  that,  the  pain  went 
I  gradnally  out  of  the  leg,  unless  when  I  moved  it,  for  some  bed 


Poor  Ellzalietli  hod  sllpp«l  and  fallen  on  the  street;  dldocaled  hi 
le;  got  It  nrnni;  wt;  then,  afti-r  long  months  of 
[  of  It '  right  '—but  IB  lame  lo  this  da 
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operations,  Ac,,  &x.  But  tbc  arm,  willi  ii5  complic&Uon  of  epnua 
and  neuralgia,  has  given  me  a  sad  time,  till  tbese  Ia»t  two  liajri  tlut 
it  bus  relurocil  alraoat  (o  the  siaie  it  v/ae  in  before  the  falL 
week  ago  Mr.  Barnea  made  me  get  out  of  lied  for  fear  of  'a  bi 
bACk,'  and  *>'  on  end  oa  a  sofa  in  my  bedroom,  like  Miss  Biffin  (Ibe 
little  egg-shaped  woman  that  used  to  be  shown;  and  two  daj«  ago 
he  compelled  me  to  walk  a  few  steps,  supported  wiih  his  Brms.  and 
to  do  the  Bnmc  thing  at  Icaat  twice  a  day.  It  bas  been  a  <sae  of 
'  Ittcerated  sinews; '  and  he  said  the  tendency  of  the  muscles  wa<  to 
contmct  thcmselTea  nfieraucb  a  thing,  nndif  I  did  not  force  myMlt 
to  put  down  my  foot  now  and  then,  I  should  never  bo  able  to  w»Jk 
At  aiU  Buch  n  threat,  and  liis  determined  manner,  enabled  me 
make  the  effort,  whicii  eoiii.  I  can  tell  yon.  But,  at  whatever  Co« 
of  pnin  and  nervousness,  I  bat^  to-day  passed  through  the  door  of 
my  bedroom  (which  opens  into  the  drawing-rooiu  lacJdly).  using 
one  of  tbe  maids  as  a  crutch:  so  you  see  I  am  already  a  good  wtty 
towards  recovery,  for  which  I  feel,  every  moment,  deep  tli&nktal- 
neas  to  Giiii.  To  have  experienced  such  agony,  and  to  be  delivered 
from  it  comparatively,  makes  one  feel  one's  dependence  aa  ootliiiig 
else  does. 

For  the  rest,  as  dear  Betty  is  always  saying,  '  1  have  mony  n 
cios.'     My  servanta  have  been  most  kind  and  unwearied  in  their 
allentions:  my  friends  more  like  slitters  or  mothers  than  commi 
place  friends.    Oh,  1  shall  have  such  wonderful  kiodnesses  U>  tell 
you  of  when  I  can  write  freely  I    My  third  cousin,  Mn.  Godby,  aj 
several  others,  wished  to  slay  with  me;  but  the  'nurung'  I  ueed 
was  of  quite  a  menial  sort;  I  should  still  have  sought  it  from  my 
servBute,  and  a  ladynurse  would  only  have  given  Ibem  more  to  do, 
and  been  dreadfully  In  the  way  of  Mr.  C.      My  greftt  object,  after 
getting  what  waiting  on   1  absolutely   needed,  has  been  that  tha 
usual  quiet  routine  of  the  house  should  not  be  disturbed  arouad 
Mr.  C,  who  thinks,  I  am  lure,  that  he  bus  been  victimised  enough 
in  having  to  answer  occasional  tetters  of  inquiry  about  me.    And 
now  I  must  conclude  for  the  present.     I  am  so  sorry  (or  poor 
Robert's  Angers.    Be  sure  to  send  me  the  copy  of  Grace's'  words  to 
lier  mother.    Oh,  poor  aoulsl  what  woe,  and  what  merf:yl 
Your  loving  niece, 

Jane  W.  Caslyim. 


'  TbB  poor  niece's. 
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LETTER  275. 
Mr*.  BamU,  Balm  Bill.  TSomAtB, 

S  Cbejao  Row.  ChelBea:  Hondfty,  Oct  Sa.  1B8S, 

Dearest  Mary, — Though  I  Biill  viiile  to  you  in  pencil  1  have  pro. 
greeeed.  I  walk  dnily  from  my  lit^roam  to  (Jie  drawing-room,  after 
a  fashion;  my  sound  arm  round  Mary's  neck,  and  her  arm  round 
my  wuiat.  I  Ihink  there  is  more  nervousness  tliaii  pain  in  llie  dif- 
ficulty with  which  I  make  Mih  little  journey.  For  the  rest,  I  don't 
lie  much  on  my  sofa,  hut  sit  on  end.  I  cannot,  however.  Bit  up  at 
tahle  to  write  with  pen  and  ink ;  I  must  wHle  with  cusbiooi  at  my 
back,  and  with  ttie  paper  on  my  knecs;  in  which  circumstances  a 
pencil  is  less  fatiguing  than  pen  and  ink,  aa  well  as  less  destructive 
to  my  clothes. 

The  unlucky  leg  will  in  a  week  orWwo,  I  hope,  be  all  right.  1 
liave  no  pain  whatever  in  it  now.  eicept  when  I  try  to  use  it;  and 
then  the  pain  la  not  great,  and  gets  daily  a  trifle  less.  But  my  arm 
Is  still  a  bad  busiDCsa;  cepeciaily  at  night  I  suffer  much  from  it 
It  spoils  my  sleep,  and  that  again  reacts  upon  it  and  makes  it  worse. 
I  cannot  satisfy  myself  how  much  of  the  piitn  I  am  now  au^ering 
is  the  effect  of  the  fall — how  much  that  of  the  old  neuralgia;  and 
Mr.  Barnes  can  throw  no  light  on  that  for  me,  or  suggest  any 
remedy:  at  least  he  iloean't.  It  seems  io  me  he  regards  my  leg  as 
his  patient,  and  my  arm  as  Dr.  Quua's  patient,  which  ho  has 
nothing  to  do  with ;  and  he  is  railicr  glad  to  be  irresponsible  for  it, 
seeiiag  nothing  to  be  dcmel  He  did  once  say  in  a  careless  way  that 
p]^  bark  and  soda,  '  one  of  the  roost  nauseous  mixtures  he 
Jnew  of  in  this  world,'  was  better  than  'my  quinine;'  but  when 
I  asked,  would  it  have  as  good  an  effect  on  my  spirits  as  Uie 
quinine  bad  had,  he  said,  '  Ob.  I  cau't  promise  you  that;  it  would 
prolnbly  make  you  sick  and  low;  better  keep  to  your  lady-like 
quinine  I ' 

Ask  the  Doctor  if  he  sees  any  miperiorily  in  plwn  barbandsoda? 
I  don't  cnre  bow  nauseous  a,  medicine  is  if  it  do  me  good. 

Ajiother  of  my  undo  Robert's  daughters  has  died  of  consumptioD. 
Oraca  (my  aunt)  has  written  me  a  long,  minute  account  of  her 
death-bed — one  of  the  saddest  tilings  t  ever  read  in  my  life.  It 
quite  crushed  down  the  heart  in  one  for  days.  The  poor  young 
I's  Bufferings,  and  the  deaf  mother's,  and,  oh,  such  &  heap 

misery  is  set  before  one  so  vlvJdly ;  and  Uieu  the  coosolatton  I    It 
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is  a  comfort  to  know  that  the  dying  girl  was  supported  through  her 
lerritjle  triaJ  by  her  religioua  fiutb  and  hope;  a  comfort,  anil  Iha 
ODiy  cumfort  poeeible.  coDCt'ivabIc — if  il  liad  slopped  there.  Bui 
you  know  my  feelLuga  about  teli^ouseicciLemeDt — ecstalics;  I  can- 
not regard  that  as  a  gvcuine  clement  of  religioii.  Was  not  Christ  j 
Himself,  on  Ihu  crow.  calm,  simple?  Did  He  not  even  pray  that, 
if  it  were  possilile,  Uie  cap  might  pass  from  Him?  Was  there  e 
in  the  whole  history  of  His  life  a  trace  of  excil«meDt?  The  fu»  | 
and  eicitcmcDl  tliat  aeem  to  hare  gone  on  about  this  poor  fOUDg  J 
dvaili.bed,  then,  jars  on  my  mind;  the  working  up  of  the  sufferer 
herself,  and  the  working  up  of  themselves  (the  onlookers)  lota  a 
sort  of  hysterical  ecataay  is  almost  as  painful  to  me  as  tlio  re«l  of 
the  sad  busiDCfts;  I  feel  it  to  be  a  getling-up  of  a  death-bed  scene  to 
bo  put  into  a  tract!  And  in  the  heart  of  it  all  such  an  amount  of 
rml  lerrihie  anguish;  and  the  grand  solemn  faiUi  tliat  could  Iwai 
all.  and  u-iumph  over  all,  harraased  by  earthly  inierforence  and 
cxcilaiioQs!  I  nill  send  tb?letl«r:  perhaps  you  will  Bud  all  this 
wrong  in  roe;  we  could  nevier  agr*«  about  the  'revivals.'  Never 
mind;  we  love  one  another  all  the  same. 

Hy  kindest  regards  to  the  Doctor. 

Tour  affectionate 

Jaks  Cabltlk. 

Send  back  Grace's  letter. 


To  Miti  Stargartt  WeUh.  Lkerpoel 


Dearest  Maggie.— The  veiy  sight  of  your  letter  was  a  relief  to 
me,  for  I  knew  that  unlMS  dear  Jackie  had  been  a  tittle  better  yoil 
couldn't  have  written  asuuch!  Next  time  do  write  a  mere  bulletin. 
or  1  can't  press  you  to  '  be  quick! "  Prom  Ihe  account  yoa  give.  I 
draw  far  belter  hope  about  hlni  than,  I  dare  say,  you  meant  to  ^vc 
in  writing  it.  But  there  se«ma  to  be  BO  much  vitality  in  the  poor 
Utile  fellow;  his  caring  to  be  read  to.  his  little  speech,  all  that 
sounds  as  if  there  were  a  good  basts  of  life  at  the  bottom  of  all  UUa 
UlnesB.    Ood  grant  be  may  soon  be  pronounced  convalcacentl 

I  am  Teiy  convalescent!  Icanmoveabout  the  room  with  a  stick, 
and  the  pain  in  my  arm  has  been  conaidembly  less  for  Ibe  last  few 
dajrn,  when  1  make  no  attempt  to  move  it  more  than  it  tikes.  I  aU 
iriJiute  tlie  improvement  to  a  OCR  tncdicvue,  recommended  to  me  by 
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"Osrlyle'a  friend,  Mr.  PoiIod,  who  hnd  been  cured  by  it.    Beforo 

taking  it  I  asked  tlio  ail  vice  of  Dr,  B ul  St.  Leonards  (a  man  of 

'  real  abitilj),  and  he  sent  mo  a  proper  prEscriplion.  aod  direciiooa 
•bout  tidng  it.  It  ia  called  lodJ'le  of  Potash,  and  is  taken  wiUi 
^.QUantitieB  of  fluid;  and  along  witli  it  have  to  l>e  taken  pills  of  Yalcri- 
ir  Quinine.  If  it  cures  me,  and  you  ever  need  curing,  you  shall 
liave  the  prescription. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  arm-businesa,  some  four  months  ago  DOir, 
S  fanciud  I  bad  given  my  arm  an  unconscious  sprain,  as  the  pun 
hi  Bitempling  to  raove  it  preceded  any  selling  or  shooting,  iudc- 
'<|>endent  of  attempting  to  move  it.  The  Doctor  persuodud  mo  '  it 
a  all  neuralgia.'  Since  my  accident  that  sprained  feeling  has 
'been  dreadfnl,  till  within  tho  last  few  dnys.  And  though  Mr, 
Barnes  always  declared  '  it  was  all  rheumatism,'  it  has  been  impos- 
'Slble  to  persuadt  me  that  the  same  blow  received  on  my  shoulder 
•nd  hip-joint  at  the  some  time,  and  damaging  the  sinews  in  my 
fbigb,  would  not  damage  the  sinews  in  my  arm  also,     'That  Stands 

aon '  (aa  old  Helen  used  to  say). 

course,  if  rheumatism  is  about  In  one,  it  vill  gather  to  uiy 
•trained  part :  and  so  there  has  been  plenty  of  rheumatic  pain,  besides 
the  pain  from  the  hurt.  But  I  am  certain  it  ia  more  tlian  rheiimaUsm 
that  binders  me  from  lifting  my  arm.  And  liaving  a  faculty  of 
temembering  things  long  after  dale,  I  remembered  the  other  day 
fluit  I  took  to  using  the  dtirabbells  tor  two  or  three  days,  to  mako 
Inyself  stronger  par  rive  f'trce,  when  I  was  feeling  so  weak  and  ill 
early  in  summer  (it  must  have  been  just  before  I  noticed  the  stiH- 
IS  of  my  arm),  and  that  I  left  them  off  because  my  arms  felt  too 
^eak  to  use  them,  and  ached  after.  It  would  l)e  a  comfort  to  my 
iVeak  mind  to  be  aiisurud  that  I.  then  and  there,  sprained  some 

in  my  arm,  and  all  the  rest  would  liavc  followed  in  the  course 
of  nature;  and  I  niiebt  give  up  vague  terrors  about  angina  pectoris, 
[ptralysis,  disease  of  the  spine,  &c.  &c.    Best  stop. 

Yours  aflectionately. 


LETTEK  277. 
3fr«.  Smmoiidt,  Oakley  Stmt,  Ohalea. 

S  Chejne  Row :  Knv.  B,  IMl 

,  Hy  dsrling,— I  am  so  thankful  that  you  are  all  r\gM.    And  to 
"  Ink  of  your  writing  on  lite  third  Avf  after  your  couflnement  the 


I 
I 
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most  legible — indeed.  Uie  only  legible — DOic  I  ever  had  from  jon  in 

How  about  UuB  complincDt  offered  me,  which  you  ue  pleased  la 
call  n  '  favor '  (to  jou),  I  don'l  know  what  to  aay.  I  wish  I  could 
go  and  talk  it  over;  but,  even  if  I  could  go  in  n  cnb  one  at  then 
next  di7  days,  I  couldn'l  drive  up  your  stolrB  in  a  cub  I  I  sliould  be 
greatly  pleased  that  your  baby  bore  a  uaiue  of  niiue.  But  liie  God- 
roolhcrbood?  Tbere  seems  U>  me  one  objection  to  that,  wliich  in  a 
fatal  one— I  don't  belong  to  the  SogUali  Church;  and  the  Scotcll 
Cburch,  whicb  I  do  belong  lo.  recognUea  no  Godfatbera  and  God- 
molbers.  Tbe  father  takes  all  the  otjligations  on  tiimaelf  (seireshim 
right!).  I  WEB  present  at  a  Cburch  of  England  cbriBteiiiug  tor  th* 
first  time,  wbco  Ihe  Bluntatook  me  toeee  their  baby  christened,  and 
it  looked  to  me  a  very  aolemn  piece  of  work;  and  that  Mr.  Manrica 
and  Julia  Blunt  (the  Godfather  and  Godmother)  had  to  lake  upon 
themaelves,  liefore  God  and  man,  very  solemn  engagements,  which, 
it  was  to  be  hoped,  they  meant  to  fiilQil  1  should  not  have  liked  to 
bow  and  murmur,  and  imdertake  all  they  did,  without  meaning  W 
(ulQl  it  according  to  my  liest  ability.  Now,  my  darling,  bow  could 
I  dream  of  binding  myself  lo  look  after  tbe  spiritual  welfare  of  aof 
earthly  babyl  I,  who  have  no  confidence  in  my  own  spiritual  w«l. 
farel  I  am  not  wanted  to,  it  may  perhaps  be  aoEwcred — you  meoa 
lo  look  after  tbat  yourself  without  interference.  What  arc  Ihcw 
spnkcn  engagements  then!  Amcrcfoira-  tbat  is,  a  piece  of  hoia* 
bug.  Bow  could  I,  in  cold  blood,  go  through  with  a  cenimony  ia 
achurch,  towhichneithertlieothersnor  myself  attach  agrainofTer- 
ocityl  If  you  can  say  anything  lo  the  purpose,  I  am  veiy  wtUiflg 
to  be  proved  mUtnken;  and  in  tbat  case  very  willing  to  stand  God- 
mother to  a  l)aby  that  on  the  third  day  is  not  at  ail  red  I 
Vours  aSectionntely, 

liSS  OutLTIA 

LETTER  am 
Xrt.  Bimmondi.  82  Oakley  Strett,  CheUea. 

B  Clieyne  Bow:  mdar.  Nov.  tt.  IBOl 

Dear  Pet,— I  am  not  the  least  well,  and  should  Just  about  as  soon 
walk  overhead  into  the  Tbames  as  into  a  roomful  of  peoplel  At 
the  same  time,  I  wish  to  pay  my  respects  lo  tbe  bab*  on  this  ber 
next  grand  performance  after  gelling  hcr^lf  born,  and  lo  place  ia 
ber  small  hands  a  tnllsmnn  worthy  of  the  occasion, and  RuttsJ)le  to  % 
baby  born  on  '  Ail  Boinls'  Duy '  (whnlevcc  sort  of  day  that  may  IMX 
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A»  I  diouldn't  Kt  all  recommend  running  &  long  pia  Into  the  ciea- 
lure,  I  adrise  you  lo  wear  i!ie  brooch  in  its  present  form  till  the 
batiy  is  aufflcieatly  li&rdeaed,  from  ila  prcseot  pulpy  couditioo,  lo 
bear  eomuLhiofi:  tied  rouud  its  Uiroat,  witUouL  tear  of  stranguktioD  t 
And  then  you  may  romoTe  the  pin,  ncd  attncb  the  talisman  to  a 
string  Id  fotrn  of  a  locket.  But  what  is  ItT  'What  docs  it  do'  (as 
userraot  of  mioeoDceasked  me  ia  respect  of  'a  lord*).  What  it  is, 
my  dear.  Is  au  emblematic  mosaic,  made  from  bits  of  some  tomb 
of  til?  early  ChristiaDS,  and  ropresenting  an  early  Christian  device: 
the  Greet  cross,  the  palm  leaves,  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  Worn  by 
the  like  of  me,  I  dikfesay  It  would  have  no  virtue  to  speak  of;  but 
worn  by  a  baby  born  on  All  Saints'  Duyl  it  must  be  a  poteutcluLmi 
against  the  devil  and  all  liis  works  one  would  think,  for  it  is  a  per- 
fectly authentic  memorial  of  the  early  ChrlsttauB. 
I  I  hope  you  didn't  go  and  drop  the  'Jane '  after  alll    Bleu  yon 


LETTERS  376-383. 
Four  Shout  LKiTsaa. 
P;Abont  the  beginning  of  January  (1864)  there  were  thought  to  be 
niTGepUble  some  faint  symptoms  of  improvemeiit  or  atutement; 
rtklch  she  heraelf  never  durst  bciieve  in;  and  indeed  to  us  eager 
oQ-lookera  Ihey  were  faint  nnd  u nee rlain— nothing  of  real  hope, 
CTcept  in  getting  lo  St.  Leonards  so  soon  as  the  season  would 
permit 

Early  in  March,  weather  mild  though  dim  and  wettish,  this  Hd 
transit  was  accomplished  by  railway;  I  escorting,  and  visiting  at 
every  stage;  Maggie  Welsh  and  our  poor  patient  in  what  lb ey  called 
a  '  sick  carri^e.'  wbicii  indeed  took  her  up  at  this  door,  and  after 

ilelaya  and  baggies  at  8t.  Leonards,  put  her  down  at  Dr.  B 'e; 

but  was  found  otherwise  inferior  to  tlie  common  arrangement  for  a 
sick  person  (two  window-seats,  with  buard  and  cushion  put  between), 
though  about  flre  or  six  times  dearer,  and  was  never  employet) 
again.  She  was  carried  downstairs  here  in  llie  bed  of  liits  dreary 
vehicle  (whicli  I  sjiw  well  would  remind  her,  as  il  did,  of  a  hearse, 
with  Us  window  for  letting  iu  Ihc  coffln);  she  herself,  weak  but 
clear,  directed  the  men.  So  pathetic  a  face  as  tiien  glided  past  me 
Bi  thte  lower  door  I  never  saw  nor  shall  see!  Andiiie  journey — and 
ilie  arrival.  But  nf  all  ttiis,  wliicb  passed  without  accident,  and 
which  remains  to  myself  unfnrgelable  enough,  and  sad  as  the  realms 
of  Hades.  I  undertook  lo  say  nothing, 

Her  reception  was  of  the  very  kiudesl;  her  adjustment,  with 
Haggie  and  one  of  our  maids  (in  fine,  airy,  quiet  rooms,  in  the  big 

n.—io 
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bouse,  with  tlie  Wine  and  skilful  Umis),  I  mw  In  s  few  btran  m 

filcted  to  roy  indafuciiOQ.  far  beyoud  eipoclftiioii.  Blie  Itctwir  m 
itlle;  but  sot  in  her  pure,  dmple  Ureas.  &c..  looking,  tbougk  • 
ruwful,  cslm  and  tlianbful.  At  kogtti  I  left  the  house  (or  indmij 
liiej  ftlmoet  pushed  me  out,  '  not  to  miss  the  liut  tnun,'  wliioh  I 
UTcd  only  by  half  a  aiomeot  by  hot  speed  aud  good  luck).  Md  gM 
home  in  a  more  hopeful  mood  than  I  had  (some  Kway.  S<del7,  ia 
my  iMt  cab  (from  Waterloo  Siation),  I  liad  stuck  my  cap  (•  Bat 
block  velvet  thing  of  7i«r  maklDgjtoo  hnrriediy  ialo  my  pocket,  ----' 
it  hiid  hustled  out.  and  in  tbe  darkaess  been  left,  hde  Irtvco' 
bio,  not  noticed  till  next  morning,  sod  whicli  I  still  regret, 
noiliingl '  said  she.  cheerily  and  yet  mournfully,  at  our  next  n 
iug.  'I  will  make  you  a  new  cap  nhen  I  am  able  to  sew  again.' 
Ilui  I  think,  in  effect,  she  never  sewed  more. 

Hague's  daily  bulletia  was  iudUtJiict  aud  an-biguouH.  but  olnTi 
alwity«  to  be  favourable,  or  really  was  so,  1  sat  busy  bare:  gene" 
ally  wrote  to  mrpoordarllng  some  daily  line;  got  from  bernowai., 
then  some  word  or  two,  but  always  on  mere  pmcLical  or  Uoustfii^ 
muiiers;  seldom  or  never  sny  conflmialion  of  Haggle's rvadltig  o( 
the  om^Ds.  In  the  last  week  of  tiarch  (as  covcDAuted)  I  made  ny 
first  visit  (Friday  liU  Monday,  I  think).    Forsier  and  Hfw.  F.  wm( 

with  me,  biit  did  not  aee  her.    I  stayeil  at  Dr.  B 'a.  tliey  at  • 

hotel,  where  was  dining,  *c.  Whether  tbiswai  my  Ursl  visit  lu  titr 
there  I  strive  to  recollect  distiDctly,  but  cauuol.  1  seem  to  bava 
evea  Been  but  little  of  her,  and  certainly  learned  nothing  Inlitnnlet 
as  if  staeratht^r  avoided  much  ci>mmunicalion  with  me.  unwilllDgU 
rob  me  of  the  doctor's  confident  prognostications,  and  much  tuiabit 
tucooflnn  tlium.  llermood  of  fixed,  quiet  sorrow,  with  no  liopeii 
it  but  of  endutiug  well,  was  painfully  visible.  I  luui  just  got  nd  ol 
my  vol.  v.,  deeply  disappointed  latterly  on  finding  that  tbare  mi  ' 
be  aslxlli.  Uiidi'S  wiu  not  more lugtibrioiis  than  that  book  toost .. 
was  In  mc:  and  yet  there  was  something  in  it  of  sacred,  of  Or^illeuii 
like  (though  I  did  not  think  of  '  Orplieus '  at  all.  nor  naaio  my  datt 
Q  'Burydice 'I)  and  the  stern  course  was  to  continue — what 


ling  a 
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In  the  end  of  April  brother  John  came  to  me.    Before  this  It  had 

been  decided  (aince  tbe  B 'a.  who  at  first  pretended  that  the} 

would,  now  evidently  would  not.  accept  reniuneralion  from  lu)  itnt 
a  oraall  furnislicd  UoiiEe  should  be  rented,  and  a  shift  made  thllbari, 
which  was  doue  and  over  about  the  limit  John  came.  I  wsa  to  l» 
move  Uiilhcr  with  mj^  work  (so  soon  as  liftuble),  He  by  lUtnaelt 
made  a  preliinioary  visit  tliither;  then  perhaps  another  wiib  nwi 
and  at  his  return  I  could  notice  (tbou,gb  lie  Mid  notUiiig)  Ilial  tM 
muiiiit  lo  try  Gtnyiug  withUE  there;  which  he  did,  and  surely  waaof 
USD  to  me  there. 

Early  tu  May  this  (Chelieat  house  waa  left  to  Larkia's  care  (wl  _ 
at  IfMt  csjne  into  it,  letting  bis  own):  and  all  of  us  luid  reaawrolilMl 
in  (be  poor  dcw  hospice  ('  117  Marina,  St.  Leonards  '),  studioiu  n 
ti^  our  best  and  utmost  Ilien.-.  Masgio  Welsh  had  to  return  If 
Liverpool  (lo  nurse  n  ponr  Utile  child-nephew  who  was  dyitif).  [ 
did  not  find  Maggie  at  St.  Leonjtrdt;  but  tliL>  good  Maty  Crs:' 
(Profeiaor'e  lluy,  Itom  Beltaat^  h^  m^  Jiaiinie's  own  suggcatioat 
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written  to,  came  directly,  and  did  a9  well;  perhaps  more 
quietly,  and  thus  better. 

In  tiiose  seven  or  eiglit  months  of  martyrdom  (October  1868— 
May  18(14)  there  is  naturally  no  record  of  the  poor  dear  martyr's 
own  discoverable;  nothing  but  these  small,  most  mournful  notes 
written  with  the  left  hand,  as  if  from  the  core  of  a  broken  heart, 
and  worthy  to  survive  as  a  voice  de  profundis,  Maggie's  part, 
which  fills  the  last  two  pages,  I  omit.  The  address  is  gone,  but 
•till  evident  on  inference. 


r.  Oarlyle,  Btq.,  OheUea, 

St.  Leonai^:  fVkUij,  April  8, 1864. 
Ob,  my  own  darling!  Qod  have  pity  on  us  I  Ever  since  the  day 
after  you  left,  whatever  flattering  accounts  may  have  been  sent 
you,  the  truth  is  I  have  been  wretched — perfectly  wretched  day 
and  night  with  that  horrible  malady.  Dr.  B.  knows  nothing  about 
it  more  than  the  other  doctors.  So,  Qod  help  me,  for  on  earth  is 
no  help! 

Lady  A.  writes  that  Lord  A.  left  you  two  thousand  pounds — not 
in  his  will,  to  save  duty— but  to  be  given  you  as  soon  as  possible. 
' The  wished  for  come  too  late!'  Money  can  do  nothing  for  us 
now. 

Your  loving  and  sore  suffering 

Jane  W.  Carltlb. 

To-day  I  am  a  little  less  tortured— only  a  little;  but  a  letter  hsT- 
ing  been  promised,  I  write. 

T,  Cdrlple,  Bfq,,  Chelsea, 

St.  Leonards:  April  10, 186i. 
It  is  no  '  morbid  despondency; '  it  is  a  positive  physical  torment 
dsy  and  night — a  burnicj,  tlirobbing,  maddening  sensation  in  the 
most  nervous  part  of  me  ever  and  ever.  How  be  in  good  spirits  or 
have  any  hope  but  to  die!  When  I  spoke  of  going  home,  it  was  to 
die  there;  here  were  the  place  for  living,  if  one  could!    It  was  not 

my  wish  to  leave  here.    It  was  the  B s'  own  suggestion  and 

wish  that  we  should  get  a  little  house  of  our  own. 

Oh,  have  pity  on  mel  I  am  worse  than  ever  I  was  in  that  terri* 
bte  malady.  I  am. 

Tours  as  cTer, 

Jahx  Cahltxa 
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T.  Carlisle,  Etq„  ChOtea. 

St.  LeoiiArds-oii-a«a:  April  SB,  IMt 
Oh,  my  husband  I  I  am  suffering  torments  I  each  day  I  suffer 
more  horribly.  Oil,  I  would  like  you  l)e8ide  me  1  I  am  terribly 
alone.  But  I  don't  want  to  interrupt  your  work.  I  will  wait  tfll 
we  are  in  our  own  hired  house;  and  then  if  am  no  better,  you  must 
come  for  a  day. 

Tour  own  wretched 

lb  the  Mitm  Welsh,  Edinburgh. 

St.  LeonArds-on-Sea:i  end  of  April,  1861 
My  own  dear  Aunts, — I  take  you  to  my  heart  and  kiss  you  fondly 
one  after  another.    God  knows  if  we  shall  ever  meet  again ;  and 
His  will  be  done  I    My  doctor  has  hopes  of  my  recovery,  but  I  my- 
self  am  not  hopeful ;  my  sufferings  are  terrible. 

The  malady  is  in  my  womb — you  may  fancy.  It  is  the  conse- 
quence of  that  unlucky  fall;  no  disease  there,  the  doctors  say,  but 
some  nervous  deraDgement.  Oh,  what  I  have  suffered,  my  aunts! 
what  I  may  still  have  to  suffer!  Pray  for  me  that  I  may  be  ena- 
bled to  endure. 

Don't  write  to  myself:  reading  letters  excites  me  too  much. 
And  Maggie  tells  mo  all  I  should  hear.  I  commit  you  to  the  Lord's 
keeping,  whether  I  live  or  die.  Ah,  my  aunts,  I  shall  die ;  that  is 
my  belief! 

Jane  Cabltle. 

LETTER  283. 

With  a  violent  effort  of  packing  jiud  scheming  (e.g.,  a  box  of 
books  with  cross-bars  in  it,  and  shelves  which  were  to  be  put  in, 
and  make  the  box  a  press,  *fec.  &c.),  in  all  which  Larkin  and  Mag- 
gie Welsh  assisted  diligently,  I  got  down  to  Marina  on  one  of  the 
first  days  of  M.iy.  Dreary  and  tragic  was  our  actual  situation 
there,  but  we  strove  to  be  of  hope,  and  were  all  fixedly  intent  to  do 
our  best.  The  house  was  new,  clean,  light  enough,  and  well  aired; 
otherwise  paltry  in  the  extreme — small,  misbuilt every  inch  of  it:  a 
despicable,  cockney,  scamped  edifice:  a  rickety  bandbox  rather 
than  a  house.  But  that  did  not  much  concern  us.  tenants  only  for 
a  month  or  two — nay,  withal  there  were  traces  tliat  the  usual  in- 
habitants (two  old  ladies,  probably  very  poor)  had  been  cleanly. 

>  Probably  still  in  Dr.  B-^'s  liouse  there.     The  next  letter  is  expressly 
dated  from  the  new  hired  house,    ^laggie  still  there,  but  just  about  to  leave. 
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neat  persons,  sensible,  as  we,  of  Ibe  Bins  and  mlseriea  of  their 
Ecamped,  despicable  dwelling- plsw,  poor,  good  soulsl 

In  a  sma!]  back  closet,  wiodr.w  ojiposiie  lo  door,  and  both  al- 
wnya  open,  I  bad  aoun  ^l  a  table  iredged  lo  flxUyi  bad  eeC  od  end 
my  book-box.  cliatiKiug  it  lo  a  book-prese,  and  adgUBled  myself  to 
work,  quite  loierablv  all  along,  tliough  feeling  as  if  tied  up  in  a 
rack.  Oue  good  bedroom  Ibere  nas  lo  the  top  story,  looking  out 
over  the  sea — this  was  naturally  here;  mine  below  and  to  rearward 
wai  Ike  next  best,  and,  by  euunlug  adjustmenta  curtains  impro* 
vised  out  of  ruga  nod  ropes  were  made  to  eiclude  the  light  in  some 
degree  and  admit  freely  llie  air  curreula.  We  made  with  our  knivea 
about  a  dozen  lillle  wedges  as  the  Orel  Ihin^  to  keep  Ibo  doors  open 
or  ajar  at  our  will,  Ibeir  owu  being  rarious  in  that  respect!  To  put 
up  with  the  house  was  a  rif[hi  easy  matter,  almost  a  solacemcnt.  In 
sight  of  the  deep  misery  of  its  poor  mistress,  epite  of  all  her  strir- 
ing, 

Tlie  first  day  she  was  dressed  waiting  m  j  arrival,  and  came  pun* 
fully  resolute  down  lo  dinner  with  us,  but  could  hardly  sit  it  out; 
and  never  could  atlempt  agitin.  With  intellect  clear  and  even  in- 
ventive, her  whole  being  was  evidently  plunged  In  continual  woe. 
pain  as  if  UDbearablc,  ami  no  hope  left;  in  spile  of  our  encourage' 
ments  no  steady  hope  at  all.  On  the  earth  l  have  never  seen  so 
touching  a  iigai'.  She  drove  out  at  lowest  three  or  four  times  a 
day— ultimately  long  drives  (which  John  took  char^  of  to  Battle, 
to  Be»hi!I  regions  seeking  new  lodgings — alas,  in  vainl).  Her  last 
daily  drive  from  four  to  half-past  Ave  was  nlw-ays  with  me,  my 
day  s  work  now  done,  Bhe  was  evidently  thankful,  but  spoke 
hardly  at  all;  or,  if  she  did  for  my  soke,  on  some  indifferent  mat- 
ter, naming  lo  me  some  street  oddity,  locality,  or  the  like;  those 
poor  efforts  now  in  my  memory  are  the  saddest  of  all.  beautiful  to 
mc,  and  sad  and  patbelic  to  me  beyond  all  Ihe  rest.  On  setting  her 
down  at  home  1  directly  atepped  across  lo  the  Itverj'  stable,  and 
mounted  (or  a  rapid  obligate  ride  of  three  hours:  rides  unlike  any 
I  have  ever  bad  in  Ibe  world;  more  gloomy  and  mournful  even 
than  the  London  ones,  though  by  no  means  so  abominable  even, 
one's  company  here  being  mainly  Qod's  sky  and  earth,  not  cockney- 
dom  with  its  slums,  enchanted  aperies  and  infernalries,  1  rode  far 
and  wide,  saw  strange  old  villages  (a  pair  of  storks  in  one)  saw 
Battle  by  many  routes  (anil  even  t>egan  to  undentand  the  Harold- 
William  duel  there.  Strange  that  no  English  soldier,  scholar,  or 
mortal  ever  yet  tried  to  do  it).  Battle,  town  and  monastery,  in  the 
calm  or  in  the  windy  summer  gloaming,  was  a  favourite  sight  of 
mine:  only  the  roads  were  in  parts  distressing  (new  cuts,  new  cock- 
ney scamped  edifices,  and  railways  and  much  dusi}.  Crowhlrst 
and  its  vew,  that  has  seen  (probably)  the  days  of  Julius  C^vsar  u 
well  as  William  Uio  Conqueror's,  and  ours.  But  that  is  not  my 
topic,  tn  the  green  old  lanes  with  their  quaint  old  cottages,  good 
old  cottagers,  valiant,  frugal,  patient,  I  could  have  wept.  In  the 
disastrous,  dust-covered,  cockneyfving  parts  my  own  feeling  had 
something  of  rage  in  it,  rage  and  disgujJt.  It  was  usually  after 
nightfall  when  I  got  home.  Tea  was  wailing  for  me;  and  silently 
ray  Jesnnie  (as  I  at  leogtb  observed)  to  preside  over  it  (ab,  mel  ah, 
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mel),  direcUy  after  wliicb  abe  wont  up  to  bed.  Ibstln^t.  E 
LeoDarda,  B&ttle,  Rye,  Wincbclseti.  Boochy  HeHd,  iatriosically  i 
a  beautiful  Tegion  (wlieu  not  cockney  fled,  and  turned  to  ulwnp  ai 
nasty  chaos  cmi  llie  murtar  tubs),  aad  yet  in  the  world  la  no  {ila 
I  Bhould  so  much  ahuddor  lo  see  agua. 

We  have  various  visitors — Forater.  Twiaieton,  Woolnar — ai 
none  of  these  could  she  see;  not  even  Miss  Dromluy,  whocanictirl 
for  a  djiy  or  more,  but  in  vain — except  the  lout  time,  just  one  hi 
ried  glimpse.  Nothing  could  eo  Indicate  to  wbat  a  deptit  of 
the  ever  guawiug  paiu  and  boundless  misery  had  sunk  tbia  uu 

brightest   aad   openest   or  human   eouU.     The  B fr^   continiH 

with  unwearied  klndneas  doing,  and  hoping,  and  endcavoutini 
but  iliat  also,  even  on  the  Doctor's  part  much  more  on  her  owi 
began  to  seem  futile,  unsuccessful ;  ^ood  old  Barnes  cbub  on 
(fast  falliug  into  imbecility  aud  finis,  poor  man),  said:  '  Ilal 
intriasically  Just  the  same;  however,  the  diacaac  will  burn  ilat 

A,tKiut  the  middle  of  June  (lease  was  to  eud  with  that  inouili.  ai 
her  own  bouse,  especially  her  owa  room  there,  had  gronn  borrit 
to  her  thuUKhtfi)  she  moved  that  we  should  en^ge  tUe  houae  till « 
of  July;  which  was  doue.  But,alas!  before  Juneendedthlngslu 
grown  still  more  intolerable;  sleep  more  and  more  impossible,  al 
she  wished  to  be  off  from  the  July  bargaiu— would  tbe  people  bai 
consentedr  (which  they  would  not) — so  tliat  the  question  wbat  . 
do  became  darker  and  darker.  '  If  your  room  at  Chelsea  bwlaBI 
papcrf '  somebody  sugge-ttcd ;  and  Miss  Bromley  bad  undertduo 
get  it  done.  This  of  the  '  new  paper '  went  into  my  heart  aa  nollUi 
else  had  done.  '  so  small,  so  bclplees,  falut;'  and  to  the  present  hoi 
it  could  almost  make  me  weepi  It  whb  done,  howerer,  by-uid*^ 
and  under  changed  omens.    Tbank  God. 

But  ia  tbe  meanwhile,  hour  by  hour,  Ihiugs  were  growing  inc 
intolerable.  Twelve  successive  nights  of  burning  sumtncr.  U 
wllliout  sleep:  morning  after  I  be  eleventh  of  Uiem  she  announ< 
a  Axed  resolution  of  her  own,  and  tbe  nest  monung  el«cutad 
Bet  off  by  express  train,  with  John  for  oacort,  to  London;  woi 
try  Mrs.  Forstcr's  instead  of  her  own  horrible  room;  but  would 
(we  could  all  see)  or  else  die.  Miss  Bromley,  who  bod  again  con 
she  consented  to  see  in  pasisiiig  into  the  train ;  one  momeut  only, 
squeexe  of  tlieband.  and  adieu.  Witli  a  stately,  almost  proud  Me 
my  poor  martyred  darling  look  her  place,  Jonn  oppoaile  bor,  ai 
abot  away. 

A.t  the  Forsier«'  she  Imd  some  disturbed  sleep,  not  mDCb;'«i 
next  morning  ordered  John  to  make  ready  for  Ibe  evening  Iraia 
Dumfries  (to  sister  Uary's.  at  the  Gill),  and  rnslied  along  all  nigi 
330  miles  at  once— a  truly  heroic  remedy  of  nature's  own  prBenib 
inc.  which  did  by  quicksteps  and  strugelee  bring  relief. 

The  Gill,  sister  Mary's  poor  hut  ever  tind  and  generous  Ami 
habitation,  iaa  small  farmhouse,  seven  miles  beyond  Annan,  twi 
seveu  bcyojid  CarliBle,  eight  or  ten  miles  short  of  Dumfriea, 
therefore,  twenty-two  or  Iwcnly-four  eliorl  of  Tbumbill,  Lbmi 
both  of  wblcti  tho  S,  W.  Rallwnv  passes.  Scotsbrlg  lies  setnt 
miles  northward  of  the  Q\U  (ronil  at  rigjiit  angles  to  tbe  OuUelc 
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Domfriei  Railway):  passes  bv  Hoddam  Hill,  even  as  of  old— and 
at  £cclefecban»  two  miles  irom  Bcotsbrig,  crosses  Uie  Carlisle, 
Moffat  or  Calendonian  Railway — enough  for  the  topography  of 
these  tragic  things. -~T.  C. 

T.  Oarlyk,  Bkq,,  117  Marina,  8t.  Leanardi-on-Sia. 

The  Qfll:  July  15, 1861 

Oh,  my  dear,  I  am  quite  as  amazed  as  you  to  find  myself  here,  so 
promiscuous  1  I  hod  given  up  all  idea  of  Scotland  when  I  left  St. 
Leonards;  felt  neither  strength  nor  courage  for  it;  but  postponed 
projects  till  I  saw  what  lay  for  me  at  Palace-Qate  House.  I  found 
there  much  kindness,  and  much  state,  and  a  firm  expectation  that  I 
was  merely  passing  through !  And  if  they  had  wanted  me  ever  so 
much  to  stay,  there  was  not  a  bed  in  the  house  fit  to  be  slept  in 
from  the  noise  point  of  view  I  Cheyne  Row  full  of  Larkins;  and 
my  old  room  in  the  same  state:  horrible  was  the  idea  to  mel  The 
Blunts  perliaps  out  of  town;  London  very  hot!  I  did  sleep  some 
human  sleep  in  my  luxurious  bedroom,  all  crashing  with  wheels; 
but  only  the  having  hud  no  sleep  the  night  before  made  me  so  clever  1 
I  could  not  have  slept  a  second  night.  No,  there  was  nothing  to  be 
done  but  what  I  did — turn  that  second  night  to  use,  travel  through 
it,  and  not  try  for  any  sleep  until  there  was  some  chance  of  getting 
it;  that  night  on  the  road  was  nothing  like  so  wretched  as  those 
nights  at  Marina.  I  drank  four  glasses  of  champagne  in  the  night  I 
and  took  a  good  breakfast  at  Carlisle.  John  was  dreadfully  ill- 
tempered:  we  quarrelled  incessantly,  but  he  had  the  grace  to  be 
ashamed  of  himself  after,  and  apologise.  On  the  whole,  it  was  a 
birthday  of  good  omen.  My  horrible  ailment  kept  off  as  by  en- 
chantment 

Mary  is  all  that  one  could  wish  as  hostess,  nurse,  and  sister.  She 
has  had  something  of  the  sort  herself,  and  her  sympathy  is  intelli- 
gent 

I  am  gone  in  for  milk  diet:  took  porridge  and  buttermilk  in 
quantity  last  night,  and  slept,  with  few  awakenings,  all  night;  had 
a  tumbler  of  new  milk  at  eight,  and  got  up  to  breakfast  at  nine.  I 
am  very  shaky,  you  will  see,  but,  oh,  so  thankful  for  my  sleep  and 
ease— would  it  but  last!  John  went  to  Dumfries  yesterday  after- 
noon; and  all  who  had  been  about  me  being  gone,  I  felt  like  a  child 
let  down  out  of  arms,  but  am  contriving  to  totter  pretty  well  so  far. 
John  was  to  be  here  to-day  some  time. 

I  am  very  sorry  for  you  with  those  idiot  servants.    Mary '  proved 

i  Servant  now  (privately)  in  a  l>ad  way,  as  turnfid  onkl 
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herself  of  no  esrtlitj  use  to  me,  heeidca  being  auJkjr  uid  conoetted.  I 
Hsiy  Craik  is  jour  only  present  el*/;  kiss  her  for  me,  dear,  kind,  J 
good  girl.  I  will  wi'iK  to  her  aexi.  1  lun  so  aoiry  ai  bsTing  hadj 
to  leave  her  in  such  a  mess. 

James  Austin  hud  already  got  a  nice  carriage  for  Huy  lo  drlTC 
me  about  in.    Oh,  Ihcj  are  so  Iciad,  aod  so  polite! 

Tour  own 


ExTHiCTS    F 


I  Lettkbh. 


Urs.  Carlyle'a  letlers,  during  the  reDiatoder  of  the  Bummer,  <_, 

a  sod  record  of  perpetuidly  recumDg  Guflerine.   The  carriage  Invh^ 
down  iu  her  second  drive  with  her  sister- in -Taw,  and  she  was  via' 
IcDlly  sbakeu.     Mrs.  Austin  gave  ber  all  (he  care  Ibat  love  had  li  _ 
beaton;  but  iu  a  familiouse  there  was  not  the  accommodslion 
wliicli  her  coudition  required,  and  her  friend  Mim.  RuseelJ  carried 
her  uS  lo  Uolm  Dill,  where  abe  would  be  under  Dr.  RuBsell's  In- 
medinle  charge,    A  scries  of  abort  extracts  from  tiie  tetters  to  ber 
buatiuud  will  convey  a.  sufflcleut  picture  of  ber  coadltioD  In  NhIj    . 
and  mind.    The  moal  touching  feature  in  them  is  Ibe  aHevtioa  J 
with  which  she  now  clung  to  him.    Carlyle's  anxiety,  at  last  awak^  1 
had  convinced  Uer  llial  uis  strange  humours  had  not  risen  from  % 
real  indiSerence.     John  Carlyle,  the  doctor,  with  whom  a 
travelled,  had  been  rough  and  unfeeling.— J.  A.  P. 


To  T.  Cirrlj/U. 

Holm  sat.  Jidy  S3,  1644,-1  have  arrived  safe.  They  met  me  tXM 
the  Elation,  and  arc  kind  as  so  many  are.  John  offered  to  accomrf 
pany  here,  but  I  decliued.  Fancy  him  Iclliu^  me  in  my  aganjrl 
yesterday  that  if  I  had  ever  done  anything  in  my  life  this  woulcll 
not  have  been;  that  no  poor  woman  with  work  to  mind  had  c 
such  an  ailment  as  this  of  mine  since  the  world  bcgani  ■  Oil.  taf  I 
dear,  I  think  how  near  my  motlier  I  am !  Bow  still  I  should  Xmm 
laid  heaide  her,'    But  I  wish  to  live  for  you,  tf  only  1  could  lin.l 

July  35. —Mary  Craik  will  go  to-day,  aitd  you  will  be  alone  with  I 
town  maida;  and  if  I  were  there  I  could  but  add  to  your  trouhlea.  f 
We  are  sorely  tried,  and  God  alone  knows  What  the  end  will  l 
It  ia  no  woudec  if  my  slock  of  hope  and  courage  is  quite  worn  out.  1 

■  Poor  John  I  «eIl-lDlen(Uiic.butwlUihaaduii<»ascloiul7rouch,a*eo 
aa  Id  Ihli  but  InMaace,  trhlch  ahe  Derw  oould  target  agahi, 
'0&,awirenl 


JANE  WELSH  CAHLTLE.  225 

JvHy  27. — I  could  not  write  yesterday;  I  was  too  ill  and  desper- 
ate. Again,  without  assignable  cause,  I  bad  got  no  wink  of  sleep. 
I  am  terribly  weak.  If  I  had  not  such  kind  people  beside  me  I 
should  be  wretched  indeed.  I  do  not  feel  so  agitated  by  the  sights 
about  here  as  I  used  to  do.  I  seem  already  to  belong  to  the 
paased-away  as  much  as  to  the  present;  nay,  more. 

God  bless  you  on  your  solitary  way. 

Juby  28. — When  will  I  be  back?  Ah,  my  God  I  when?  for  it  is 
no  good  going  back  to  be  a  trouble  to  you  and  a  torment  to  myself. 
I  must  not  look  forward,  but  try  to  bear  my  life  from  day  to  day, 
thankful  that  for  the  present  I  am  so  well  cared  for. 

AugvMt  2. — I  am  cared  for  here  as  I  have  never  been  since  I  lost 
my  mother's  nursing;  and  everything  is  good  for  me:  the  quiet 
airy  bedroom,  the  new  milk,  the  beautiful  drives;  and  when  all 
this  fails  to  bring  me  human  sleep  or  endurable  nervousness,  can 
you  wonder  that  I  am  in  the  lowest  spirits  about  myself?  So  long 
as  I  had  a  noisy  bedroom  or  food  mlscooked  even,  I  had  something 
to  attribute  my  sleeplessness  to;  now  I  can  only  lay  it  to  my  dis- 
eased nerves,  and  at  my  age  such  illness  does  not  right  itself. 

AugutA  5. — Except  for  Uiis  wakefulness  I  am  better  than  when  I 
left  Marina,  and  it  is  unaccountable  that  I  should  be  so  well  in 
spite  of  getting  less  sleep  than  I  ever  heard  of  anyone,  out  of  a 
medical  book,  getting  and  living  with.  I  was  weighed  yesterday, 
and  found  a  gain  of  five  pounds  since  April.  If  sleep  would  come 
I  think  I  should  recover — the  first  time  I  have  had  this  hope  seri- 
ously; but  if  it  won't  come  I  must  break  down  sooner  or  later, 
being  no  Dutchman  nor  Jeffrey;*  and  I  fear  not  for  my  life,  but 
for  my  reason.  It  is  almost  sinfully  ungrateful,  when  €k>d  has 
borne  me  through  such  prolonged  agonies  with  my  senses  intact, 
to  have  so  little  confidence  in  the  future;  but  courage  and  hope 
have  been  ground  out  of  me.  Submission!  Acknowledgment 
that  my  sufferings  have  been  no  greater  than  I  deserved  is  just  the 
most  that  I  am  up  to. 

Oh,  my  dear,  I  am  very  weary  1  My  agony  has  lasted  long  I  I 
am  tempted  to  take  a  long  cry  over  myself — and  no  good  will  come 
of  that 

August  22. — I  have  no  wholly  sleepless  nights  to  report  now.  I 
don't  sleep  well,  by  any  means;  but  to  sleep  at  all  is  such  an  im- 

^  In  Cabanifl,  case  of  a  Dutch  gentleman  who  lived  twenty  yean  without 
sleep  t  which  I  often  remembered  for  my  own  sake  and  hers.  Jeffrey  is  Lord 
Jeffrey;  sad  trait  of  insomnia  reported  by  himself. 
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provement    I  coniinue  to  gain  flesh.    A declares  thai  in  the 

last  ten  days  I  have  gained  four  pouodsl    But  that  must  be  non- 
sense. 

August  26. — Walking  is  hardly  possible  for  me  at  present,  the 
change  of  the  weather  having  produced  rheumatic  pains  and  stiff- 
ness in  my  knees.  I  did  the  best  I  could  for  myself  in  buying  a 
good  supply  of  woollen  under-garments — not  new  dresses,  not  a 
single  new  dress,  nor  anything  for  the  outside.  The  mercaiy  of 
my  mental  thermometer  has  not  risen  to  care  for  appearances,  only 
to  the  hope  of  living  long  enough  to  need  new  flannels.  I  did  once 
turn  over  the  idea  of  a  new  bonnet,  the  one  I  have  having  lasted 
me  three  years!  But  I  sent  it  to  the  daughter  of  your  old  admirer, 
Shankland  the  tailor,  and  she  took  out  the  'dures '  and  pat  in  a 
clean  cap  for  tenpence! 

August  29. — The  thought  of  how  I  am  ever  to  make  that  long 
Journey  back  which  I  made  here  in  the  strength  of  desperation, 
troubles  me  night  and  day;  and  what  is  to  become  of  me  when  I 
am  back,  with  my  warm  milk  and  my  nursing  and  my  doctoring 
taken  away?  Oh,  I  am  frightened — frightened  1  a  perfect  coward 
am  I  become — I,  who  was  surely  once  brave !  But  I  cannot,  must 
not,  stay  on  here  through  the  winter.  Besides  the  unreasonable- 
ness of  inflicting  such  a  burden  on  others,  it  w^ould  be  too  cold  and 
damp  for  me  here  in  the  valley  of  the  Nith.  So,  dear,  though  I 
would  fain  spare  you  this  and  all  troubles  with  me,  I  must  go  to 
the  subject  of  the  papering  [of  her  room  in  Cheyne  Row],  and  you 
must  forgive  what  may  strike  you  as  weakly  fanciful  in  my  desire 
to  have  'a  new  colour  about  me.*  You  must  consider  that  I  was 
carried  out  of  those  rooms  to  be  shoved  into  a  sort  of  hearse,  and 
(to  my  own  feelings)  buried  out  of  that  house  for  ever;  and  that  I 
have  not  had  time  yet,  nor  got  strength  enough  yet,  to  shake  off 
the  a-ssociations  that  make  those  rooms  terrible  for  me.  To  give 
them  somewhat  of  a  different  appearance  is  the  most  soothing 
thing  that  can  be  done  for  me. ' 

^M^M«^30.— No  sleep  at  all  last  night;  had  no  chance  of  sleep, 
for  the  neuralgic  pains  piercin«?  me  from  shoulder  to  breast  like  a 
sword.  I  am  profoundly  disheartened.  Every  way  I  turn  it  looks 
dark,  dark  to  me.  I  had  dared  to  hope,  to  look  forward  to  some 
years  of  health— no  worse,  at  least,  than  I  had  before.  I  cannot 
write  cheerfully.     I  am  not  cheerful. 


»  Poor,  forlorn  darling!    AU  this  was  maziased  to  her  mlnd-aU  this  yet 
stands  mournfully  here,  and  sh&U  staad. 
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September  6. — Ob.  that  it  wits  as  e^y  to  put  tormentiog  IhougbU 
out  of  one's  own  head  as  it  is  for  olhen  to  bid  one  dotbalt  I  ninb 
to  heaven  you  were  deli'ored  from  Iboso  paper-bangers,  I  did  not 
think  it  would  bnve   been   eo  long  In  the  wiod.     I,  tbe   iintuclcy 

cause,  am  quite  as  sorry  for  the  botheratioti  to  you  as espressea 

hflTself,  ibougta  I  hnve  more  appreciation  of  tlie  terrible  bnlf-iasane 
■enaitivenese  wbicb  drove  me  on  to  bothering  you,  Ob,  if  God 
would  only  lift  my  trouble  off  me  bo  (ar  tlial  I  could  bear  it  all  In 
silenoe,  and  not  add  to  the  troubles  of  olherst 

Sepl»mi«r  7. — I  cannot  write,  I  have  passed  a  terrible  nigbt. 
SleeplesBiiess  and  restlesBucsg  and  tbe  old  pain  (worse  than  it  has 
ever  been  siace  I  came  here}:  and,  in  nddltiou  to  ell  that,  an  inward 
blackness  of  darlcaess.  Am  I  going  to  have  another  winter  like 
the  last?  I  cannot  live  through  anotlier  sucb  time:  my  reason,  at 
least,  cannot  live  through  it,    Ob,  God  bless  you  and  help  me! 

BepUnit^  9. — I  am  very  stupid  and  low.  Ood  can  raise  me  up 
agUn;  Init  will  He?  Oh,  I  am  weary,  wcnry!  My  dear,  nhcn  I 
have  been  giving  directions  about  tbe  house  then  a  feeling  like  a 
great  black  wave  will  roll  over  my  breast,  and  I  say  to  myself, 
whatever  pains  be  taken  to  gratify  me,  shall  I  ever  more  have  a 
day  of  ease,  of  piiinlessness,  or  a  night  of  sweet  rest,  in  that  house,  or 
in  any  house  but  tlie  dark  narrow  one  where  I  shall  arrive  at  last. 

Septeti^er  I6.~0h,  if  there  was  any  sleep  to  be  got  in  that  bed 
wherever  it  atandsl  [alluding  to  a  change  in  tbe  position  of  her  bod 
at  Chelsea.]  But  it  looks  to  my  excited  imagination,  that  bed  I 
waa  born  in,  like  n  sort  of  iastrument  of  red-hot  torture;  after  all 
those  nights  tbiit  I  lay  meditating  on  self-destruction  as  my  only 
escape  from  iusaoiiy.  Oh,  tbe  terriblest  part  of  my  suffering  has 
not  been  what  was  seen,  has  not  been  wttat  could  be  put  into 
human  languHgel 

Bepttmber  26,  1864.— Oh.  my  dear!  I  thank  Ood  I  got  some  little 
■leep  last  nightt  for  I  had  been  going  from  bad  to  worse,  till  I  had 
reached  a  point  that  seemed  to  take  me  back  to  the  time  just  before 
I  left  Marina,  and  to  give  to  that  time  additional  poignancy.  I 
had  the  quite  recent  remembrance  of  some  weeks  of  sucb  compara- 
tive ease  and  well-neaal  Oh,  this  relapse  is  a  severe  disappoint- 
ment to  me,  and  Oud  knows,  not  altogether  a  selQah  disappoini- 
ment!  I  had  looked  forward  to  going  bock  to  you  so  mucli 
Improved,  aa  to  be,  if  not  of  any  use  and  comfort  to  you,  at  least 
■  so  trouble  to  you,  and  no  burden  on  your  spirits! '     And  now  Qoil 

<  Oh,  my  poor  mortrr  darlincl 
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knows  how  it  will  bel  SomeliaMi  I  feel  a  dei^  MnziDoe  Ikil  I 
•m  yiogt'MsIng  towaids  Just  nioh  anottier  winter  m  tlio  iMtl  only 
what  little  oounige  and  hope  euppoited  me  in  the  beginning,  worn 
oat  now,  and  grpund  into  duet,  under  long  flay  eofleringl 

Dr.  RuMell  lays,  as  Dr.  B— said,  that  the  qiedal  miseiywiU 
certainly  wear  itself  out  in  time;  if  I  oan  onty  eat  and  keep  up 
my  strength,  that  it  may  not  wear  out  mel  But  how  keep  up  my 
strength  without  sleq>T 

Oh  dear  I  you  cannot  help  me,  thoa|^  you  wouldl  Nobody  can 
help  me!  Only  Qod:  and  can  I  wonder  if  Qod  take  no  heed  of 
mo  when  I  haTC  all  n^  life  taken  so  little  heed  of  Him? 

JfAok  is  coming  to-day  to  settle  about  the  Journey.  When  I 
spoke  so  brarely  about  going  alone^  I  was  much  better  thac  I  am 
at  present  I  am  up  to  nothing  of  the  sort  now,  and  must  be 
thankful  for  his  escort,  the  best  that  offers.  He  says  Saturday 
is  the  best  day.  But  X  don't  incline  to  arrlTing  on  a  Sunday 
morning,  so  I  shall  vote  for  Friday  night  But  you  will  hear 
from  me  again  and  again  before  then. 

Tour  ever  affectionate 

J.  W.  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  284. 
Thamai  (hriyle,  ChsUea,  London. 

Holm  HUl:  Wednesday.  Sept  98. 1661 
Again  a  night  absolutely  sleepless,  except  for  a  little  dozing  be- 
tween six  and  seven.  There  were  no  shooting  pains  to  keep  me 
awoke  last  night,  although  I  felt  terribly  chill,  in  spite  of  a  heap  of 
blankets  that  kept  me  in  a  sweat;  but  it  was  a  cold  sweat.  I  am 
very  wretched  to-day.  Dr.  Russell  handed  me  tlie  other  night  a 
medical  book  he  was  reading,  open  at  the  chapter  on  'Neuralgia' 
that  I  might  read,  for  my  practical  information,  a  list  of  '  counter- 
irritants.' 

I  read  a  sentence  or  two  more  than  was  meant,  ending  with  '  this 
lady  was  bent  on  self-destruction.'  Tou  may  think  it  a  strange 
comfort,  but  it  was  a  sort  of  comfort  to  me  to  find  that  my  dread- 
ful wretchedness  was  a  not  uncommon  feature  of  my  dis^&se,  and 
not  merely  an  expression  of  individual  cowardice. 

Another  strange  comfort  I  take  to  myself  under  the  present  pres- 
sure of  horrible  nights.  If  I  bad  continued  up  till  now  to  feel  as 
much  better  as  X  did  in  the  fixat  weeks  of  my  stay  here,  I  should 
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h«ye  dresded  the  return  lo  London  ae  a  sort  ot  suicide.    Now  I 

again  want  a  cliange— even  Uiat  changel     Tliere  lies  a  possibility'. 

U  leaat,  ot  benefit  In  it;  vrliicb  1  could  not  liave  admitted  to  myself 

had  all  gone  on  here  as  in  tliu  bcgioniog, 
I  am  very  sorr;  for  Lady  Asbburton,  am  afraid  her  faealth  it 

Irretrievably  ruined.     Pray  do  write  her  a  few  lines." 
I  It  has  been  a  chill  iniBt,  from  the  water  all  tbe  morning,  but  the 

^L  XUn  is  trying  to  break  through. 
^^'  6od  Mod  me  safe  back  to  you.  such  as  I  am. 
^B  Ever  yours, 

■*  J.  W.  0. 

^C,  LETTER  286. 

^P  ThoBtai  Carlj/U,  Chelaea,  London. 

Holm  Hill:  TliuradA)'.  Sept.  K.  IBS! 

This,  tben,  is  to  be  my  last  lulwr  from  here.  Wlitrc  will  tbe 
next  lett«r  be  from,  or  will  tberc  be  a  nexlT  Blind  molesi  With 
our  pride  of  insight  tool  we  can't  tell  even  tUat  much  beloreliaod. 

If  I  had  trusted  my  power  of  divination  yesterday  I  should  have 
renounced  all  hope  of  seeing  you  this  week.  1  had  to  go  to  bod  at 
five  in  the  afternoon,  in  a  sort  of  nervous  fever  from  want  of  sleep. 
The  irritation,  too,  unbearable!  That  clammy,  deathly  Bweat.  in 
which  I  had  passed  the  previous  night,  as  if  1  bad  been  dipped  in 
ice-water,  then  placed  under  a  cruahing  weight  of  frozen  blankelB, 
■eemed  to  have  taken  all  worm  life  out  of  nie.     So  I  gave  up  and 

vent  to  bed.    At  nigbt  I  took  one  of  Dr.  B 's  blue  pills  (the 

larger  dose  bad  ceased  to  be  beneficial)  and  about  twelve  I  fell 
■sleep,  thank  God  I  and  went  on  sleeping  and  waking  till  half-past 
seven.  It  was  hcoliog  sleep,  betiides  being  a  good  deal  of  iL  Ky 
first  reflection  this  morning  was:  And  there  are  b^gars — nay, 
Ibere  ore  blackguards,  or  bolli  in  une — who  get  every  nigbt  of 
Iheir  lives  far  better  sleep  than  even  this,  which  is  such  un  un- 
iMe  mercy  to  me.    Aeh!  it  is  no  discovery  that  much  la  this 

irld  quite  surpasses  one's  human  comprehension. 

I  have  been  thrown  out  of  my  reckoning.  I  had  calculated  that 
On  the  principle  of  a  bod  night,  and  a  leas  bad,  the  less  bad  would 
fall  to-nighl;  and  that  I  should  have  some  sleep  in  me  to  start  with. 
But  two  waking  nights  coming  together  changes  the  order:  uui  to- 
night, in  the  course  of  nature  (second  nature),  no  rest  is  to  be  ez- 
kpecKd. 


'       their  ] 

■imrld 
ft  I  ha 
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Tell  Mary  I  dow  take  coffee  to  breakfast  (John  takes  t««):  ud 
to  have  a  liltle  cream  in  Ibe  house  thai  nne  may  hU  soft. 

And  DOW  good-byo  till  we  meet.  Oh.  that  I  hod  been  a  day  and 
□Ight  (sod  the  night  n  good  one)  in  the  bouse!  No  mortal  can 
imagine  the  thnugbts  of  niy  heart  iu  retuming  there,  where  I  wu 
buried  from!  and  my  life  slill  unrenewed!  only  the  hope,  often 
OTurcast,  that  it  ia  in  the  way  of  being  renewed. 

Toui  ever  aflectiooate 

jAm  Casltls. 

Uy  little  maid  asked  me  thismoraing,  when  about  to  draw  on  my 
■tookings:  '  What  d'ye  iIiinkT  wouldn't  it  be  a  good  thing  to  hao 
the  laea  (toes)  clippet  again,  afore  ye  gang  away?  '  I  shall  so  mlM 
that  kind,  thoughtfol  ^rl  I 

r^TTER  asa. 

Salurday,  October  1,  1864,  a  mild,  clear  (not  sunny)  day.  John 
brought  her  home  to  me  again  to  this  door — by  far  the  glnildcst 
sight  I  shall  ever  see  there,  if  gladnesa  were  the  name  of  any  fli^t 
now  in  store  for  me.  A  (aiol,  kind,  timid  smile  was  on  her  fuoe, 
as  if  afraid  to  lielieve  fully  t  hut  the  despair  had  vanished  from  liw 
looka  altogether,  and  she  was  brought  back  to  me,  my  own  again 
as  before. 

During  all  this  black  intervall  had  been  continuing  my  '  coma- 
tose flight '  without  iutermiMion.  and  was  not  yet  by  four  monibs 
f[ol  to  mad.  To  extraneous  events  my  attention  was  mumeutBiT, 
i(  not  extinct  altogellier;  for  monClis  and  years  I  had  not  wrillen 
the  smalleat  letter  or  note  except  on  absolute  compulsion.  Bill 
here  was  nn  event  extraneous  to  '  Frederick,'  which  could  not  b» 
estraneous  to  '  Frederick's '  biogrH)iher.  never  so  woru  out  aod 
crushed  into  stupefaction.  This  again  woke  me  into  life  and  hope, 
into  vivid  and  grateful  recognition,  and  was  again  a  tight,  or  llie 
sure  promlrie  of  a  light  from  alwve  on  ray  nigh  desperate  course, 
(Oh,  what  miserable  inapplicable  phrasing  is  this!  or  why  speak  at 
myselfataU?} 

My  poor  martyred  darling  continued  to  prosper  here  beyond  mjf 
hopes — far  beyond  lier  own;  and  in  spite  of  uller  wenknees  (whicTi 
I  never  rightly  saw)  nud  of  many  fits  of  trouble,  her  life  to  tlieveif 
end  continued  beautiful  and  hopeful  In  both  of  ns — to  me  roorv 
beautiful  than  I  had  ever  seen  it  in  her  best  dayi.  Strange  anili 
precious  to  look  back  upon,  those  last  eighteen  months.  a»  at  tt, 
second  youth  (almost  n  second  childhood  wilh  the  wiedom  ani, 

CCS  of  old  age),  which  by  Heaven's  great  mercy  were  conceded 
and  me.  In  essentials  never  had  she  been  so  beautiful  to  met' 
never  in  mv  time  been  so  happy.  But  I  am  unfit  to  speak  of  IhMt 
things,  to-iiay  moat  unflt  (August  13.  18G8!.  and  nill  leave  tli«  11^. 
teries  of  leitefa  (which  were  revised  several  days  ago)  lo  Mil  '  ' 
owa  beautiful  and  uagtcal  biot^  . 


( 
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Mri.  ttuufll.  Holm  mi.  Thornhill,  Duinfrieuhirt. 

&  Cbeyno  Row,  Chelsea;  Xoadty,  Oct.  S,  ISU. 

Ob,  my  darlingl  my  darlingl  God  forever  bleas  you — you  and 
dear  Dr.  Russell,  for  your  goodacss  to  me,  your  patieuce  wlih  me, 
MUd  All  Ibe  good  you  linve  lioae  vavl  I  am  better  aware  now 
bowmucb  I  bavegnioed  Ibau  I  was  before  Uiis  journey  ^  howmucb 
Btrouger  I  uiu,  bolU  body  und  miud,  lliuu  I  was  on  my  journey  lo 
Scotland.  I  felt  do  fatigue  on  the  jouiuey  doiru.  but  I  made  up 
iCor  il  in  nervous  escileoieDtl  Ou  the  journey  up,  all  my  nervoua- 
r  wben  I  bad  parted  wiib  you  two.    Even  when  at- 

red  at  my  own  door  (wliicli  I  bad  always  looked  forward  to  as  a 
"^nost  terrible  momeut,  rememliering  the  hearse-like  fashioo  in  whicb 
1  waa  carried  away  from  it)  I  could  poeaeBS  my  soul  in  quiet,  and 
meet  the  excited  people  wtio  rushed  out  to  me,  as  gladly  aa  if  Ihad 
been  returned  from  any  ordinary  plenaure  excurBioul 

Very  excited  people  Ibey  were.  Dr.  C.  bad  alupidly  told  his 
brother  lie  migUt  look  for  us  about  len,  and,  as  we  did  not  arrive 
tUl  baU  after  eleven,  Mr.  C.  had  settled  it  ia  bis  own  mind  that  I 
bad  been  taken  ill  somewhere  ou  Ibe  road,  and  was  momentarily 
expecting  a  telegram  to  snj  I  was  dead.  So  iie  rushed  out  in  bis 
dreaunK-gown,  and  kissed  me,  and  wept  over  me  as  I  was  in  the 
Kt  of  getting  down  out  of  the  cab  (much  to  the  edification  of  Ibe 
neighbours  at  their  wiadows.  I  have  no  doubt);  and  theu  Ibe  maids 
appeared  behiod  him.  looking  timidly,  witli  Qusbed  faces  and  tears 
in  their  eyes;  and  the  little  one  (the  cook)  threw  her  arms  round 
my  neck  and  fell  to  kissing  roe  in  the  open  street;  and  the  big  one 
(the  housemaid)  I  bad  (o  kiss,  that  she  might  not  be  made  jealous 
the  first  thing. 

They  were  all  astonished  at  the  improvement  in  my  appearance. 
Hr.  C.  haa  said  again  and  again  that  he  would  not  have  lielieved 
anyone  who  had  sworn  it  to  him  that  I  should  return  so  changed 
for  the  better.  Breakfast  wa."  presented  lo  me,  but  though  I  had 
still  Holm  Hill  things  to  eut,  I  had  not  my  Holm  Hill  appetite  to 
eat  them  with.  All  Saturdny  ibere  was  nothing  I  cared  to  swallow 
btlt  champagne  (Lady  Asliburton  had  sent  me  two  dozen,  QratTate. 

In  tlie  winter);  so  I  took  the  B blue  pill  that  flrat  uigbt.  as  Dr, 

Rassell  bad  advised.  And.  oh,  such  a  heavenly  sleep  1  had !  awoks 
only  twice  the  whole  uiglii!  It  is  worth  while  passing  a  whole 
night  OD  the  railway  lo  get  such  blessed  sleep  the  nl^l  after.  Last 
nl^t,  again,  I  slept;  not  so  well  as  the  first  night,  o(  coutee,  but 
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wonderfullj'  well  for  me;  and  this  rooTning  my  breakfast  vas 
contemptible.     But  it  la  a  great  hardsliip  to  have  loM  my  « 
milk  In  the  murniug.     T  thought  by  paying  an  esorbllani  price  il 
might  Uave  been  obtained;  but  no;  the  stuff  offered  me  yetlenlaf  I 
at  eight  o'clock  it  waa  impoBsibla  to  ewnllow.    And  my  ponr  '  ints-^ 
rior,'  perfeetlj  bewildered  by  all  the  sudden  changes  pnl  on  tlmi^  J 
don't  seem  to  Iirtc  any  clear  idea*  left;  so  1  am  driven  bock  into.J 
the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  pillsl 

I  had  alwo-houre'driTeyeRterdByinBattcrseaParkandCIaphua  J 
CommoD.  When  one  hasn't  the  beauties  of  nature,  one  tam 
teot  one's  self  with  the  beauties  of  art.  To-day  my  drive  mii«t  be 
lowDWard:  bo  many  thlnge  wanted  at  the  sbopsi  Tliere  is  hardly 
a  kitchen  utensil  left  unbroken :  all  broken  by  '  I  can't  imagine  who 
did  itt '  Stilt,  it  might  have  been  worse;  Lliere  seems  !□  have  been 
no  serious  miscliicf  done. 

Wiisn't  it  curious  to  have  your  eternal  '  Simpson '  given  i 
fellow -traveller  I 

Oh,  my  darling,  if  1  might  continue  just  as  well  as  I  am  Dowlg 
But  that  Is  not  lo  be  hoped.     Anyhow,  I  shall  always  feel  >a  it  I. 
owed  my  life  chiefly  to  your  husband  aud  you,  who  procured  m  1 
HUCh  reit  as  I  oould  have  had  nowhere  else  in  llio  world. 
Your  own 

J4NB  W.  C. 


Mri.  RUMtU.  Balm  BiU.  Thoi-nhm.  DumfrtemAirt. 

e  Chfyne  Row,  Chel»e«:  Thoredsy.  Oct.  fl.  18M. 

Dearest,— At  Ilolni  Hill,  at  this  hour,  I  should  have  jitst  druokl 
tny  glass  of  wine,  and  been  sitting  down  at  the  dioingrDom  tablv'V 
to  write  the  dally  letter  to  Mr.  C.  The  likcst  thing  I  can  do  here  i>  I 
to  sit  down  at  the  drawing-room  table  and  write  to  jou.  I  fed  Iha  J 
same  sort  of  reHpoosihitity  for  myself  to  you.  as  to  him,  and  to  yocfl 
only,  of  all  people  alivel  and  feel,  too,  the  some  certainty  of  b«inf  V 
read  with  aniious  interest.  Oh,  my  dear  Mary,  it  is  an  nni 
able  btesimg  to  have  such  a  friend  as  you  are  lo  met  Often,  J 
when  I  have  felt  unusually  free  from  my  misery  of  late,  it  hii^l 
seemed  to  roe  that  I  could  not  be  grateful  enough  lo  6od  for  tliC  W 
mercy;  unless  He  im^pired  me  with  a  spirituiit  gratitude,  far  abova  J 
the  mere  tepid  human  gratitude  I  offered  Him  I  And  Just  so  with  1 
J'ou :  I  feel  OS  if  i  needed  God's  help  to  make  me  humanly  capkblf  I 
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of  the  sort  of  sacred  thankfulness  I  ought  to  feel  for  such  a  friend 
as  yourself  !  I  wanted  to  say  to  you  and  your  dear  husband  some- 
thing like  this  when  I  came  away,  but  words  choked  themselves  in 
my  throat  at  parting. 

I  have  been  wonderfully  well  since  I  came  home;  have  slept 
pretty  well — not  as  on  the  first  night  (that  was  sleep  for  only  the 
angels,  and  for  the  mortal  who  had  travelled  from  three  to  four 
hundred  miles  through  the  night  I),  but  quite  tolerably  for  me, 
every  night  till  the  last.  The  last  was  very  bad.  But  I  had  the 
comfort  of  being  able  to  blame  something  for  it,  and  that  was  my 
own  imprudence. 

I  wearied  myself  putting  pictures  to  rights,  which  were  hung  up 
all  crooked  (Dr.  Russell  will  sympathise  with  me),  and  then  wor- 
ried myself  with  the  shortcomings  of  my  large  beautiful  house- 
maid, who  justifies  (and  more)  all  Mr  C.'s  tirades  against  her! 
This  creature,  with  her  goosishness,  and  her  self-conceit,  is  unen- 
durable after  little  Mary. 

Only  think!  I  get  my  new  milk  again,  at  eight,  as  usual!  Our 
Rector's  wife  keeps  a  cow  for  her  children,  and  I  have  a  key  to 
her  grounds;  and,  going  through  that  way,  it  is  not  three  minutes' 
walk  for  my  cook  to  take  a  warm  tumbler  and  fetch  it  back  full 
of  real  milk,  milked  into  it  there  and  then.  I  get  plenty  of  cream, 
quite  good,  paying  for  it  exorbitantly;  but  no  matter,  so  that  I 
get  it.  My  eight  stones  elevenanda-half  would  soon  have  had  a 
hole  made  into  it  without  the  milk  and  cream. 

I  go  out  in  a  nice  brougham,  with  a  safe  swift  horse,  whom  I 
know,  every  day  from  one  till  three.  And,  when  I  come  in,  I 
have  added  your  little  tumbler  full  of  excellent  champagne  to  the 
already  liberal  allowance  of  drink!  !  I  It  is  to  make  up  for  the 
difference  in  the  purity  of  the  air!   ! 

The  letters  Dr.  Russell  forwarded  were  from  Dr.  B and 

Maria  (the  maid).  I  send  tliem  back,  the  doctor's  for  Dr.  Russell, 
and  Maria*s  for  you,  to  amuse  you  with  the  girl's  presumption! 
My  'eternal  good.'  Help  us!  if  Maria  is  to  preach  to  me!  Here 
is  a  letter  from  Grace  Welsh,  too.  Everybody  'praying  for  me.' 
Bum  them  all — I  mean  the  letters — when  you  have  done  with 
them. 

CTod  bless  my  darling. 

Jajxr  W.  Cabltlb. 
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'  Cariosities  snd  niceties  of  a  cirilised  hooae.' — Old  phrase  of  my 
fatbers. 

*£iise*&' — Vadsme  EUse,  die  often  told  me,  was  an  artist  and 
woman  of  genius  in  lier  profession;  and  of  late  years  there  had 
sprang  np  a  mntnal  recognitioii,  wlddi  was  often  pleasant  to  my 
dear  one.— T.  GL 


SCtejne Bov, ChaioMi:  MondAy,  Oct.  10, 1861 
Dearest. — ^Natme  piompts  me  tob^in  the  week  with  writing  to 
yon,  though  I  hsTe  soch  a  pressure  of  work  ahead  as  I  can't  see 
daylight  through,  with  no  help  in  putting  to  rights;  for  my  large, 
beautiful  housemaid  is  like  a  cow  in  a  flower-garden  amongst  the 
'curiosities  and  niceties'  of  a  civilised  house!  Oh,  thank  €k)d,  for 
the  precious  layer  of  impassivity  which  that  stone  weight  of  flesh 
has  put  over  my  nerves!  I  am  uot  like  the  same  woman  who 
trembled  from  head  to  foot,  and  panted  like  a  duck  in  a  thunder- 
storm, at  St.  Leonards  whenever  a  human  face  showed  itself  from 
without,  or  anything  worried  from  within.  Indeed,  my  nerves 
are  stronger  than  they  have  been  for  years.  Just  for  instance,  yes- 
terday, what  I  went  through  without  having  the  irritation  in- 
creased, or  my  sleep  worsened!  As  soon  as  I  was  in  the  drawing- 
room  George  Cooke  came — the  same  who  wrote  to  tell  you  of  my 
accident.  Now  this  George  Cooke  is  a  man  between  thirty  and 
forty;  tall,  strong,  silent,  sincere;  has  been  a  sailor,  a  soldier,  a 
Kew  Zealand  settler,  a  '  man  about  town,'  and  a  stockbroker!  The 
last  man  on  earth  one  would  have  expected  to  make  one  *  a  scene.* 
But  lo!  what  happened?  I  stood  up  to  welcome  him,  and  he  took 
me  in  his  arms,  and  kissed  rae  two  or  three  times,  and  then  he 
sank  into  a  chair  and — burst  into  tears!  and  sobbed  and  cried  for 
a  minute  or  two  like  any  schoolboy.  Mercifully  I  was  not  in- 
fected by  his  agitation;  but  it  was  I  who  spoke  calmly,  and 
brought  him  out  of  it !  He  accompanied  me  in  my  drive  after, 
and  when  I  had  come  home,  and  was  going  to  have  my  dinner,  a 
carriage  drove  up.  Being  nothing  like  so  polite  and  self-sacnficing 
as  you,  I  told  Helen  to  say  I  was  tired,  and  dining,  and  would  see 
no  one.  She  returned  with  a  card.  'Please,  ma'am,  the  gentle- 
man says  he  thinks  you  will  see  him.*  The  name  on  the  card  was 
Lord  Houghton,  a  very  o\d  tnend  'wViow\  -^^vv  may  have  heard  me 
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speak  of  as  Itichard  MflDOs.  '  Oh,  yes!  he  might  come  up'.'  No^ 
body  could  have  predicted  sentiment  out  of  Lord  Houghton  1  but, 
good  gracious  I  it  was  the  same  thing  over  again.  He  clasped  me 
in  his  arms,  and  kissed  me,  and  dropped  on  a  chair — not  crying, 
bat  quite  pale,  and  gasping,  without  being  able  to  say  a  word. 

When  the  emotional  stage  was  over,  and  we  were  talking  of  my 
saty  at  Holm  Hill,  I  mentioned  the  horrid  thing  that  befell  just 

when  I  was  leaving— the  death  of  Mrs. .     *  Where? '  said  Lord 

Houghton.     *  At Hall.'    He  sprang  to  his  feet  as  if  shot,  and 

repeated,  'Dead?  dead?  dead?'  till  I  was  quite  frightened.  '  Oh, 
did  you  know  her?'  I  asked.  *I  am  sorry  to  have  shocked  you.* 
'  Know  her?  I  have  known  her  intimately  since  she  was  a  little 
girll    I  was  to  have  gone  to  visit  her  this  month.' 

He  told  me  she  had  had  a  romantic  history.  She  was  grand- 
daughter to  a  brother  of  the who  was  Secretary  of  State  at 

Naples.  The  family  got  reduced,  but  struggled  bravely  to  keep 
up  their  rank  in  Naples;  chiefly  helped  by  this  girl  who  was  'most 
brave  and  generous.'  They  afterwards  came  to  England,  and 
here,  too,  it  was  a  struggle.  '  The  girl '  went  on  a  visit,  and  at  her 
friend's  house  Mr. saw  her,  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  pro- 
posed to  her.  *  The  girl '  shuddered  at  him.  He  was  a  coarse,  un- 
cultivated man,  perfectly  unlike  her,  and  she  would  not  hear  of 
such  a  marriage ;  but  the  father  and  mother  gathered  round  her, 
and  implored,  and  reasoned,  and  impressed  on  her  that  with  so 
rich  a  husband  she  would  be  able  to  lift  them  out  of  all  their  diffi- 
culties, and  make  their  old  age  comfortable  and  happy,  till  at 
length  she  g:ive  in.  Having  once  married  the  man.  Lord  H.  said, 
she  made  him  a  good  wife  and  he  was  a  good  husband. 

After  these  two  enthusiastic  meetings,  I  was  sure  I  should  get 
no  sleep.  But  I  slept  much  as  usual  during  the  last  week;  not  at 
all  as  I  slept  the  first  night,  but  better  than  my  fraction  of  sleep 
during  the  last  weeks  with  you. 

My  bedroom  is  extremely  quiet ;  my  comfort  well  attended  to 
by — myself.  I  miss  little  Mary  for  more  things  than  *  the  clipping 
o'  the  taes,'  bless  her!  I  was  at  Elise's,  to  get  the  velvet  bonnet 
she  made  me  last  year,  stripped  of  its  finery.  White  lace  and  red 
roses  don't  become  a  woman  who  has  been  looking  both  death  and 
insanity  in  the  face  for  a  year.     I  told  her  (Elise)  that  I  had  seen 

two  of  her  bonnets  on  a  Mrs.  H in  Scotland.     *  Oh.  yes,  she 

Ims  every  article  she  wears  from  here!'  'You  made  her  court 
dress,  didn't  you,  that  was  noticed  in  the  "Morning  Post"?'  *Yes, 
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jm,  I  dfiM ad  the  whole  tfarec    Mn.  H*f  dnneoittlnelniBted 
pomidil  but  ihe  doant  mind  ooat' 
Daar  loifv  to  tha  Doctor. 

Your  tflaotifliuilo 

J.'Qamvom, 

LBTTER  m. 

JMn  i^bnCfr,  Aff.,  Fahm-Gaie  Emm,  Emuiiigitik, 

5  Ohfljne  Bow,  ObetaM:  OefeolMrlili 
Dearest  Mr.  Forster*— Now  thai  Mr.  0.  has  me  heie  befora  Ui 

vfm,  in  en  upright  jxwtiue,  he  conaiden  it  not  only  my  hnalnwa^ 
hat  my  wifely  duty  to  answer  all  inquiriea  aboat  me,  mysdf.  I 
have  then  the  melancholy  pleasure  oC  infonnlng  you  and  dear 
'  Small  IndiTidual '  that  I  am  returned  to  this  foggy  ecene  of  tUafS 
with  no  intentions  of  farther  travels  for  the  present.  I  not  onfy 
'  stood '  the  long  night  journey  (they  always  bid  me  travel  by  nighQ 
very  well,  but,  as  on  the  Journey  down,  it  procured  me  one  night 
of  heavenly  sleep;  and,  as  nervous  illness  is  more  benefited  by 
change  than  anything  else,  I  felt,  for  the  first  week  after  my  return, 
even  better  than  in  the  first  weeks  of  my  stay  in  Scotland.  The 
almost  miraculous  improvement  is  now  wearing  off.  I  have  again 
miserable  nights,  and  plenty  of  pain  intermittently.  Still  I  am  a 
stone  heavier  (I);  and,  in  every  way,  an  improved  woman  from  what 
I  was  when  you  did  not  see  me  at  Marina.  But  you  will  soon  be 
here  to  take  a  look  at  me,  and  judge  for  yourself.  I  hope  yon 
won't  be  so  shocked  as  my  carpenter,  who  told  me  yesterday:  'I 
am  very  sorry  indeed,  ma*am,  to  see  you  fallen  so  suddenly  into  in* 
firmity  I  There  is  a  sad  change  since  I  saw  you  last! '  And  me  a 
stone  heavier! 
Best  love  to  her. 

Tours  ever  affectionately, 

Jake  Oabltlb. 

LETTER  290. 

7b  Mrs.  Austin,  The  OtU,  Annan, 

6  CheTne^w:  Tuesday,  Get  18, 18S1 
Oh,  little  woman!  you  will  come  to  our  aid,  if  possible;  but  if 

impossible,  what  on  earth  are  we  to  do  for  eggs?    At  this  present 
Mr.  C.  iB  breakfasting  on  Bhop.ege&,«ii^^oe«^\i%?^^'w  lt\  and  I  am 
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every  morning  expecting  to  beiir  in  my  bed  an  explosion  over  some 
one  too  (nt  gone  for  his  makiug  bituftelf  an  allusion  about  it.  All 
the  people  ivlio  kept  Con  1h  rouud  about  liave.  llie  maide  eaj,  dur- 
ing my  absence  ceased  to  keep  tbera,  nnd  the  two  eggs  from  Addla- 
combe  tluee  timca  &  week  are  not  enough  for  ua  both;  t,  '  as  one 
solitBTj  individua!,'  needing  three  in  ilie  duy — one  for  breakfast, 
one  in  Lot  milk  for  luncheon,  and  one  in  my  small  pudding  at  din- 
ner. When  I  left  Holm  Hill,  Mrs.  Russell  was  in  despair  over  her 
hens;  thirty  of  them  yielded  but  three  cgga  a  day.  Yours,  too. 
may  have  struck  work;  and  in  that  case  never  wind.  Ooly  if  you 
could  send  us  some,  it  would  bo  a  mercy. 

Only  tliink  of  my  gelling  hera  every  morning  a  tumbler  of  milk 
warm  from  the  cow.  and  all  frotlied  up.  just  as  at  the  Gill  and  at 
Holm  Hill,  to  my  inflolle  benefit.  Tlie  stable-fed  cow  does  not 
give  such  delicious  milk  as  those  liTlog  on  grass  In  the  open  air; 
bat  allll  It  is  milk  wiiliout  a  drop  of  water  or  anything  in  it.  and 
milked  out  five  minutes  before  I  drink  it,  Mr.  C,  says  it  is  a  daily 
recurring  miracle.  The  miracle  is  worked  by  our  Hector's  wife, 
wlio  keeps  two  cows  for  her  children,  and  she  has  kindly  included 
me  as  '  the  biggest  and  best  clilld ; '  and  with  a  key  inlo  their  garden 
my  cook  can  run  to  Ihelr  stiible  with  a  tumbler  and  be  back  at  my 
b^ide  In  tea  mlnules.  Indeed,  it  is  impossible  to  tell  who  is 
kindest  to  lue;  my  fear  is  always  that  I  shall  be  stifled  with  roses. 
They  make  so  much  of  mc,  and  1  am  so  weak.  Tlie  Countess  of 
Airlie  was  kneeling  beside  my  sofa  yesterday  embracing  my  feet, 
kissing  my  hands!  A  German  girl '  said  the  other  day,  'I 
ik,  Mrs.  Carlyle,  a  many  maiiy  peoples  love  you  very  dearl  *  It 

true,  and  what  I  have  done  to  deserve  ail  that  lovo  I  haven't  the 
remotest  conception.  All  this  time  I  have  been  keeping  better — 
getting  some  sleep,  not  much  nor  pood;  but  some,  better  or  worse, 
every  night,  and  the  irrilatioa  has  been  much  subsided.  Yeslerdny 
afternoon  and  this  afternoon  it  is  troubling  me  more  than  usual. 
Perhaps  the  damp  in  the  air  has  brought  it  on.  or  perhaps  I  have 
been  overdone  with  people  and  things;  1  must  be  more  careful  I 
have  always  a  terrible  cousciousoess  at  Ihe  bottom  of  my  mind  that 
at  any  moment,  if  God  will.  I  niuy  be  thrown  back  into  the  old 
agonies,  I  can  never  fee!  confident  of  life  and  of  ease  in  life  again, 
and  it  is  best  so. 

I  cannot  lell  you  how  gentle  and  good  Mr.  Carlyle  is!  He  is 
busy  as  ever,  but  lie  studies  my  comfort  and  peace  as  be  never  did 

■  Belchenbach'B  dau^ter,  probablf. 
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twfOK.     I  bnve  eng&ged  a  new  housemaid,  and  gireo  nmiagto 
the  big  beautiful  blockhead  who  has  Giled  thai  function  here  for 
the  hut  nine  months;  this  boa  been  a  worry  too.    God  bless  joa  all. 
Your  aSectionaU 

Jarb  W.  Cjlsltim. 

Ever  so  few  eggs  will  be  worth  carriage 


LETTER  291. 

For  years  before  ihia  there  had  been  talk  from  me  of  a  brougham 
for  her:  to  which  she  listened  with  a  pleaded  look,  but  always  ia 
perfect  silence.  Latterly  1  had  boen  more  slringent  and  inimedi- 
ate  upon  it;  aad  hail  not  I  been  so  smothered  uaUer  'Frederick,* 
Uie  poor  little  enterprise  (finaacc  now  clearly  pcrmlllilng)  would 
•nrely  have  been  achieved.  Alaa,  why  was  not  ItT  That  lerrtlile 
street  ncciilent,  for  instance,  might  have  been  avoided.  Bill  ibe 
continued  wlent  when  I  spoke  or  proposed,  with  a  noble  deliCMT 
all  her  own;  forebore  to  tiike  the  least  step;  would  ooteveDbyi 
shake  of  the  head,  or  the  least  twinkle  of  natirc  in  her  eyes,  pro- 
Toko  me  to  take  a  slop.  Those  '  hired  flya '  so  many  per  wed:, 
irhich  were  my  lazy  sueeedaTttam,  had  to  be  almoKt  forced  tipoa 
her,  and  needed  arKumeut.  It  was  in  vsin  that  I  Mid  (wliU  wu 
the  exact  truth),  'No  wife  in  England  deserves  better  U>  have  a 
brougham  from  her  husband,  or  is  worthier  to  drive  in  it.  Why 
won't  you  go  and  bu^  one  at  once?'  After  her  return  to  me  lu 
propriety  and  necessity  was  stilt  more  evident;  but  her  answer 
still  was  (and  I  perceived  would  always  be)  that  fine,  rliilimint 
sUence.  gr.itcful.  pleased  look,  and  no  word  spoken. 

Whereupon  at  length— what  I  ever  since  re<ion  sjnoiig  th< 
chosen  mercies  of  Heaven  to  me — I  did  at  lost  myself  atir  In  lbs 
matter,  and  la  a  week  or  little  more  (she  also,  on  siglil  of  tbi«, 
aklKully  co-operating,  advising  me,  as  she  well  could)  the  long 
Ulkedot  was  got  done,  God  be  forever  thauked  that  1  did  not 
loiter  longer!  She  had  tiiflnite  satisfaction  in  this  poor  ^ft;  irii 
houodlcssly  proud  of  it,  us  her  huahiind's  testimony  to  her;  bfr< 
lieved  it  lo  be  the  very  saving  of  her.  :in<l  the  source  ot  all  iha 
liealili  sbe  bad.  &c.  Ac.  The  noble  little  soull  So  pitiful  ft  bit  ' 
tribute  from  me,  and  lo  her  it  was  richer  than  kingdoms. 

Oh.  when   she  was  taken  from  me,  and  I  used   in  my  glooi 
walks  to  pass  that  door  where  the  carriage-maker  first  br«ugltt 
out  (or  her  approval,  the  feeling  in  me  was  (and  at  times  auH  i 
deeper   than  tears;   aud    my  heart  wept   tragically   loving   tcal^ 
though  my  gloomy  eyes  were  dry!     Aod   her  mare,  named  'Bel- 
lonal '    There  is  a  bitter-sweet  in  all  that,  and  a  pious  wealth  of 
woe  and  love  that  will  abide  with  me  till  I  die.     No  more  of  it 
hete(Augn8il4.  1869).— T.  C. 
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Mn,  Ruika,  Holm  WU,  ThornhiU,  Duntfrieuhire. 

5  Cheyne  Row,  Chelaea:  Monday,  Oct.  81, 1864. 

Dearest, — I  am  not  tied  to  two  hours  now  for  my  drive,  wbicli 
was  loDg  enough  to  stay  out  in  a  *  fly,'  costing,  as  it  did,  six  shiU 
lings!  I  have  now  set  up  a  nice  little  Brougham,  or  Clarence  (as 
you  call  it),  all  to  myself,  with  a  smart  grey  horse  and  an  elderly 
driver  (in  Mr.  C.'s  old  brown  surtout)!  I  was  at  half-a-dozen 
coachmakera'  yards  seeking  that  carriage,  examining  with  my  own 
eyes,  on  my  own  legs!  Of  course,  I  took  advice  as  to  the  outside 
quality.  Mr.  Fairie  and  the  livery-stable  man,  who  has  kept  Mr. 
C.'s  horse  these  dozen  years,  botli  approved  my  choice,  and  con- 
sidered it  a  great  bargain.  Sixty  pounds,  and  perfectly  new,  and 
handsome  in  a  plain  way. 

It  needs  no  unbleached  linen  to  protect  it,  being  dark  blue 
morocco  and  cloth  inside,  which  won't  dirty  in  a  hurry;  and  it  is 
all  glass  in  front  like  Mrs.  Ewart's,  so  you  will  see  finely  about  you 
when  I  drive  you  to  see  the  lions  here.  That  prospect  is  one  of 
my  pleasures  in  the  new  equipage.  I  have  nothing  to  show  you 
like  the  drive  to  Sanquhar;  but  the  parks  here  are  very  beautiful, 
and  I  never  drive  through  them  now  without  fancying  you  at  my 
side  and  seeing  them  with  your  fresh  eyes.  Mr.  C.  expects  to  ac- 
tually finish  his  book  about  New  Year,  and  then— plense  God  that 
I  keep  well  enough  for  it — wc  go  to  Lady  Ashburton's,  at  a  new 
place  she  has  got  in  Devonshire,  where  it  will  be  warmer  than 
here,  and  evidently  I  can't  have  too  much  change!  When  we  come 
back,  and  the  weather  is  fit  for  the  journey,  the  Doctor  and  you 
must  come. 

It  has  been  moist,  even  rainy,  of  late;  and  damp  seems  to  suit  mo 
worst  of  anything.  My  appetite  defies  quinine  to  bring  it  back, 
and  the  irritation  has  been  more  distressing.  Still,  I  am  no  worse, 
on  the  whole,  than  when  I  left  you;  and  I  force  myself  to  take  al- 
ways the  new  milk  and  the  custard  at  twelve.  There  is  a  weighing- 
machine  at  our  green -^ocer's,  at  the  bottom  of  the  street,  but  I 
dare  not  get  myself  weighed. 

I  don't  like  that  photograph  of  Mary  at  all.  The  crinoline  quite 
changes  her  character  and  makes  her  a  stranger  for  me.  I  want 
the  one  that  is,  as  I  have  always  seen  her,  a  sensible  girl  with  no 
crinoline.  I  would  like  her,  if  she  would  get  herself  done  for  me, 
as  she  is  on  washing  mornings — in  the  little  pink  bed-gown  and 
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blue  petticoat.    I  send  a  shilling  in  atamps  for  the  pfurpoae,  but 
don't  force  her  inclinations  in  the  matter. 

My  friend  Mr.  Forster  was  at  MCLller's  trial  the  last  day— eaw  him 
receive  his  sentence,  and  said  he  behaved  very  well.  When  the 
sentence  was  pronounced  he  bowed  to  the  judge,  and  walked  away 
with  the  turnkey.  But  at  the  little  door  leading  down  from  the  court 
he  stopped,  and  said  to  the  turnkey  that  he  wished  to  say  a  few 
words  to  the  judge;  and  the  turnkey  led  him  back;  and  he  said 
something  which  could  not  be  heard,  on  account  of  his  keeping  his 
hand  at  his  mouth  to  steady  it  Forster  said  the  only  sign  of  emo- 
tion he  had  given,  all  through  the  business,  was  a  quivering  of  his 
lips.  When  told  to  speak  out  he  removed  his  hand,  and  said 
courteously  to  the  judge:  '  I  have  had  a  most  fair  trial  1  bat  I  can- 
not help  sayiug  some  of  the  worst  things  said  by  the  witnesses 
against  me  are  gross  falsehoods.'  Then  he  seemed  to  break  down, 
and  hurried  out.  I  am  certain,  had  it  not  been  that  every  juryman 
felt  his  personal  safety  on  the  ndlway  compromised  by  the  ac- 
quittal of  this  man,  he  would  not  have  been  condemned  to  death 
on  the  evidence.  It  is  clear  to  everybody  he  had  no  premeditation 
of  murder,  and  that  Mr.  Briggs  threw  himself  out  of  the  carriage, 
and  probably  caused  his  own  death  thereby.  The  poor  wretch,  re- 
turning from  his  visit  to  his  '  unfortunate,*  having  taken  a  second- 
class  ticket,  had  seen  Mr.  Briggs  with  his  glittering  watch-chain 
get  into  the  first-class  carriage,  and  jumped  in  after  him,  thinking 
the  chain  would  take  him  to  America.  It  was  to  take  him  to  a  far 
other  land !  Curious  that  he  got  oflf,  that  night,  without  the  dis- 
covery of  his  ticket  being  second-class.  The  train  had  been  very 
late,  and,  contrary  to  all  use  and  wont,  the  tickets  were  not  asked 
for  in  the  carriages. 

I  send  you  a  nice  letter  from  Thomas  Erskine,  the  author  of 
many  religious  books — which  I  never  read,  except  the  first  ('Evi- 
dences of  Christianity ').  He  is  a  fine  old  Scotch  gentleman,  such 
as  are  hardly  to  be  found  extant  now.     Also  one  from  Lady  A. 

Love  to  the  Doctor.  Has  the  '  young  man '  from  Laich  been  to 
call  for  you? 

Tell  me  about  the  poor  woman  in  Thornhill  who  was  to  have  the 
operation.     Mrs.  Beck,  was  that  the  name  ? 

Kind  regards  to  Mrs.  Ewart,  and  compliments  to Mrs.  Mac- 

gowan. 

Your  loving 

jAiis  Cabltl?^ 
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Dr.  Otrlyle  left  for  Lancashire  this  morning.  He  will  be  back  in 
Dumfzies  shortly,  and  said  he  would  go  up  to  tell  you  about  me. 

LETTER  292. 
Mn.  Buuea,  Eohn  MR,  ThomMU,  DumfrieuMre, 

6  Chejne  Row,  Chelsea:  Saturday,  Not.  18, 1864. 

Dearest  Mary,— At  the  beginning  of  this  cold,  during  the  time  I 
was  constantly  retching,  and  could  swallow  nothing,  I  got  a  moral 
shock  which  would,  I  think,  have  killed  me  at  St.  Leonards;  and 
all  it  did  to  me,  I  think,  was  to  astonish  and  disgust  me.  I  told 
you  I  was  parting  with  my  big  beautiful  housemaid  because  she 
was  an  incorrigible  goose,  and  destructive  and  wasteful  beyond 
all  human  endurance.  As  a  specimen  of  the  waste,  figure  three 
pounds  of  fresh  butter  at  twenty  pence  a  pound  regularly  con- 
sumed in  the  kitchen,  and  half  a  pound  of  tea  at  four  shillings 
made  away  with  in  four  days  I  Then,  as  a  specimen  of  the  destruc- 
tion— ^figure  all,  every  one  of  my  beautiful,  fine,  and  some  of  them 
quite  new,  table  napkins  actually  '  worn  out'  of  existence  I  Not  a 
rag  of  them  to  be  found;  and  good  sheets  all  in  rags;  besides  a 
boiler  burst,  a  pump- well  gone  irrecoverably  dry,  a  clock  made  to 
strike  fourteen  every  hour,  and  all  the  china  or  crockery  in  the 
house  either  disappeared  or  cracked  I  To  be  sure,  the  housemaid 
was  not  alone  to  bear  the  blame  of  all  the  mischief,  and  the  cook 
was  to  be  held  responsible  for  the  waste  of  victuals  at  least.  But 
Mary — the  one  who  attended  me  at  St.  Leonards — though  the  slow- 
est and  stupidest  of  servants,  had  so  impressed  me  with  the  idea  of 
her  trustworthiness,  and  her  devotion  to  me,  that  I  could  accuse 
her  of  nothing  but  stupidity  and  culpable  weakness  in  allowing  the 
other  girl,  seven  years  her  junior,  to  rule  even  in  the  larder!  Ac- 
cordingly I  engaged  an  elderly  woman  to  be  cook  and  housekeeper, 
and  Mary  was  to  be  housemaid,  and  wait  on  me  as  usual.  Helen 
(the  housemaid)  meanwhile  took  no  steps  about  seeking  a  place, 
and  when  I  urged  her  to  do  so,  declared  she  couldn't  conceive  why 
I  wanted  to  part  with  her.  When  I  told  her  she  was  too  destruc- 
tive for  my  means,  she  answered  excitedly:  *  Weill  when  I  am  out 
of  the  house,  and  can't  bear  the  blame  of  everything  any  longer, 
you  will  then  find  out  who  it  is  that  makes  away  with  the  tea,  and 
the  butter,  and  all  the  things! '  As  there  was  nobody  else  to  bear 
the  blame  but  Mary,  and  as  I  trusted  her  implicitly,  I  thought  no 
better  of  the  girl  for  this  attempt  to  clear  herself  at  the  expense  of 
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nobody  knew  who;  especially  as  she  would  Dot  explain  when  ifoes- 
tioned.  When  I  told  Blow,  innoc^t  Mary,  she  looked  quite 
amazed,  and  said :  *  I  don't  think  Helen  knows  what  she  is  saying 
sometimes;  she  is  very  strange!* 

Well,  Mary  asked  leave,  to  go  and  see  her  family  in  Cambridge- 
shire before  the  new  servant  came  home,  and  got  it,  though  very 
inconvenient  to  me.  YHien  she  took  leave  of  me  the  night  before 
starting,  she  said  in  her  half-articulate  way:  'I  shall  be  always 
wondering  how  you  are  till  I  get  back.'  She  was  to  be  away 
nearly  a  week.  Mrs.  Southam,  who  sat  up  at  night  with  me  li^ 
winter,  my  Charlotte's  mother,  came  part  of  the  day  to  help 
Helen,  ^e  is  a  silent  woman,  never  meddling;  so  I  was  sur- 
prised when  she  said  to  me,  while  lighting  my  bedroom  fire,  the 
day  my  cold  was  so  bad :  '  Helen  tells  me,  ma'am,  you  are  part- 
ing with  her?*  'Full  time,'  said  I;  'she  is  a  perfect  goose.' 
'  Tou  know  best,  ma'am,'  said  the  woman;  '  but  I  always  like  ill  to 
see  the  innocent  suffering  for  the  guilty! '  '  What  do  you  mean?' 
I  asked;  'who  is  the  innocent  and  who  is  the  guilty?'  'Well, 
ma'am,*  said  the  woman,  'it  is  known  to  all  the  neighbours  round 
here;  you  will  be  told  some  day,  and  if  I  don't  tell  you  now,  you 
will  blame  me  for  having  let  you  be  so  deceived.   Mary  is  the  worst 

of  girls! and  all  the  things  you  have  been  missing 

have  been  spent  on  her  man  and  her  friends.  There  has  been  con- 
stant company  kept  in  your  kitchen  since  there  was  no  fear  of  your 
seeing  it;  and  whenever  Ilelen  threatened  to  tell  you,  she  fright- 
ened her  into  silence  by  threats  of  poisoning  her  and  cutting  her 
own  throat! ' 

Now,  my  dear,  if  you  had  seen  the  creature  Mary  you  would  just 
as  soon  have  suspected  the  Virgin  Mary  of  such  things!  But  I  have 
investigated,  and  found  it  all  true.  For  two  years  I  have  been 
cheated  and  made  a  fool  of,  and  laughed  at  for  my  softness,  by  this 
half-idiotic-looking  woman;  and  while  she  was  crying  up  in  my 
bedroom — moaning  out,  'What  would  become  of  her  if  Idled?' 
and  witnessing  in  me  as  sad  a  spectacle  of  human  agony  as  could 
have  been  anywhere  seen;  she  was  giving  suppers  to  men  and 
women  downstairs;  laughing  and  swearing — oh,  it  is  too  dis- 
gusting! 

God  bless  you,  dearest. 

Jaitb  Cabltlb. 


JAKE  WELSH  CABLTLB.  948 

LETTER  298. 
Jfr«.  RimeU,  Holm  EiU,  ThamhiU,  DumfHeahire. 

6  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  MondAj,  Dec.  90, 1864. 

Dearest  Friend, — If  it  is  as  cold,  and  snows  as  hard,  there  as 
here,  you  will  be  fancying  me  broken  down  if  I  don't  write  and  tell 
you  I  am  taking  all  that  very  easily;  driving  out  every  day  from 
two  to  three  hours,  as  usual.  Tbe  cold  is  not  so  trying  for  me  as 
the  damp,  I  find.  My  horse  has  not  stood  it  nearly  so  well !  I  bad 
him  roughened  the  first  day  of  the  frost  and  snow,  but  nevertheless 
he  managed  to  get  a  strain  in  one  of  his  hind  legs,  and  is  now  in 
great  trouble,  poor  beast,  with  a  farrier  attending  bim,  and  his  leg 
'swollen  awful! '  He  is  a  beautiful  grey  horse,  given  me,  whether 
I  would  or  no,  by  Lady  Ashburton;  but  young,  and,  I  am  afraid, 
too  sensitive  for  this  world  I  '  Whenever  he  is  the  least  put  out  of 
his  way,  he  goes  oft  his  food, '  the  groom  says.  Nobody  can  say 
when  he  will  be  fit  for  work  again— if  ever.  Meanwhile  I  get  a 
horse  from  the  livery  stables. 

The  most  spirited  thing  I  have  done  since  you  last  heard  of  me 
was  driving  to  Acton  with — Madame  Elise!  to  see  her  beautiful 
place  there,  and  tuke  a  dinner-tea  with  her,  and  back  with  her,  ar- 
riving at  home  as  late  as  six  o'clock!  It  was  a  pleasant  little  excur- 
sion.  Elsie,  as  a  woman,  with  a  house  and  children,  is  charming. 
It  is  a  magnificent  house,  with  a  dinning-room  about  three  times 
the  size  of  the  Wallace  Hall  dining-room,  and  a  drawing-room  to 
match f  both  rooms  fitted  up  with  the  artist-genius  she  displays  in 
her  dresses!  It  is  an  old  manor  house,  with  endless  passages;  and 
at  every  turn  of  the  passage  there  is  a  bust— Lord  Byron,  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  Pope,  Milton,  Locke. 

The  drawing-room  opens  into  a  conservatory  that  would  take  Mrs. 
Pringle's  into  a  small  comer  of  it.  There  is  an  immense  garden 
round  the  house,  with  greenhouses,  and  a  green  field  beyond  the 
garden,  with  sheep  in  it — clean  sheep!  A  middle-aged,  ladylike 
governess  took  charge  of  the  three  children:  perfect  little  beauties  I 
and  the  nurse  and  other  maids  had  the  air  of  '  a  great  family '  about 
them.  They  all  treated  '  Madame '  as  if  she  had  been  a  princess  I 
A  triumph  of  genius! 

The  only  drawback  to  my  satisfaction  was  a  dread  of  catching 
cold.  The  immense  rooms  had  immense  fires  in  them.  But  their 
size,  and  the  knowledge  that  they  were  only  lived  in  from  Saturday 
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ijr,  give  rat  kbuim  of  ctuU;  ud  Uten  ti«-     ^* 
ID  w»«  very  uaprudeot.     I  wenl  Ut  (•-■(  ■ 
■ad  mDcli  self-opbraidingi  but  g^'t  •^.uic 


DojoakaowttMboaleot  wUskf  7on  gave  me  kw  been  of  ih? 
pMlMtanI  Wsgs  affect  ooe  so  differcnUjr  al  diflereot  iii?Li.;? 
mMyaBammilale^iT  hk  M  Hobs  Hni.  Here  ii  calms  me.  and 
MpiBatoda^  Iwta«wMw|ioowftili»wwhMiawdwp«Mi 
rtort  yM|)lm.Md  lMT«fcMy.m^rt»  wiftgooa  tflbcl.  KAbm 
qafab^  aor  othw  ■edid— ^  at  pwwul,  anept  the  ivvl"Bt  I>i0>- 
ndf  acMlfearcto  Un  n«TB|^  Tte  poMA-vakr  I  Uht 
TCi7  HBiA  Witt  aifirlae  and  mx  Bilk,  aad  taka  ban  oaatotwe 
bocIlM  of  tt  CTCiT  ^- 

IlMTanatlMeawdikdvIa;  bBtldoat  Odak I oaa hava kM 
a^  moi^  aa  I  eat  better  rinee  tba  oew  eaok  took  »a  in  k«n±  Bbe 
coaUaqa*  lo  be  s  ma*  coaittetaUe  nrrant:  lodi  eonrta^l  iDcfe 
aqnaUlttj  of  temper!  ndi  obUgiogneal  and  all  that  eo  cbeapt  for 
the  weekl/  bills  are  less  than  when  I  had  ignorant  aemnla.  The 
hoase-maid  Is  also  a  good  Mirant,  bat  not  so  agreeable  a  one.  The 
droop  at  theoomenof  her  month,  indicating  a  plalntiTe,  em  peer- 
iah,  nature,  does  not  belie  her  I  think.  When  Hr.  G.  finds  faalt, 
instead  of  going  to  do  wliat  be  wants,  she  dies  and  sulks.  Wtiea 
an  7on  going  to  give  me  little  Har^T  Kj  campUments  to  her  and 
to  Lady  Macbeth. 

Vj  grateful  and  warm  love  to  your  husband.  To  yonndf  a  hun- 
dred kiMea.    I  viil  write  soon  again. 

Tonr  true  friend. 

Jam  Cabltls. 


IiETTER  2M. 
JA«.  BiutU.  Belm  BiS.  TheruAOl,  IhiinfrittAiFe. 

S  Cbepa  Bmr,  Cbttaem:  Dkl  tl,  IBM. 
Ob,  darling,  1  haTe  been  warning  to  write  to  joa  every  day  for  a 
week,  but  the  inlemipltona  have  been  endless,  and  the  unavoidBble 
letters  many.  On  Christmas  Day  I  thought  I  should  have  a  quiet 
day  for  writing,  Mr.  C.  being  lo  dine  at  Porster's.  But  a  young 
Qerman  lady  of  whom  I  am  very  fond  '  could  not  let  me  be  left 
alone,'  and  came  at  eleven  in  the  momiog  and  stayed  till  nine  at 
nfgbt;  and  then  our  Reclor — bless  him  I— came  when  he  left  church 
ajid  Mt  with  me  till  eleven. 
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I  wonder  how  you  would  have  taken  a  thing  that  befell  me  lut 
Tedueeday?  I  was  wiiitiug  berore  n  shnp  in  Regent  Street  for 
of  stationery;  and  n  j'oung  woman,  black-eyed,  rosy- 
!ked,  with  a  child  in  her  arms.  Ihrual  lieraelt  up  to  the  carriage 
riodow  Bod  broke  forth  in  a  piiroxysm  of  beggiog:  refusing  to 
■taud  aalde  evea  when  ibe  sbopman  was  showing  me  envelopes. 
Provoked  at  her  noise  and  pertinacity,  I  said  -  '  No,  I  will  give  you 
not  a  lingle  penny  ae  an  encouragment  to  annoy  otbera  as  you  are 
annoying  me.'  If  there  bo  still  such  a  thing  as  the  evil  eye.  that 
beggar-woman  flxed  the  evil  eye  on  me,  and  said  slowly,  and  hiaa- 
ing  out  the  words:  •  This  ia  Wednesday,  iady;  perhaps  you  will  be 
dead  by  Chrialmas  Day.  and  have  to  leave  all  behind  you!  Better 
to  have  given  me  a  little  of  it  now ! '  and  she  scuttled  away,  leaving 
me  with  lite  novel  sensation  of  being  under  a  curse.  ■* 

Would  you  have  minded  that  aftur  the  momeniT  1  can't  Bay  I 
look  it  to  lieart.  At  the  same  time,  I  was  ratlior  glad  when,  Christ- 
mas  being  over,  I  found  myself  alive  and  just  as  well  as  befot«. 

Or.    B writes   that  his  wife  had  been   dreaming  about  me 

again.  Bessie  is  a  most  portentous  dreamer.  If  I  had  been  told 
this  between  the  Wednesday  and  Christmas  Day,  it  would  really 
have  frightened  me.  I  ILink. 

My  dear,  I  have  got  five  drops  of  my  heart's  blood  congealed 
and  fastened  toi^cther  to  encircle  your  wrist,  ns  a  memorial  of  my 
last  visit  and  as  a  New  Year's  blessing.  I  am  hesitating  whether 
to  send  it  by  post  or  by  railway.  I  never  lost,  or  knew  personally 
of  anything  being  lost  by  post  eicept  the  Whigliam  builerfly,  so  I 
bad  best  risk  it:  tliere  is  sucli  confusion  of  parcels  by  rail  at  this 
time  of  year.  Only  I  will  not  register  it.  ns  I  alvrays  think  that 
Just  points  out  to  the  covetous  postman  what  is  worth  stealing. 

Please  lo  send  a  single  line  or  an  old  uewbpaper  by  return  of 
post,  that  I  may  be  aure  the  thing  has  not  misgone. 

Ever  your  affectionate 

Jass  Cabltlb, 

LETTER  295. 

n-ofllce  with  my 

nine  still  vivi3  lo  me.    I  was  not 

f  mood;  sad  rather,  mournfully  Lhnukful,  but  indeed  lialf 

ad,  and  utterly  wearing  out  and  .sinking  into  stupefied  collapse 

after  my  '  comatose '  efforts  lo  eotitinui'  the  long  flight  of  thirteen 

C«rs  to  JlnSt.    On  her  face.  too.  wlien  I  went  out,  there  was  a  si- 
Dt,  faint,  and  pathetic  smile,  which  I  well  felt  at  the  moment, 


Joyful  of  D 
killed,  and 
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uaMW«6*l  OllifiaMa^hidll  WmatoUMkiMrttottdiik 
what  AawMnSMubj  this  boo^  la  wUoh  >!»  had  no  ibMa^  ap 
lalwnL  nor  iDr  wan  at  >U;  aadwUbiriutiiobloaadpaCaetoM- 

<tf  lOmB  dw  bOM  b  an.    Hjownbarolo  UtOttwonMl 

tlar  tUilnak  hmI  hwIe  Into  ««r  new  dtpO* 

dnll  ailwM  of  bodj  Bad  ariDd;  aar,  ooea  «r 
I  lato  BBBaatuy  narti  cC  hnpilltaTT  nan  wUh  bar,  wtUA 
aow  otiea  bora  no  with  vida  lonorM :  Madame  BUaa,  ca.— I 
•oIUIt  nhued  to  allAt  at  the  ahm  iliere,  tbongh  I  saw  aod  fianr 
ihe  fcDtlT  wMied  itlud  rigbt  weU  daaamd  t^;  BnMnMM  liaaa- 
«■  (wlinh  dM  took  na  to,  alw^a  to  riad  to  gat  bm  iritli  bar,  and 
w  addoin  ooold).  Oh,  and,  omall  IfaaTa  maanbafad  Johana 
aad  UttoxMVi  on  thftin^t  of  that  Ktlia  cnuiltr  mon  than  Docat 
and  It  aoT  ohn  nagj  ever  rotoraed  to  me,  ought  aoma  iuj  iad- 


Hf  dear,— Tba  box  ii  oome,  tad  thii  Um«  tha  eggt  hara  bean  a 
great  succcas,  not  a  single  one  broken  I  Neither  were  tbe  caket 
broken  to  any  iaconvenlent  degree.  Already  they  are  half  eaten, 
by  myself.  Hr.  C.  wouldn't  take  a  monel  because  '  there  was  bat- 
ter in  them — a  fatal  mistake  on  the  part  of  poor  Haryl '  I  told  him 
1  believed  It  was  not  butter  but  cream,  and  do  'mistake  '  at  all;  as 
the  cakca  yoa  made  for  me  in  that  way  at  the  QUI  agreed  with  me 
quite  well  It  was  so  kind  of  you  to  take  immediate  note  of  my 
loD^ngl  My  dear  little  woman,  you  not  only  do  kind  things,  but 
yoa  do  them  in  such  a  kind  wayl  Uany  a  kind  action  miaaes  the 
grateful  feeling*  it  should  win  by  the  want  of  gradouaneas  la  tbe 

I  continue  improving;  but  a  week  of  terrible  pain  has  given  me 
a  good  shake,  and  I  don't  feel  in  such  good  iieart  about  tlie  Devon- 
shire visit  as  I  did.  Still  It  stands  settled  at  present  (hat  we  go  on 
tbe  90th,  Qod  willing.  For  how  long  will  depend  oa  how  Hr.  C. 
get*  on  with  his  sleep,  &c. 

I  Bhall  take  my  bouBemald  with  me  as  lady's-maid ;  for  I  shudder 
at  the  DoUon  of  being  at  the  mercy  of  other  people's  servanta  wben 
I  am  so  weak  and  easily  knocked  down.  Bhe  Is  a  veiy  reapectable 
wonuui,  the  new  housemaid,  and  both  slie  and  Hra.  Warren  (the 
cook)  wore  as  kind  to  me  as  kind  could  be  when  I  was  laid  ap.  I 
never  was  so  well  cared  for  before,  and  with  so  little  fuss,  atnce  I 
left  my  mother's  house.  It  is  a  real  bTessing  to  have  got  good,  efS- 
olent,  comfortable  servants  at  last,  and  I  may  say  1  have  eanud  it 
I7  tbe  aiuoimt  of  badMTWa\a\ba.v«cn&q,T<A. 
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I  have  a  great  deal  to  do  to-day,  and  little  Btrength;  so  good-bye. 

I  will  write  soon  again. 

Affectionately  yours, 

Jakb  Oabltlb. 

LETTER  296. 
ifn.  Braid,  Cfreen  End,  Edinlmrgh. 

6  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Feb.  14, 1865. 

My  own  dear  Betty!  Oh,  I  am  sorry  for  you!  sorrier  than  I  can 
say  in  words!  I  know  what  a  crushing  sorrow  this  will  be  for  you. 
I,  who  know  your  affectionate,  unselfish  heart,  know  that  the  con- 
solations, which  some  would  see  for  you  in  poor  suffering  George's 
death,  will  be  rather  aggravations  of  the  misery!  That  yo>i  should 
have  found  at  last  rest  from  the  incessant,  anxious,  wearing  cares, 
that  have  been  your  lot  for  years  and  years— oh,  so  many  years — 
will  be  no  relief,  no  consolation  to  you!  This  rest  will  be  to  you, 
at  first  and  for  long,  more  irksome,  more  terrible  than  the  strain  on 
body  and  mind  that  went  before.  He  that  is  taken  from  you  was 
not  merely  your  own  only  son,  but  he  was  too  the  occupation  of 
your  life,  and  that  is  the  hardest  of  all  losses  to  bear  up  under! 
Oh,  Betty  darling.  I  wish  I  were  near  you  I  If  I  had  my  arm  about 
your  neck,  and  your  hand  in  mine,  I  think  I  might  say  things  that 
would  comfort  you  a  little,  and  make  you  feel  that,  so  long  as  I  am 
in  life,  you  are  not  without  a  child  to  love  you.  Indeed,  indeed,  it 
is  the  sort  of  love  one  has  for  one's  own  mother  that  I  have  for 
you,  my  dearest  Betty!  But  here  I  am,  four  hundred  miles  away; 
and  with  so  little  power  of  locomotion  compared  with  what  I  once 
had!    And  the  words  fall  so  cold  and  flat  on  paper! 

I  have  been  dangerously  ill;  about  three  weeks  ogo  I  got  a  chill, 
at  least  so  the  doctor  said,  and  the  result  was  inflammation  of  the 
bowels.  I  was  in  terrible  agony  for  some  days,  and  confined  to 
bed  for  a  week.  I  am  still  very  feeble  even  for  me;  but  there  is 
no  return  of  the  miserable  nervous  illness,  which  kept  me  so  ruined 
for  more  than  a  year.    I  cannot  write  much. 

Give  my  thanks  to  Mrs.  Duncan,'  who  seems  a  most  kind,  nice 

woman.    I  will  write  to  her  when  I  am  a  little  more  able.    My  kind 

regards  to  your  husband. 

Your  own  bairn, 

Jeannie  Wblsh  Cabltle. 

>  Not  known  to  me. 


I 
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LETTER  397. 

Sesfwth  (near  Senton.  DevoDsbire)  ig  llie  Dowager  IaSj  I 
burton's  prelly  collage,  who  naited  for  \\n  Ht  Ihe  stalion  ihu  W*"l- 
QcsdaycveDiag,  and  waskinduissiiwlf.  It  was  Weil UHBdsy.  Mudi 
8,  1600,  wlieo  we  made  llie  journey.  Tliu  divy  wus  dry  imd  Kia- 
perate;  we  bad  a  carriage  lo  onr°«tves,  and  ihv  (ihougli  far  wtalt«r 
Ihan  I  liul  the  leoBt  idea  of — Btiipid  ID  made  no  romploiDt,  nor, 
isdeed,  took  any  harm ;  though  at  the  end  (Lady  AabburtoD  liar. 
ittg  brought  ttu  opeo  carriage  until  foe  Uie  coUlisU  CTeiiiitg  of  » ilar 
eo  urighi),  we  hud  to  wrtip  our  iciTalid  la  quite  a  heap  of  rags  aoa 
ghawls,  covering  her  reiy  face  Hud  head;  in  which  ebe  pauentlj' 
acquiesced,  nor  did  ahe  Buffer  by  it  afterwards. 

1  tliiuk  we  stayed  above  a  month ;  and  in  spite  of  the  nolw,  tb« 
exposure,  etc.,  stie  did  really  well,  slept  wonderfully,  and  wu 
chnnning  in  her  cheerful  weatneBS.    She  drove  out  almost  or  alto- 

K tiler  daily.  Sir  Walter  and  Lady  Trevelyan  were  close  oeigli- 
rs,  often  fellow-guests.  Sir  Waller  and  I  rode  almnst  daily.  <m 
ponies;  talk  innocent,  quasi -scientific  even,  but  dull,  dull!  Hy 
days  were  heuvy  laden,  but  had  in  them  something  of  hope,  njf 
darling's  well-being  helped  much.  Ah.  me!  nh.  met  We  dror* 
to  Exeter  one  day  (Lady  A.,  a  Miss  Dempster,  and  we  two):  Iiow 
pretty  and  cheery  her  ways  that  dayl  Lady  A  came  up  to  Londoa 
with  us.  From  a  newspaper  we  letiraed  the  deaili  of  OobdCB 
(which  may  serve  to  date  if  needed).— T.  C. 

JTrs.  Rum!l,  Holm  BiB. 

.  z  Se&forth  Lodgo,  Sealon.  D«ronihln:  Harob  M.  1M& 

Dearest,— I  was  to  liave  written  before  1  went  on  my  travels, 
but  adverse  circumstaaces  were  too  powerful.  First,  the  nniuea, 
which  I  think  1  complaine<l  of  in  my  lust  letiar,  kept  Increasing,  i 
that  I  had  no  heart  to  do  anything  thot  could  be  let  alone  till  the 
lost  possible  moment;  and  my  last  days  were  cramped  full  of  shop- 
ping,  and  pocking,  and  leave-taking,  and  settling  with  workmea< 
about  repairs,  and  white-washing  to  be  done  in  my  abeeDOe;  ta 
that  Duy  moment  left  me  to  hieaa  myself  in  was  devoted  to  lyin; 
quite  down  on  the  sofa,  rather  than  letter- writing, 

Wiien  me  started  on  Wednesday  morning,  with,  on  my  part,  otf 
sleep  '  to  speak  of,'  and  Ave  hours  of  railway  before  ns,  besides  a 
carriage  drive  after,  my  mood  was  of  thn  blackest.  But  Gcorjr* 
Cooke  was  at  the  station  lo  look  after  our  luggage;  and,  liAlfway,' 
the  sun  broke  out,  and  it  was  new  country  for  me  part  of  the  way, 
and  very  beautiful.  And  the  sheep,  bloss  them,  were  not  only 
while  as  milk,  but  had  dear  wee  lambs  skipping  beside  thaml  And 
Iberirer,  Chat  fallainto  tbeae&aeuV&te,  ^t&ticn.miiMit&dalue- 
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gisb,  like  all  the  rivers  (very  few  indeed)  I  iiad  seen  since  I  lc(t  dear 
Nilb — but  clear  as  crfslal,  and  bright  lilue.  And,  at  the  end,  sucli 
» lorcl?  hoiue.  on  a  higb.  ciifE  overlooking  tlie  bluesl  sea.  Aud 
such  a  lovetj  and  loveable  bt»iesiil  Solrvilf  '  Lhe  lutei  end  of  that 
iTOiiuui  was  better  than  the  beginning,'  1  am  glad  to  find  the  in 
sane  horror  I  conceived  of  tbeaea,  all  in  one  night  at  Bt.  Leonards, 
baa  quite  passed  avray.  I  !ove  it  agtkin  as  I  Iiad  nlways  done  till 
then;  and  ratlier  regret  that  no  sound  of  it  reachtis  over  tlic  clilT. 

But  there  is  oomething  I  want  to  aaj'  to  you,  more  intereating  to 
me  than  the  picturesque, — something  that  my  heart  is  sel  on — about 
your  coming  to  see  London.  I  know  you  would  make  no  diffi- 
culty for  my  sake,  if  for  nothing  else.  It  \s  that  calmly  obstinate 
busbnnd  of  yours,  who  carries  his  love  of  home  to  such  excess, 
thai  is  the  '  lion  in  the  way '  for  my  imaginatioD.  Yet,  if  he  knew 
how  much  good  I  expect  to  get  of  having  you  in  London  with  me, 
and  what  eSorts  1  will  make  to  repay  him  f  t  b'.a  eQorle.  lie,  who 
iaso  kind,  so  obliging  to  the  poorest  old  women  of  tiie  country- 
aide,  will  surely  not  resist  my  entreaties.  You  are  to  understaDd 
that,  besides  the  pleasure  of  the  tiling  to  me,  your  coming  at  the 
time  I  ask  would  Ik  doing  me  a  real  service;  Mr.  C.  is  going  on  bis 
travels  aliortly  after  our  return  to  Loudon  from  this  plnce — some 
two  or  three  weeks  hence,  if  all  goes  right  here,  and  I  am  to  be 
left  utone  at  Chelsen.  Accompanying  him  would  not  suit  me  at 
all;  indeed,  several  of  the  houses  he  ie  going  to  could  doC  receive 
us  l>otU  at  a  time,  as  we  need  iwo  beilrooms.  And  Uieu  1  should 
prefer  doing  my  ouling  (as  the  Londoners  call  ill  in  autumn.  So  I 
Bhdll  be  alone,  needing  company :  and  of  ull  company,  I  should  like 
best  the  Doctor's  and  youra.  Then,  when  he  is  away,  I  have 
plenty  of  house-room,  which  is  not  the  case  when  he  is  at  home, 
aeeing  that  he  occupies  two  doors  of  the  house  'all  to  himseltl' 
Ami  I  have  my  lime  all  to  myself  to  show  you  about  I,ondon,  and 
my  carriage  to  take  you  wherever  you  liked.  Oh.  my  dear,  it 
^^vould  be  so  nicel  I  liave  heard  you  say  the  Doctor  could  leave 
^■pe  bank  '  for  a  fortnight  whenever  lie  liked.  Weill  if  he  could 
^^Efit  Slay  longer  than  a  fortnight,  he  might  bring  you  up;  and  see 
^^Wid  do  all  that  could  be  seen  and  done  in  oue  foriuight,  and  then 
Uitve  you  for  a  good  while  longer.  You  would  liave  no  difflcuJly 
in  going  bock  along  the  road  you  tiad  come;  or  1  might  find  some- 


■  Dr  Russell's  epecUJ  employment  tor  jeais  1 
eountrr  bank;  but  his  gratis  praciiga  of  midici, 
In  that  reeloa.  canlluued  ud  oaathiues  llWBj. 


'.  ever;'  helpliil  Uiias 
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one  going  thai  direction  to  take  charge  of  yon;  or.  if  yoQ  vers 
yery  good,  and  stayed  long  enough,  I  would  go  and  take  diaige  of 
you  myself,  and  stay,  not  three  months  next  time  (!)  hot  a  we^  or 
two.  Oh,  my  darling,  it  would  make  me  so  glad!  Sorely,  smdr. 
you  and  the  Doctor  will  not  refuse  me.  Mr.  Cariyle  wpote  of 
writing  to  you  himself  to  press  your  staying  with  ua  till  he  t»- 
tums.* 

[JfoC  j^^mmQ  J.  w.  a 

LETTER  29a 
Mn,  BumU,  Holm  EOL 

Darling, — ^When  I  came  in  to-day,  and  saw  a  letter  from  you  on 
the  table,  I  felt  myself  make  as  near  an  approximation  to  a  WnA 
as  my  sallow  complexion  is  capable  of.  It  was  a  little  'coal  of 
fire '  heaped  on  my  head!  For  days  back  I  had  been  thinking  bow 
neglectful  I  must  seem  to  you,  making  no  answer  to  that  kindest 
of  letters  and  of  invitations,  written,  too,  when  you  were  ailing, 
and  'looking  at  the  dark  of  things!*  You  had  still  managed  to 
look  at  the  bright  of  7ne,  since  you  could  believe  that  my  presence 
would  *  cheer  you '  instead  of  boring  you.  But  it  was  not  that  I 
was  really  not  caring  to  write,  nor  yet  that  I  was  giving  way  to 
physical  languor  (though  that  has  been  considerable).  It  was  that 
for  the  last  week  or  two  I  have  been  kept  in  a  whirl  of  things 
which  made  it  out  of  the  question  for  me  to  sit  down  quietly,  and 
make  up  my  mind  what  to  say. 

Mr.  C.  has  been  sitting  to  Woolner  for  his  bust;  and  it  seems  be 
*  is  as  difficult  to  catch  a  likeness  of  as  a  flash  of  lightning'  is:  so 
that  it  is  a  trying  business  for  both  sitter  and  sculptor.  I  have 
had  to  drive  up  to  Woolner's  every  two  or  three  days,  and  climb 
steep  endless  stairs  to  tell  what  faults  I  see.  And  in  connection 
with  this  bust,  there  has  been  such  a  sitting  to  photographers  as  never 
was  heard  of!  Woolner  wants  a  variety  of  photographs  to  work 
from,  and  the  photographer  wants  a  variety  to  sell !  and  Mr.  Car 
lyle  yields  to  their  mutual  entreaties.  And  then,  when  they  have 
had  their  will  of  him,  they  insist  on  doing  me  (for  my  name'$ 
sake).  And  Mr.  C.  insists  too,  thinking  always  the  new  one  may 
be  more  successful  than  former  ones;  so  that,  with  one  thing  and 
another,  I  have  been  worried  from  morning  till  night,  and  post* 


Alas!  they  new  camo. 
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foneA  writing  till  I  Bhoiiiil  have  got  leisure  to  ihlak  wbat  wu  to 
be  written.  But  1  must  not  put  off  any  longer,  since  you  sre  get- 
ting uaeM7  about  me. 

I  nm  not  worse — indeed,  as  to  tlie  sickness  and  the  sleeplcBsnees 
I  sm  rather  l>eCler  in  both  respects — but  I  am  v^eak  and  languid, 
liaTC  little  appetite,  and  am  getting  ihinner.  The  licst  ILing  for 
me  would  be  to  get  away ;  aod  away  to  you,  rather  than  anywhere 
else!  1  know  that  well  unoiigh  in  both  ray  heart  and  my  head ;  but 
one  cannot  do  just  what  one  likes  liest,  and  even  what  is  best  fur 
one.  I  could  not  go  with  Mr.  C.  (or  several  reasons.  First,  hav- 
ing made  up  hia  mind  to  go  off  '  at  his  own  sweet  will.'  and  haTing 
nnderalood  that  I  was  to  eisy  behind,  he  would  now  And  it  a  great 
incumbrance  to  take  me  with  him.    Second,  I  have  invited  Dr. 

B and  Bessy  to  pay  me  a  visit  so  soon  as  I  have  a  bedroom  for 

them;  and  they  have  promised  to  come  for  a  few  days.'  About  the 
end  of  Hay  is  the  doctor's  leiaureet  time  at  St.  Leonai'ds.  Thij'd. 
Ur.  C.  wants  the  dining.room  papered,  and  fitted  up  with  book- 
cases  from  the  study  at  tlic  top  of  the  house;  which  is  too  long  a 
climb  for  him  now  that  '  Frederick '  is  done.  That  he  eipects  me 
lo  '  sea  to '  in  hia  absence.  And  how  long  it  will  take  me  to  '  see 
toit'  will  depend  on  the  workmen. 

For  the  rest,  I  am  uncertain  how  long  he  will  be  away:  if 
'months'  (as  he  speaks  of),  there  might  atill  be  time  for  mc,  after  I 
had  flnished  my  business  here,  to  rush  off  to  Holm  Hill,  and  stay 
■a  many  weeks  with  you  as  I  stayed  monthi  last  year.  I  should  so 
like  it!  And  Mr.  C.  wouldn't  object,  though  he  would  And  it  very 
Absurd  to  be  taking  sucli  a  long  journey  so  soon  again.  I  put  out 
mfieler  the  other  nlglit;  Hiss  Dempster  was  pressing  him  to  visit 
her  when  he  should  he  in  Forfarshire  (lie  is  going  to  Linlnlhen 
amongst  other  places),  and  I  said :  '  I  fball  perhaps  be  nearer  you 
tfaan  he  will  bel  Lady  Airlie  waajiressing  me  so  haril  lo-day  to 
come  to  Cortachy  Castle,  that  there  is  no  saying  but  I  will  follow 
him  north.'  'Indcedl'  he  said,  not  with  a  frown,  but  a  smite. 
And  I  added,  '  If  lie  stays  away  long  1  may  at  least  get  the  length 
of  Dumfriesshire,'  But  till  I  get  my  workmen  out  of  the  house, 
and  know  sometliing  definite  of  Hr.  C.'s  plans,  I  can  determine 
nothing.  Will  you  let  me  leave  it  open?  I  like  so  ill  to  say  posl 
lively,  and  absolutely,  '  No,  I  cannot  come  this  yeart '  Because. 
ytm  see,  having  a  character  for  standing  by  my  word  to  keep  up,  1 
ot,  after  an  absolute  'no'  suid  now,  avail  myself  of  any 


m         LBpmn  aitd  umuaai^M4» 


teBiate  tn  goiaf  to  yon  tiliioh  wmf  turn  «p 
kinto  a*  qntslioa  opeaT 

Howabiuxdl  IntelliDgjoiioatlieotlierahMllwirliMi 
I  qidto  forjgot  to  UMntion  nqt  ttUMft  iwioiii  iJliPiiit  tot  tta 
'wiiijii,  1^  right  WM  hu  fom  llM  tnqf  thai  la^  kfl 
yeni  «(i^  givw ne ooiMMmbto  pais,  MtlMilIoHBttllitvpQal^ 
€r  BudM  any  df oit  (mo^  ••  ringing  a  bdt  <yp«tiing  a  wUmImc,  JI& 
Ac.)  with  tt;  and  If  anyone  Aakw  aqr  tend  liaaitl]|jr,  I— dukkl 
CkBvIdina  JawVury  li  alwaya  aikfng,  *Hava  yo«  wriitem  to  Bfc 
BntoaB  yd  about  your  annt'  Bat  ilhat  «oaMI  aayoaa  do  bebai 
iSor  tbe  odiar  arm?  AH  that  waa  triad  waa  oMtaa  aaeapt  qnfaiaa; 
and  q:idn!na  dflitraya  my  datp.  Imnat  Jotl  iMpattwiD  BMadaC 
itadfwIhaoaMrdid.  Yonrafaraltacfcadfriand, 

LETTER  809. 

To^ay  (Angiiat  9, 1869)  I  bare  discoyered  in  drawers  of  pedestal 
these  mournfiu  letters  of  my  darling  in  1865.  They  had  lain  torn 
in  my  writing-case,  till  their  covers  were  all  lost,  and  there  la  now 
no  oorreet  dating  of  them.  I  baTe  tried  to  aave  the  sequence  and 
be  as  correct  as  Icould.  Here  are  the  cardinal  dates.  About  Mi^ 
90 1  went  to  Dumfries,  thence  to  the  Gill;  and  she,  here  at  home 
(couiageouB  little  soul  I),  begiiu  doing  tlus  room  (the  very  beauty  of 
which  now  pains  and  amazes  me). 

Beginning  of  May  her  right  arm  took  in,  as  her  left  had  done  hat 
▼ear,  and  um  patnfullT  went  and  came  between  Stieatham  and 
here  for  some  tmie  (perhaps  near  a  fortnight),  writing  with  her  left 
hand.  June  17,  slie  passed  me  (little  guesdng  of  her  In  the  lall) 
and  went  to  Holm  Hill;  very  ill  then  too,  still  left  hand;  and 
thence  in  July  to  Nithbank,  and  after  about  ten  or  twelve  di^t 
(middle  or  farther  of  July)  went  home  somewhat  bettor;  got  her 
roomdone,  recovered  her  right  hand,  and  went  to  Folkestone  to 
Miss  Bromley's  for  a  few  days  (which  proved  her  last  visit.  Utile  as 
I  then  anticipated).  Her  beautiful  figure  and  presence  welconiaa 
me  home  (end  oil  August)  will  never  leave  my  memoxy  naoie. 
— T.  C. 

T.  Oariyle,  Efq.,  TheBia,  Dun^Hm, 

6  dbnyne  Bow,  Wednesday,  Maj  tft,  MBl 

I  wonder  If  yon  will  get  this  letter  to-morrow,  should  it  be  put 
in  the  pillar  to-night?  Dear!  dearl  should  no  word  reach  you  tiU 
FridaJ  morning,  you  will  be  '  vaixed,'  and  perhaps  frightened  be> 
aides. 

llie  figure  I  cut  on  Monday  morning  was  not  enoonraglBg. 
When  I  had  cried  a  very  tttUe  at  beiag  left  l^  myself,  Ilay  on  the 
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Bofft  till  mid-day,  not  sleeping,  but  considering  what  to  do  for  the 
best  with  this  ann,  which  had  got  to  a  pitch,  and  was  reducing  me 
to  the  state  of  last  year  in  point  of  sleep.    And  the  result  of  my 

considerations  was,  first,  a  note  to  Dr.  B ,  urging  him  and 

Bessy  to  keep  their  promise  of  spending  a  couple  of  days  with  me 
as  soon  as  possible  ;  and  next,  in  the  meantime,  a  call  at  Quilter's 
to  order  the  old  quinine  pills  and  a  bottle  of  castor  oil.  If  I  am  to 
be  kept  awake  all  night  at  any  rate  by  the  pain,  I  may  as  well  haTe 
recourse  to  the  only  prescription  which  did  any  good  to  the  other 
arm-— even  at  the  cost  of  sleep.  That  first  day  I  also  called  at  the 
carpenter's,  to  lewr  himself,  for  he  '  had  great  things  to  do.'  Then 
on  to  luncheon  at  the  Gomms '.  Do  you  remember  I  was  engaged 
to  luncheon  there?  They  ha^e  a  beautiful,  large,  old-fashioned, 
cool  house.  And  the  luncheon  was  a  sonnet  done  into  dainties.  I 
brought  away  Lord  Lothian's  book  on  America,  but  have  not  yet 
read  a  word  of  it,  nor  of  anything  else — not  even  of  Mrs.  Paulet's 
novel,  nor  my  own  '  Daily  Telegraph.'  On  my  return,  I  came  upon 
Geraldine  in  Cheyne  How  ;  and  she  '  could  not  leave  me '  till  ten  at 
night,  I  '  looked  such  a  ghost.' 

On  Tuesday  I  had  to  take  Mrs.  Blunt  to  make  calls  at  Fulham ; 

and  then  I   *  did  the  civil  thing '  to  Mrs.  P .    F was  in, 

and  talked  much  of  your  'gentleness  and  tenderness  of  late,'  and 
the  '  much  greater  patience  you  had  in  speaking  of  everybody  and 
everything.'  And  I  thought  to  myself,  '  If  he  had  only  heard  you 
a  few  hours  after  that  walk  with  him,  in  which  you  had  made  such 
a  lamblike  impression! '  He  expressed  a  wish  to  read  Mrs.  Paulet's 
novel,  and  I  have  sent  it  to  him.  A  very  curious,  clever,  '  exces- 
sively ridiculous,  and  perfectly  unnecessary '  book  is  Mrs.  Paulet's 
novd,  so  far  as  I  have  read  in  the  first  volume.  And  Mrs.  Paulet 
herself  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of,  for  I  have  seen  her.  In  my 
saintly  forgiveness  and  beautiful  pity  I  left  a  card  for  her  yesterday; 
and  she  came  a  few  hours  after ;  and  (Geraldine,  too,  came  ;  and  I 
was  not  left  alone  till  half -past  ten,  when  it  was  too  late  to  write. 

This  morning  (I  don't  know  by  what  right)  I  expected  a  letter 
from  you,  which  did  not  come  till  the  afternoon.  And  positively 
I  was  almost  well  pleased  there  was  no  letter — to  answer,  for  I  had 
'  indulged  in  a  cup '  of  castor  oil,  and  was— oh,  so  sick;  and  besides, 
that  matter  had  unexpectedly  taken  to  *  culminating '  again.  Last 
night  there  had  come  from  Jessie  Hiddlestone  a  very  nice  letter, 
not  accepting  my  rejection  on  the  score  of  the  '  situation '  being 
'too  dull  for  her/  but  assuring  me  that  she  would  not  '  be  the  least 
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doll  and  discontented/  and  '  altogether '  thiowing  a  quite  difTerent 
and  rosier  colour  on  the  project  I  will  inclose  the  letter,  and  yon 
will  read  it,  and  tell  me  if  you  think  I  was  right  in  being  moved 
thereby  to  engage  her  ;  for  that  is  what  I  have  done  this  forenoon, 
in  the  middle  of  my  sorrows  of  castor  oil  I 

For  the  rest  I  have  no  doubt  you  will  get  better,  and  do  well 
there  for  a  time.  Perhaps  I  shall  take  flight  myself  if  my  terriUe 
nights  continue  too  long  for  endurance  and  this  wearing  pain  lasts. 
It  is  pulling  me  down  sadly  ;  and  neuralgia  has  such  an  effect  on 
the  spirits. 

One  thing  I  have  to  say,  that  I  beg  you  will  give  ear  to.  I  haye 
not  recovered  yet  the  shock  it  was  to  me  to  find,  after  six  months^ 
all  those  weak,  wretched  letters  I  wrote  you  from  Holm  Hill  *  dad- 
ding  about '  in  the  dining-room  ;  and  should  you  use  my  letters  in 
that  way  again  I  shall  know  it  by  instinct,  and  not  write  to  you  at 
all  I    There  ! 

Please  return  Jessie  Hiddlestone's  letter. 

Your  ever  affectionate 

Jane  W.  Cabltls. 

LETTER  800. 

To  T.  CarlyU,  Esq.,  The  HUl,  Duntfries. 

6  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea:  Saturdaj,  Maj  27, 186S. 

I  think,  dear,  you  must  have  lost  a  day  this  week — must  have — 
stop  I  No  !  I  should  have  said — gained  a  day!  You  bid  me  'not 
bother  myself  writing  to-morrow,  but  send  a  word  on  Saturday.* 
And  the  to-morrow  is  Saturday.  This  day  on  which  I  am  not  to 
'bother  myself  writing'  is  Saturday.  I  posted  a  letter  to  you  yes- 
terday at  the  right  time.  That  night  post  is  later  than  you  think. 
It  was  past  nine  when  Fanny  put  in  the  pillar  the  letter  you  re- 
ceived the  following  evening  at  eight. 

My  quinine  and  castor  oil  have  quite  failed  of  doing  the  good  to 
my  right  arm  which  they  formerly  did  to  my  left.  The  pain  gets 
more  severe  and  more  continuous  from  day  to  day.  Last  night  it 
kept  me  almost  entirely  awake.  I  often  wonder  that  I  am  able  to 
keep  on  foot  during  the  day,  and  take  my  three  hours*  drives,  and 
talk  to  the  people  who  come  to  relieve  my  loneliness,  with  that  arm 
always  in  pain,  as  if  a  dog  were  gnawing  and  tearing  at  it !  But 
anything  rather  than  the  old  nervous  misery,  which  was  not  to  be 
called  pain  at  all !  positive  natural  pain  I  can  bear  as  well  as  most 
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people.    But  I  wish  Dr.   B would  come  I    Perhaps  he  can 

deal  with  a  reality  like  this,  though  he  could  '  do  nothing  against 
hysterical  mania  I ' '  I  got  the  thing  he  mentioned,  Yeratrine 
liniment,  yesterday,  from  Qui  Iter ;  and  Gkraldine  ruhbed  it  in  for 
an  hour  last  night.    But,  as  I  said,  last  night  was  the  worst  I 

George  Cooke  said  you  desired  him  to  '  come  often,  and  look 
after  me  T  '  Perfectly  unnecessary  ; '  I  mean  the  desiring  ! 
Couldn't  you  fetch  up  Noggs'  to  Dumfries  ?  So  much  walking  in 
such  hot  weather  must  be  tiring. 

All  good  be  with  you. 

Touts  ever, 

J.  W.  0. 

LETTER  801. 
T.  CarlyU,  Eiq.,  Ihe  OiU. 

Thnraday,  June  1, 186S. 

Dearest, — 'Tou  must  excuse  us  the  day.'  I  really  cannot  use 
my  hand  without  extreme  pain ;  and  (Jeraldine  has  not  come  in  to 
write  for  me. 

I  am  just  going  off  to  Dr.  Quain  ;  since  Dr.  B is  postponed 

into  the  vague.  I  have  been  quite  wild  with  the  pain,  the  last  two 
nights  and  days.  To-morrow  I  will  go  to  these  good  Macmillans 
whom  you  sneered  at  as  my  'distinguished  visitors.*  None  of  the 
more  '  distinguished '  have  come  to  me  with  such  practical  help  and 
sympathy.  They  are  just  the  right  distance  off.  I  can  have  my 
carriage  come  and  take  me  home  any  day  to  look  after  the  house ; 
and  for  a  drive  as  usual. 

I  think  you  will  be  better  at  the  Gill  than  the  HUl,  in  spite  of  the 
grand  house,  if  you  can  only  sleep  through  the  railway;  and  do  not 
indulge  too  far  in  curds  and  cream  for  dinner. 

God  bless  you. 

Tour  lamed 

QOGDY. 


1  Bis  phrase  to  me  one  day  at  St  Leonards— in  that  desperate  time. 
•  My  saucy  little  Arab  (gift  of  Lady  Aidiburton). 
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LETTER  802. 

T.  CairlyU,  Etq,,  The  GiU. 

Streatihain  Lane:  *  Saturday,  June  S,  tt& 

Dearest,— You  are  so  good  about  writibg  that  you  deaerre  to  b^ 
goodly  done  by;  so  I  write  a  few  lines  to-day  '  under  difflcultieB,' 
though  you  gave  me  an  excuse  for  putting  off,  in  saying  you  oould 
not  hear  till  Tuesday.  But  I  must  study  brevity,  the  soul  of  irit, 
for  the  cost  of  physical  pain  at  wliich  I  write  it  something  you  can 
hardly  conceive! 

When  I  got  your  letter  telling  me  to  hold  my  liand,  it  waa  too 
late  1  I  had  set  my  heart  on  doing  one  more  stroke  of  woik  (my 
sort  of  work),  fitting  up  one  more  room  before  I  died.'  It  was 
all  very  well  to  say  'give  the  room  a  good  cleaning.'  But  no 
amount  of  mere  cleaning  could  give  that  room  a  clean  look,  with 
that  ooiy,  clingy  paiot  and  paper.  To  put  clean  paper  without 
fresh  paint  would  only  have  made  the  dirtiness  of  the  paint  more 
flagrant.  And  if  the  painting  was  not  done  whilst  you  were  away, 
when  was  there  a  chance  of  doing  it?  I  knew  I  couldn't  sleep  in 
wet  paint;  but  I  looked  to  finding  a  bed  somewhere:  and  the  offer 
of  one  here  came  most  opportunely. 

The  day  before  leaving  home  I  went  to  Dr.  Quain,  who  did  me 
at  least  the  good  of  being  extremely  kind,  and  eager  to  help  me. 
He  said  I  had  'much  fever;*  and  gave  me  a  prescription  for  that, 
and  two  other  prescriptions.  And  when  I  returned  from  here,  I 
was  to  tell  him,  and  he  would  'run  over.*  I  said  to  him  that  Dr. 
B had  declared  I  had  no  organic  disease,  but  only  a  strong  pre- 
disposition to  gout!  'Quite  right,*  he  said,  'that  is  the  fact' 
'Then,*  I  asked,  'perhaps  this  affair  in  my  arm,  so  much  more 
painful  than  what  I  had  in  the  left  arm,  is  gout?  *  '  I  have  not  the 
least  doubt  that  it  isl  1 '  was  his  answer.     Pleasant! 

Well!  I  came  here  about  five  yesterday;  and  the  good  simple 
people  welcomed  me  most  honestly;  and  Mr.  Macmillan  sang 
Scotch  songs,  which  would  have  charmed  you,  all  the  evening,  the 
governess  playing  an  accompaniment.  At  eleven  I  retired  to 
my  beautiful  bedroom,  the  largest,  prettiest,  freshest  bedroom  I 
ever  was  put  to  sleep  in!  And  then  they  left  me  to  the  society  of 
a  watchdog,  chained  under  my  window!  1 1    It  barked  and  growled 

>  Mr.  Macmillan '8  house  (fine  old-fashioned  suburban  villa  there). 
'  Aias  I  and  this  was  It:  otten  ba\Q  1  t«m»m)c^t^  x^cuax  ^wotl. 
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and  howled  in  the  maddest  manner  till  they  Bet  it  looee  at  seven  in 
the  morning.  Of  course  I  never  closed  my  eyes  for  one  minute  all 
the  night  I  and  I  got  up  in  the  morning  a  sadder  and  a  wiser  woman  1 
How  to  get  away  without  hurting  feelings?  I  was  the  wretchedest 
woman  till  I  got  it  settled  softly,  that  when  the  carriage  comes  for 
me  to-day  to  take  me  home  for  an  inspection  of  the  work,  it  should 
not  bring  me  back,  but  leave  me  to  sleep  or  wake  in  my  own  quiet 
bed;  and  to  oome  out  to-morrow  to  spend  the  day,  and  sleep  here 
or  there  after,  as  I  liked  best.  The  dog  to  be  '  removed  to  a  greater 
distance.'    So  address  to  Cheyne  Row. 

Dr.  Quain  said  I  must  go  as  soon  as  possible  to  Scotland,  'as 
it  had  agreed  so  well  with  me  last  year.'  I  said  I  shuddered  at 
the  length  of  the  Journey;  he  reminded  me  that  I  had  done  it 
with  impunity  last  year  when  I  was  weaker  than  now.  I  suppose 
it  will  come  to  that  before  long  I  I  need  have  no  doubt  about 
my  welcome. 

Since  you  are  not  disturbed  by  that  railway  which  drove  me  mad, 
you  will  do  well  at  Mary's;  she  is  so  kind  and  unfussing.  But 
you  must  not  exceed  in  milk  diet,  &c  I    Tou  must  have  mutton! 

And  oh,  take  care  with  Noggs  on  these  hilly  roads  1    Oh,  my 
dear,  I  am  not  up  to  more;  my  arm  is  Just  as  if  a  dog  had  got  it 
in  its  teeth,  and  were  gnawing  at  it,  and  shaking  at  it  furioualy. 
.  Love  to  Maiy.  Tour  ever  affectionate 

Jane  Cabltul 


LETTER  808. 
r.  Oarlyle,  Esq.,  The  OiO. 

5  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Wednetdaj,  June  7, 1865. 
Dear  Mr.  Carlyle,— You  will  be  disappointed  to  see  my  hand- 
writing, instead  of  Jane's;  but  to-day  it  is  not  a  matter  of  choice, 
but  of  necessity;  for  the  pain  and  swelling  in  her  hand  and  fingers 
make  them  entirely  helpless;  and  she  has  to  feed  herself  with  the 
left  hand.  She  has  just  come  in  from  Mrs.  Macmillan's;  and  has 
been  selecting  a  paper  for  tlie  dining-room.  She  incloses  the  three 
patterns,  which  we  all  think  the  prettiest  of  those  submitted  to  us; 
and  she  says.  Will  you  please  to  say  which  of  the  three  pan  like  the 
best?  I  think  Jane  is  a  shade  better  than  when  she  went  last  Fri- 
day; but  still  to-day  she  is  very  poorly,  and  pulled  down  by  the 
pidn,  which  seems  to  increase.  She  would  sleep  if  it  were  not  for 
that;  she  does  manage  to  sleep  a  little.    Everything^  aha  says,  la 
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most  charmingly  comfortable;  and  the  dog  has  been  Tednced  to 
silence. 

My  great  hope  is  in  Scotland;  and  she  seems  to  look  forward  to 
going,  which  in  itself  is  a  good  thing.  Please  to  address  jroar  next 
letter  to  Streatham  Lane,  as  they  are  delayed  by  coming  here  tot 

I  am,  dear  Mr.  Carlyle, 

Yours  veiy  respectfully, 

Geraldine  E.  Jewsbubt. 


LETTER  804. 
In  pencil,  with  the  left  hand,  and  already  well  done.— T.  G. 

2!  Carlyle,  Esq.,  The  Om. 

Btreatham:  Monday,  June  tM,  18B5b 
Dearest, — I  will  write  before  returning  home.  There  will  be 
neither  peace  nor  time  there.  Thanks!  I  never  needed  more  to  be 
made  much  of.  I  must  tell  you  about  my  hand:  you  think  the 
swelling  more  important  than  it  is;  the  two  middle  fingers  were 
much  as  now  for  some  weeks  before  you  left,  but  with  the  thumb 
and  forefinger  I  could  still  do  much;  now  the  forefinger  is  as 
powerless  and  pained  as  the  other  two ;  that  is  all  the  difference, 
but  a  conclusive  one,  for  one  can  do  nothing  with  only  a  thumb  I 
I  could  sometimes  sit  down  and  cry.  The  pain — the  chief  pain — 
that  which  wakes  me  from  my  sleep  is  in  the  shoulder  and  fore- 
arm. Even  hopeful  Dr.  Quain  does  not  tell  me  I  shall  soon  get 
back  my  hand,  only  tells  me  blandly  I  must  learn  to  write  with  my 
left;  and  it  was  he  who  told  me  to  take  a  black-lead  pencil. 
I  went  to  him  on  Friday  by  appointment  when  I  had  finished  the 
antifebrile  powdei-s.  I  think  they  have  quieted  me.  He  gave  me 
a  bumper  of  champagne;  was  kind  as  kind  could  be;  desired  me  to 

try  the  quinine  once  more;  said  Dr.  B *s  prescription  was  an 

'  admirable  suggestion,  and  well  worth  my  Irjing.  but,  as  it  would 
cause  me  a  good  deal  of  pain  and  feverishness,  I  had  better  wait 
till  after  my  journey  to  Scotland.'  He  does  me  real  good  by  his 
kindness. 

My  visit  here  has  been  a  great  success,  so  far  as  depended  on  my 
host  and  hostess;  and  I  am  certainly  better  in  my  general  health  for 
all  the  nourishing  things  they  have  put  into  me  by  day  and  by 
night.  It  is  a  place  you  might  fiy  to  in  a  bilious  criaLs.  Quiet  as 
heaven,  when  the  dog  la  \n  l\\e  vjiv&\i-\\ov\^. 
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Bellona  (my  mare)  has  given  me  a  fine  fright  You  would  never 
believe  she  was  not  safe  to  be  left.  It  has  been  the  nearest  miss  of 
herself  and  the. carriage  being  all  smashed  to  pieces!  She  has 
escaped  miraculously  without  scratch.  The  carriage  has  not  been 
■0  fortunate.  I  am  not  up  to  writing  the  narrative  to-day. 
Love  to  my  dear  kind  Mary. 

Tour  loving  but  unfortunate 

J.  W.  0. 

LETTER  80& 
T.  Ccurlyle,  E$q„  TJu  GOL 

BaUway  Hotel,  Carlisle:  Saturdaj,  June  17, 186Sw 

Here  I  am!  as  well  as  could  be  expected,  after  travelling  all  night, 
choked  in  dust — an  unprotected  female  with  one  arm!  It  is  no 
sudden  thought  striking  me  I  My  mind  has  been  made  up 
to  'try  a  change/ ever  since  my  last  interview  with  Dr.  Quain, 
and  to  try  it  with  as  little  delay  as  possible.  But  I  would  not  tell 
yon  I  was  coming;  because  it  was  important  that  I  should  travel 
by  night;  and  for  you  to  meet  me  at  Carlisle  would  have  neoessita- 
ted  your  sleeping  there  (an  impossibility  I)  or  else  your  starting  from 
the  Qill  at  an  unearthly  hour.  Kindest  not  to  place  you  in  the  di- 
lemma! 

Up  to  the  last  moment,  I  schemed  about  taking  the  Gill  on  my 
TOttd  to  Dumfries  and  appointing  you  to  meet  me.  But  I  was  sure 
to  be  awfully  tired,  just  every  atom  of  strength  needed  to  carry  me 
on  to  Thornhill  without  increasing  my  fatigues  by  the  smallest  de- 
mand or  by  any  avoidable  'emotion  of  the  mind.'  To  stay  here 
a  couple  of  hours,  and  have  breakfast  and  rest;  and  then  on  past 
Cummertrees,  with  shut  eyes,  to  the  place  of  my  destination, 
seemed  the  wisest  course.  To  this,  since  my  arrival  here,  has  been 
added  the  sublime  idea  to  throw  out  a  note  for  you,  and  a  sixpence 
at  Cummertrees;  as  it  had  suddenly  flashed  on  me  that  no  letter 
from  me  could  reach  you  by  post  till  Tuesday.  So  soon  as  I  am 
retted,  I  will  make  an  appointment  with  you  to  meet  at  Dumfries,  if 
you  would  rather  not  come  on  to  Holm  Hill. 

To  think  that  I  shall  fly  past  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  you 
pceeeatly;  and  you  will  have  no  perception  of  my  nearnessl 

Yours  ever. 

A  kiss  to  Mary. 

J,  W,  C. 


I 
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least  coDcepLion  of  her  ulter  luebleDesa,  and  that  ihe  was  tievar  ti 
vUit  '  Tlie  Qill '  more!  Train  passed.  I  Uuog  about  impklieDlfa 
till  the  gig  Hliould  return  from  CummerlreeB  Staliou — «>Uli  Ik. 
never  duubied.  It  came  with  Johu  iuBiead,  to  smv  she  had  h  . 
obliged  to  atop  at  Dumfries,  nnd  I  must  come  ibitlier  by  the  nn^ 
tr^n:  'be  exact;  there  will  be  a  two  and  a  half  or  three  honnll 
us  there  still.'  1  went  (with  Jolin,  Jamie  ri-grctfully  uiroii] 
home).  She  was  so  pleasant,  beautifully  cheerful,  aod  qui 
joyed  my  three  hours  without  misgiving.  Fool!  fool!— ( 
there  was  a  Btrange  infinitude  of  sorrow  and  pity  eadreUng  i| 
things  and  persons  for  me — her  beyoud  all  others,  thougli  (Mil, 
TMlly  myself  as  if  cruihed  flat  aftur  sucli  a  '  flight '  ol  twelve  ■ 
thirteen  3'ears,  liitterlj  00  the  Oweu  '  comutose '  t«rras.  IwoasT^ 
pefied  into  blindness!  The  lime  till  her  train  shouid  come  « 
beautiful  to  me  find  everybody.  Cnb  came  for  her.  1  eMorfla 
(the  rest  wallied,  for  it  was  hardly  five  mioul«s  off).  Tnua  t^ 
considerably  too  late.     An  old   aud  good  dumb    'Mr.  Tun 


Turner  (by  slate  and  pencil,  I   writing  for  her) — ah  mel 
It  was  on  the  platform-seat,  under  au  awning;  site  sat  by  n 

great,  red,  siuking  aun  flooding  eTerylhing:  duv's   l&st   rai,__ 
night's  first  8i!ence.     Grand,  dumb,  and  unspeakable  is  that « 


T.  CarlyU,  Eaq.,  The  Qitt. 

Bolm  Hill  -  Wedncolaf .  Jim*  W,  IHS^  M 
I  cannot  make  it  Friday,  denr^at  letist,  could  not  witbuul  n 
ness  to  a  nice  women  who   has  always  bccti  kind  lo  mc.     1  am  « 
gaged  to  dine  with  my  sort  of  cousin,  Mrs.  Ilunier.  on  Friday,  h 
tag  been  invited  for  Thursday,  and  aslced  lo  have  Qie  d»y  uliaugfl 
to  Friday.    And  loat  year,  when  she  had  got  up  a  dinner  (or  n 
1  had  to  send  an  excuse  at  the  last  hour,  being  loo  III.    To-m 
you  will   now  be  hardly  expecting  me.     So  let  ua  say  Saturday;  I 
that  does  not  suit  there  will  be  time  lo  tell  me.     '  Tfae  n 
drink  T'    Ob,  my  I    That  it  should  be  come  to  that.    But  am 
you  ought  not  to  be  without  wine,  setting  aside  me. 

Don't   be   bothering,  maViog   plans  embracing  me.     The  C 
good  of  a  holiday  lot  a.  mt.tk  \t  ^a%\  W^v  Xic  ^cu.\4  Viuo  •] 
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home  cares — the  foremost  of  these  a  wife.  Consider  that,  for  the 
present  summer,  you  have  nothing  to  do  with  me,  but  write  me 
nice  daily  letters,  and  pay  my  bills.  I  came  on  my  own  hook, 
and  so  I  will  continue,  and  so  I  will  got  To  be  living  in  famHy  in 
some  country  place  is  just  like  no  holiday  at  all,  but  like  living  at 
home  '  under  difficulties.'  Shall  I  e^er  forget  '  the  cares  of  meat ' 
at  Auchtertool  House  ?  *  ever  forget  the  maggots  generated  by  the 
sun  in  loins  of  mutton  on  the  road  from  Kirkcaldy,  and  all  the 
other  squalid  miseries  of  that  time,  for  which  I,  as  housewife,  was 
held  responsible,  and  had  my  heart  broken  twenty  times  a  day? 
Well,  my  worried  arm  is  pain  enough  for  the  present,  without  re- 
calling past  griefs.  To-day,  however,  I  feel  rather  easier.  And  I 
had  more  and  better  sleep  last  night.  Thanks  to  exhaustion  1  for 
the  preceding  night  I  had  not  closed  my  eyes  at  all. 

It  is  such  a  pity  but  I  could  have  a  little  bodily  ease.  For  I  was 
never  more  disposed  to  be  content  with  '  things  in  general.'  I  could 
really  feel  'happy,'  if  it  were  not  for  my  arm,  and  the  perfectly 
horrid  nights  it  causes  me. 

Jessie  Hiddlestone  is  in  Thornhill,  awaiting  my  orders— the  most 
promising-looking  servant  we  have  had  since  her  mother.  I  am 
greatly  pleased  with  her,  and  so  glad  I  had  faith  in  breed  and  en- 
gaged her.  Many  were  eager  to  have  her.  But  shewas'prood 
to  go  back  to  the  family.'    '  The  family  ? '    Where  are  they  ? 

My  dear,  your  observation  of  handwritings  is  perfectly  amazing. 
You  take  Gkraldine's  writing  for  mine,  Mr.  Macmillan's  for  Qeral- 
dine's.  And  now  I  send  you  a  charming,  witty,  grateful  little  let- 
ter of  Madame  Yenturi's,  with  vignette '  of  Yenturi  sawing;  and 
you  seem  to  have  taken  it  for  Mrs.  Paulet's.  You  could  not  possi- 
bly have  read  the  letter,  or  you  could  not  have  made  such  a  mistake ; 
so  I  advise  you  to  read  it  now,  with  a  key:  '  The  Gorilla '  means 
Qeoige  Cooke,  '  M '  stands  for  Mazzini,  the  sawyer  Yenturi. 

Since  you  wish  to  know,  I  have  gone  back  to  sherry.  And  now 
good-bye  till  Saturday,  unless  I  hear  to  the  contrary.  My  left  hand 
had  taken  the  cramp,  so  this  is  the  writing  of  the  housemaid,  who 
takes  the  opportunity  to  assure  you  that  she  means  to  be  a  very 
good  girl,  and  try  to  please  you,  for  the  sake  of  her  mother,  who 
liked  you  so  well.  J.  Carltlb. 

[Madame  Yenturi  had  been  Miss  Ashurst,  of  a  well-known  Lon- 
don  parentage.    She  had  (and  has)  fine  faculties,  a  decidedly  artis* 

1  In  1860:  *  Cares  of  bread.'— Maodni^s  phrase, 
s  lUAdl^s  writing  begiiis. 
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tic  tarn,  which  led  her  much  to  Italy,  Soc.  Venturi  was  a  Tyrolese 
Venetian  (ex- Austrian  military  cadet,  and  also  Garibaldist  to  the 
bone,  consequently  in  a  bad  Italian  position),  who  had  fallen  in 
love  at  first  sight,  &c.,  &c, ;  and  was  now  fitting  up  a  modest  Eng- 
lish house  for  wife  and  self.  Within  a  year  he  dial  tragically— as 
will  be  seen.— T.  C] 

LETTER  807. 

T.  Cfarlyle,  Esq.,  The  OiU,  Annan. 

Nlth  Bank,  Thonihlll:  TiMMlaj. 

Dearest,— A  regular  wet  day.  No  drive  possible.  WeU,  the 
image  of  driving  you  have  Just  set  before  my  imagination— yon 
driving  me  with  Noggs  in  London — ^is  quite  enough  for  one  day.  It 
melts  the  marrow  in  my  bones!  Nor  is  there  much  relief  in  turning 
to  that  other  picture — little  Mary  flying  through  the  air  in  one  of 
liis  '  explosions  *  and  breaking  her  skull!  If  you  were  to  put  an  ad- 
vertisement in  the  newspapers  that  the  horse  of  Thomas  Caryle  was 
for  sale,  there  would  be  competition  for  the  possession  of  it. 

The  housemaid,  while  combing  my  hair  this  morning,  fell  to  tell- 
ing me  of  *  ever  so  many  young  drapers,  an*  the  like, '  that  of  her 
knowledge  had  *  run  frae  Thornhill  to  the  station  to  get  a  bare  look 
o'  Mr.  Carlylel  And  when  Mr.  Morrison*  (the  minister  of  Dorris- 
deer)  '  cam'  to  his  dinner  yesterday,  the  first  word  oot  o'  his  heed, 
on  the  very  door-steps,  was:  "Is  Mrs.  Carlyle  still  here?"  He 
never  asket  for  Mrs.  Ewart  or  the  ither  ladies,  but  only  for  you, 
memi'  I  endeavoured  to  inform  her  mind  by  telling  her,  'Yes; 
people  liked  to  see  any  lady  much  spoken  of,  whether  for  good  or 
ill.  If  Dr.  Pritchard  *  had  been  at  the  station,  all  Thornhill  together 
would  have  run  to  sec  him.'  *  Oddsake!  *  said  the  girl,  *  I  daresay 
they  would;  I  daresay  ye're  richt;  but  I  never  thocht  o*  that 
afore.* 

Geraldine  writes  that  never  was  such  '  emotion  *  excited  by  a 
speech  as  by  this  of  Mill's.  *  Public  Opinion  '  came  addressed  to 
you  at  Nilh  Bank  in  Mrs.  Warren's '  hand.  How  she  came  to  know 
the  name  Nith  Bank  I  am  puzzled  to  know. 

I  took  the  quinine  and  iron  yesterday  twice,  and  slept  rather 
sounder  than  otherwise.  But  I  had  a  badish  headache  all  morning. 
Nevertheless  I  took  another  dose  before  breakfast,  as  Dr.  Russell 
had  ordered,  and  the  headache  is  wearing  off. 

I  adhere  to  the  intention  of  Dumfries  for  Friday,  if  it  suit  you 
and  Mary.  Affectionately, 

Jakr, 


Qlaagow  prisoner  Vn  tYiOM  "w^^ilKa.  *  Q«rvant  here. 
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LETTER  808. 

M&ndMf,  Jv^f  24.— Early  in  the  forenoon  I  was  waiting  at  Dum- 
fries for  ner  train  Londonward ;  got  into  her  carriage  (empty  otber- 
wiseV  and  sate  talking  and  encouraging  as  I  could  to  Annan  (which 
would  hardly  be  an  hour).  Servant  Jessie  was  in  the  same  train; 
also  Jamie  Altken,  Junior,  for  Liverpool.  I  fell  in  secret  extremely 
miserable;  agitated  she»  no  doubt,  and  even  terrified,  but  resolute 
— and  the  lid  shut  dmon,  I  little  thought  it  would  be  her  last  rail- 
way, Joomey.— T.  C. 

r.  Carlple,  Esq, 

6  Gheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Thursdajr,  July  f7, 1885i 
All  goes  well  still,  dearest,  and  this  time  nothing  serious  is  man- 
guing.  The  second  night,  as  I  expected,  I  slept '  beautiful.'  Three 
hours  without  a  break,  to  begin  with.  When  I  woke  from  that,  I 
not  only  didn't  know  where  I  was,  but  didn't  know  who  I  wast  As 
I  got  oat  of  bed  (by  force  of  habit)  to  look  at  my  watch,  I  was  say- 
ing to  myself,  '  It  can't  be  me  that  has  made  this  fine  sleep.  It  must 
be  somebody  else.'  It  was  a  full  minute,  I  am  sure,  before  I  could 
satisfy  myself  that  I  hadn't  been  changed  into  somebody  else. 
Then  I  slept  piecemeal  till  seven  o'clock,  when  I  was  startled  erect 
by  what  seemed  the  house  falling.  Jessie  came  at  my  call,  looking 
▼ery  guilty,  and  explained  that  it  was  she,  who  had  been  coming 
downstairs  very  softly,  for  fear  of  waking  me,  and,  having  new 
shoes  on,  had  '  slid  and  sossed  down  on  her  back, 'Just  opposite  my 
bed-head.  Luckily  she  was  none  the  worse  for  the  fall.  A  greater 
contrast  than  that  young  woman  is  to  Fanny  cannot  be  figured.  So 
quick,  so  willing,  so  intelligent;  never  needs  to  be  told  a  thing 
twice;  and  so  warmly  human t  My  only  fear  about  her  is  that  she 
will  be  married-up  away  from  me.  Mrs.  Warren  calls  her  *  my 
dear,'  and  they  get  on  charmingly  together. 

The  person  who  addressed  the  newspaper  to  you  at  'Coming 
Trees '  was  Fanny,  who  had  called  to  ask  if  I  would  '  see  a  lady ' 
for  her,  and  Mrs.  Warren  being  busy  asked  her  to  address  the  news- 
paper. 

On  Tuesday  Bellona,  who  had  been  warned  a  week  before,  came 
round  at  one;  and  after  some  shopping  I  called  at  Grosvenor 
Street,  and  found  Miss  Bromley  at  home — a  satisfaction  which  I 
owed  to  the  youngest  of  the  three  pugs,  '  Jocky,'  who  was  'suffer- 
ing from  the  heat.'  She  was  delighted  to  see  me;  most  anxious 
i  diould  come  to  her  at  Folkestone ;  and  told  me,  to  my  great  Joy, 
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that  Lady  A.  had  not  started  on  the  2l8t;  wasn't  going  till  Thnn- 
day  (to-day);  was  staying  at  Bath  House,  but  gone  that  morning  to 
Bath  for  one  day.  I  left  a  card  and  message  at  Bath  House  on  the 
road  home.  Yesterday  (Wednesday)  I  drove  to  Bath  House,  the 
first  thing  when  I  went  out  at  one,  and  found  the  lady  looking 
lovely  in  a  spruce  little  half -mourning  bonnet;  and  she  would,  'if 
it  was  within  the  bounds  of  possibility,'  come  to  me  in  the  evening 
'between  ten  and  eleven; '  and  I  went  in  her  carriage  with  her  (my 
own  following)  to  Norfolk  Street  (Mrs.  Anstruther's)  to  see  baby, 
who  is  going  with  her  mother  to  Ctermany  after  all.  I  left  her 
there,  and  got  into  my  own  carriage,  and  went  and  bought  my 
birthday  present  with  the  sovereign — at  least,  I  paid  out  fifteen 
shillings  of  it.  On  what?  My  dear,  the  thing  I  bought  was  most 
appropriate,  and  rather  touching.  I  drove  to  the  great  shop  in  Oon* 
duit  Street,  where  the  world  is  supplied  with  'trusses,'  'laced 
stockings,'  and  mechanical  appliances  for  every  species  of  human 
derangement,  and  bought  a  dainty  little  sling  for  my  ann.  The 
mere  ribbon  round  my  neck  hurt  my  neck,  and  drew  my  head 
down.  This  fastens  across  the  back,  and  is  altogether  a  superior 
contrivance.  I  don't  believe  in  Dr.  Russell's  prediction  any  more 
than  you  do.  At  all  rates,  there  was  no  call  on  him  to  state  so 
hopeless  a  view  of  the  question  when  I  was  not  asking  his  opinion 
at  all.  It  could  do  no  harm  to  leave  me  the  consolation  of  hope. 
But  I  will  hope  in  spile  of  him.  Indeed,  it  seems  to  me  that  ever 
since  he  said  I  should  never  get  the  use  of  my  hand,  nor  get  rid  of 
the  pain  there,  that  a  spirit  of  protest  and  opposition  has  animated 
the  poor  hand,  and  set  it  on  trying  to  do  things  it  had  for  some 
time  ceased  from  doing. 

Lady  A.  did  come  last  night — came  at  half  after  eleven,  and 
stayed  till  near  one !  Mrs.  Anstruther  was  left  sitting  in  the  car^ 
riage,  and  sent  up  to  say  '  it  was  on  the  stroke  of  twelve;  *  and  then, 
with  Lady  A.'s  permission,  I  invited  her  up;  and  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  her  I  don't  think  Lady  A.  would  have  gone  till  daylight  I  She 
said  in  going,  'My  regards— my— what  shall  I  send  to  him? '  (you). 
•Oh,'  I  said,  '  send  him  a  kiss! '  *  That  is  just  what  I  should  like,' 
she  said;  *  but  would  he  not  think  it  forward? '  'Oh,  dear,  not  at 
all ! '  I  said.  So  you  are  to  consider  yourself  kissed.  I  am  going 
up  to  Bath  House  now.    She  goes  at  night. 

Lady  Stanley  writes  to  ask  how  I  am,  and  to  beg  that  you  vnXk 
come  that  way. 

What  a  long  letter  I    I  ought  to  have  said  that  aU  this  did  not 
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ghre  me  a  bed  night.  Of  course  I  did  not  Bleep  as  on  the  preced- 
ing  night,  but  better  tlian  I  ever  did  at  Holm  Hill;  and  the  pain  in 
my  arm  ia  really  less  since  I  came  home. 

Tours  affectionately, 

Jakb  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  809. 
T,  (Jarlyle,  Egq, 

5  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Sunday,  July  80, 1866. 

I  will  write  to-night,  dearest,  while  the  way  is  open  to  me. 
To-morrow  I  sliall  be  busy  from  the  time  I  get  up  till  Bellona, 
comes  for  me;  and  after  driving  there  is  no  time,  as  I  take  the  three 
hours  at  least  every  day.  It  is  such  *  a  privilege  *  (as  Maria's  mother 
would  say)  to  have  a  carriage  and  a  Bellona  'all  to  oneself,'  inde- 
pendent of  all  agricultural  operations.  I  don't  feel  it  too  warm 
a  bit  when  I  haven't  to  walk  on  the  hot  pavement,  though  they  are 
celebrating  the  thermometer  at  86"*  in  the  shade.  But  anyhow  Miss 
Bromley  is  irresistibly  pressing;  and  I  have  promised  to  go  to  her 
about  the  twelfth,  whether  my  work  here  is  done  or  not.  She  will 
write  to  you,  to  urge  your  joining  me,  which  you  will  do— won't 
you? — if  I,  on  surveying  the  premises,  can  promise  you  a  tolerably 
quiet  bedroom.  Of  course  I  sliall  take  Jessie,  as  I  can't  put  my 
clotlies  off  and  on  yet  without  help.  I  think  of  staying  about  a 
fortnight. 

I  am  Sony  you  gave  up  the  sailing  and  Thurso.  Sailing  agrees 
with  you,  and  you  had  good  sleep  at  Thurso.  '  The  good,  the 
beautiful,  and  the  true '  came  lust  evening,  to  inquire  how  I  was 
after  my  journey,  and  to  tell  me,  who  knew  nothing  and  cared  less, 
how  he  had  written  letters  of  introduction  for  Dr.  Carlyle,  and  sent 
them  to  the  captain  of  some  steamer,  &c.  &c.,  and  how  his  wife 
had  set  her  heart  on  having  a  lock  of  your  hair  and  mine  set  in  a 
brooch,  and  he  had  promised  her  to  try  and  complete  her  wishes. 
And  it  ended — for  happily  everything  does  end — ^in  his  begging  and 
receiving  the  last  pen  you  used,  to  be  kept  under  a  glass  case. 
I  have  seldom  seen  a  foolisher  hero- worshipper.  But  the  greatest 
testimony  to  your  fame  seems  to  me  to  be  the  fact  of  my  photograph 
—the  whole  three,  two  of  them  very  ugly  (Watkins's)— stuck  up  in 
Macmichael's  shop-window.  Did  you  ever  hear  anything  so  pre- 
posterous in  your  life?  And  what  impertinence  on  the  part  of  Wat- 
kins  I    He  must  have  sent  my  three  along  with  your  nine  to  the 
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wholesale  man  in  Soho  Square,  without  leave  asked.  Bat  it  prores 
the  interest  or  curiosity  you  excite;  for  being  neither  a  'diatin- 
guished  authoress/ nor  'a  celebrated  murderess/ nor  an  actress, 
nor  a  '  Skittles '  (the  four  classes  of  women  promoted  to  the  8hop> 
windows),  it  can  only  be  as  Mrs.  Carlyle  that  they  offer  me  for  sale. 

I  continue  to  sleep  on  the  improved  principle,  and  my  arm  con- 
tinues  less  painful,  and  my  hand,  if  not  more  capable,  is  at  least 
more  venturesome. 

I  saw  Dr.  Quain  on  Saturday,  and  he  '  approved  highly  of  my 
present  course  of  treatment — ^that  is,  taking  neither  quinine  nor 
anything  else.'  I  told  him  what  Dr.  Russell  had  said,  and  his  an- 
swer was,  '  How  could  he  know?  That  is  what  nobody  could  say 
but  Qod  Almighty.' 

I  drove  to  Streatham  Lane  to-day,  and  saw  the  Macmillans;  also 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Craik.'  Mr.  Macmillan  is  greatly  delighted 
with  him  as  a  junior  partner.  They  did  not  look  at  all  ill-matched 
His  physical  sufferings  have  made  up  in  looks  the  ten  years  of  dif- 
fereucc.  He  has  got  an  excellent  imitation  leg,  and  walks  on  it 
much  better  than  American  James. 

God  keep  you.  Your  affectionate 

Jaks. 

LETTER  310. 
Mn.  RumU,  Holm  HiU. 

5  Cheyne  Row:  Aug.  7, 1865. 
Dearest, — Just  a  line  to  say  that  all  goes  well  with  my  health.    I 
continue  to  sleep  better — almost  to  sleep  well;  and  the  pain  is 
greatly  gone  out  of  my  arm,  and  I  use  my  hand  a  little;  this  charm- 
ing peninansliip  is  from  my  right  hand. 

But  I  have  no  time  for  elaborate  writing.  I  was  never  busier  in 
my  life;  about  three  thousand  volumes  have  had  to  pass  through 
m}'  hands,  and  be  arranged  on  the  shelves  by  myself;  nobody  else 
could  help  me.  The  new  room  is  getting  finished,  and  will  strike 
Mr.  C.  dumb  with  admiration  when  he  comes. 

Yours  affectionately, 
^  Jaite  Carltlb. 

LETTER  311. 

Brother  John  and  I,  as  I  now  recollect,  were  in  and  about  Edin- 
burgh, Stowe,  Newbattle  (I  soltis  for  a  call);  then  Linlalhen  both, 

^  Misa  Mulock  once,  novr  a  cutt^tv\  «k>^V\>«^T«'9»  ol  JoKiv  HaM/ox,  Ac.  Ac 
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-       ,       .         ^  ,. to  Bdin- 

burgb  (John's  bful  ItMlgiog  there,  &c.),  after  whidi  back  lo  Dum- 
(riBBahire— to  Scotsbrig,  I  suppose.  Before  lliia  1  bad  been  three 
dsjB  al  Keswick  with  my  valued  old  triiind.  T,  Spedding;  walked 
to  SoMtnihicaite  Ha'».  (Sceu  flre-antl-forty  years  Eigo  and  Dot 
TecogDieablel)  NolhiDg  could  exceed  my  private  weurinees,  sad- 
ness, misety,  and  depression.  Little  thought  it  was,  witlila  few 
monUis.  to  M  all  Bhurpened  into  poi^uancy  sod  tendereat  woe,  and 
remain  with  me  in  that  far  escceding  if  aomewhal  nobler  forAi. 
— T.  C. 

T.  CaHylf,  Big. 

a  Cheme  Bow,  Chelsea:  Friday,  A^ag.  13,  IMS. 
Dearest, — It  all  came  of  you  being  moving,  and  mc  silling  etiUI 
I  didn't  know  exactly  when  and  where  a  lelWr  would  find  you,  and 

4 was  occupied  cnougli  to  avail  myself  of  the  shabby  excuse  for 
luding  no  lime  in  writing.  Besides,  the  time  is  always  much 
iger  for  the  person  on  \t\»  travels  than  for  the  one  at  home.  And 
right  address  did  ool  reacli  me  io  time  for  tlial  dny'a  post.  It 
to  band  at  lea-time,  aa  did  yesterday's  newspaper.  Ho  I  could 
only  answer  at  night  to  be  ready  tor  the  post  of  yeslerduy.  Today 
I  send  u  line  or  two,  remembering  lUat  Sunday  yon  can  get  nolli* 

Jessie  and  I  are  alone  Just  now,  Mrs.  Warren  having  pelilioned 
'  her  bolidiiy,'  No  age  eiempta  people  here  from  the  appetite 
holidaya.  She  lefl  on  Wednoiiday  afternoon,  and  does  not  re- 
till  Sunday,  in  time  to  see  me  oS  on  Monday.  As  that  new 
I  shudder  at  it  considerably.  'Slava  bene!' 
to  Belly's,  do  send  licr 


rif  you  cannot  be  at  the  trouble 

i,  telling  where  and  when  she 

I  tlie  newspapers  tlial  you  are 

r  old  heart  over  it  if  she  gels 

id;  had  one  bad  disappoint  men  I 


con  come  to  you.  She  will  rend 
in  Ediuburgb,  and  break  her 
no  sight  of  you.'  She  Las  al- 
in  not  seeing  me  wlien  1  was  so 


We  bad  a  gTcat  llinnderstomi  last  evening,  and  the  air  to-day  is 
dolighlfully  fresh,  I  bad  poor  little  Madame  ReiclicDboch  at  tea 
vrith  me,  and  her  husband  came  lale  to  take  her  home;  and  the 
thunder  burst,  and  tlie  riun  fell;  and  the  lamp  was  burning  dim; 
and  the  dingy  little  counless  from  lime  to  time  made  little  moaning 
apeecbea  in  English — unintelligible,  '  upon  my  honour! ' — and 
Beichenbach,  as  usual,  sat  with  crossed  arms,  and  knitted  brows. 
[  .tfent  as  the  tombsl    And  to  let  them  walk  home  in  such  pouring 
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wet  seemed  too  cruel;  and  they  had  no  shilling  to  take  a  cab;  and 
I  would  gladly  have  paid  a  cab  for  them,  hat,  of  ooorse,  dared  not! 
And,  'altogeUier,  the  situation  was  rather  exquisite  I '  * 

And  now  I  must  conclude,  and  prepare  for  Bellona.  That  poor 
beast  b^iaves  quite  well  at  present.  Of  course,  old  Silvester  never 
quits  the  box.  I  couldn't  have  the  heart  to  complain  about  his 
having  grown  old. 

I  will  send  my  address— or  stopl     'Tuesday  naxtl' — ^perhaps 
better  send  it  now : 
"  Care  of  Miss  Davenport  Bromley, 

*4  Langhorne  Qflfdens,  West  Cliff,  Folkestone.' 

Tours  lovingly, 

jAins  Casltlb. 

LETTER  813. 

T,  Cdrlyle,  Esq.,  ScoUfbrig. 

Folkestone:  Saturday,  Aug.  10, 1865. 

Dearest, — It  will  be  surrst  to  direct  to  Scotsbrig;  one  might 
easily  fail  of  hitting  you  oq  Hjc  wing  at  Edinburgh  1  But  I  wish 
you  could  have  brought  yourself  to  go  for  a*few  days  to  the  Lothi- 
ans:'  their  patience  and  perseverance  in  asking  j'ou  deserved  a 
visit!  And  it  is  rather  perverse,  this  sudden  baste  to  get  home 
while  I  am  not  there  to  receive  you!  Don't  you  think  it  is?  For 
your  own  sake,  however,  I  do  entreat  you  to  break  the  long  jour- 
ney by  either  stopping  at  Alderley,  or  making  out  that  visit  to 
Foxton.'  Alderley,  which  you  know,  and  are  sure  of  a  fine  quiet 
bedroom  at,  would  be  best.  It  is  such  a  pity  to  arrive  at  home  en- 
tirely fevered,  and  knocked  up  with  that  journey,  as  always  hap- 
pens; and  then  you  take  it  to  be  'London*  that  is  making  you  ill! 

Then,  if  you  stayed  a  few  days  at  Alderley,  I  could  stay  out  the 
fortnight  I  undertook  for  here,  and  be  home  in  time  to  give  you 
welcome.  I  should  go  home  on  Monday  week  (Monday,  28th)  in 
the  course  of  nature.  I  suppose  this  place  is  good  for  me;  I  have 
slept  so  much — more  than  in  any  other  week  for  the  last  three 
years!     But  I  don't  feel  stronger  for  all  this  sleep,  nor  more  able  to 


>  'Panf^  which  was  exquisite.'    Foolish  phrase  of  GKxlwin's  In  h\aI4fe  of 
Mary  WolUtonecraft. 

•  To  Newbattle,  where  I  spent  a  day. 

>  Freileric,  my  old  German  fellow-touriflt:  his  cottage  '  near  Rh&ymder  * 
ot  route  too  intricate  tor  m^ 
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eat,  or  to  walk.  One  day  tUut  I  tried  walking,  about  as  far  as 
from  Cliefne  Row  to  tile  lioapital,  1  liud  to  come  borne  igaommi- 
ously  ia  a  donkey-cart.  But  the  drives  don't  tire  me,  especially 
uace  Misa  Bromley  bas  had  her  own  carriage  and  bareeBBentdowD. 
Nor  need  Iberc  be  any  rellcctioQa  (or  waut  of  'simmering  stagnn- 
Thcrc  ia  not  a  buman  creature  to  speak  to  out  of  our  owa 
bouse:  and  in  it  tbe  pugs  liave  tbe  greatest  sbare  of  llie  confersa- 
themselveHl 
snot  forgive  Tbomas  Erskiue  for  takitig  up  and  keeping  up 

'*ilL  such  a  woman  as  that  Mra. .    Letting  you  be  drivun  out 

by  Mra. 1 

I  am  so  glud  you  went  to  see  dear  Betty;  it  will  be  sometMng 
good  for  ber  lo  think  of  for  a  year  to  come! 
~  write  diBlinclly  ihe  when,  and  the  how,  of  your  bome-com- 
Whal  do  you  think?  I  hove  exactly  two  sovereigoB  lu  the 
■Id  I  enough  to  jmy  tbe  Hervnnts  hero,  and  my  rail  way  tare  home, 
no  morel  I  Yet  1  have  not  been  extravagant  that  I  am  aware 
1  had  to  pay  Silvester  before  I  went  to  Scotland  sixteen  pounds 
eleven  shilliugs  and  four  pcucc:  and  lo  ditto  after  my  return  Ave 
pounds  seventeen  shillingH.  And  Freure'  couldn't  gel  on  without 
somethlag  towards  the  work;'  and  I  paid  liim  t«n  pounda. 


at 


K 


.  all  one  half  of  my  house-money.  Then  your  being 
away  makes  no  dlUercnce  in  the  rent,  laztis.  scrvaule'  wages,  keep, 
Hcc.  And  for  my  being  away  myself,  1  certiiiuly  have  to  pay  to 
Other  people's  servants  more  than  it  would  coet  mo  for  individual 
!,living-fl  cares  I ' 
1  had  indeed,  liesidca  the  house-money,  my  own  fifteen  pounds, 
which  tbe  two  sovereigns  above  mentioned  are  tbe  sad  r 
it,  when  these  pounds  cimie  to  hand,  I  owed  for  my  s 
bonnet  and  cloak;  and  I  hod  some  little  presents  to  buy  to  take 
nith  me  to  Scotland,  besides  a  gown  for  myself.  The  only  part  of 
my  own  money  I  can  be  said  to  have  speut  needlessly  was  aguiuea 
Vkd-a  half  for — you  would  never  guess  whati — for  a  a 


Ltthle  to  I 
way.  all 


370  LETTERS  AND  JIEMOBIAL8  OF 

youl  1  Such  a  boaiityt  Everyone  who  se«e  It  ecrewns  witli  n 
lure  over  it — even  BuBklnl 
But  cay  band  will  do  no  more. 
Miss  Bromley  bids  me  say,  '  that  fourfooted  animal  senda  hb  N 
spectfl  *  ('  and  put  that  iu  inverted  commas,  pleasel  *).  She  la  fp 
aa  poaaible  to  me. 

Youw  lovingly, 

Jamb  Cabi.tlk.  ^ 

LETTER  318. 
Mr».  RtitteU.  Holm  Sa. 

4  Lanehorup  Oikrdeiia,  FuIkeMone:  Aug.  0.  UK  f 
I  Sin  going  to  make  an  Btlemptat  putliog  on  paper  the  letter  tb 
Laa  been  in  my  bead  for  you.  dear,  ever  since  I  came  to  this  pl« 
I  bad  even  begun  10  write  it  two  or  three  days  ago,  wh< 
lirst  words  my  conscience  gave  me  a  smart  box  on  the  ear.  rcnin^ 
ing  me  tliat  Ihudu't  written  one  word  to  Hra.  Ewart  a 
her,  after  all  her  kindnese  to  roe,  whereas  to  you  I  bad  written  o< 
and  again;  so  my  pen  formed,  quite  uneipecledly  for  myself,  I] 
words  'Dear  Mrs.  Ewart,"  insteail  of  '  Dearest  Mary.' 
there  have  been  leisure  hours  enough  since.    Life  here  is  made  up 
of  'leisure  hours';  but  just  the  less  one  does,  as  1  long  ago  otr 
aerved,  the  less  one  can  find  lime  to  do.    I  get  up  at  nine,  and  il 
takes  me  a  whole  mortal  hour  (o  dicss.  without  Bssistanco.    AI  U 
we  sit  down  to  breakfaat,  and  talk  over  it  till  eleven.     Tlieo  I  hall 
to  write  my  letter  to  Mr.  Carlyle;  then  I  make  a  feeble  attempt  a 
walking  on  tbe  cliff  by  the  shore,  which  never  fails  to  weary  a 
dreadfully,  so  that  I  can  do  nothing  after,  till  the  first  dinner  (nll^ 
luncheon),  which  comes  off  at  two  o'clock;  then  between  tliree  a 
four  we  go  out  for  a  drive  in  an  open  barouclie.  with  a  pair  d 
«wifl  horses,  and  explore  the  country  for  three  or  tour  boura. 
coming  home  we  have  a  cup  of  tea.  then  rest,  and  dress  for  ll 
second  dinner  at  eight  (nominally,  but  in  reality  half-past  eigh^ 
At  eleven  we  go  to  bed.  very  sleepy  generally  with  so  n 
air.    There  ia  not  a  soul  to  speak  to  from  without. 
Bromley  and  I  never  bore  one  another:  when  we  find  nothing  a 
mntual  interest  to  talk  about,  we  have  the  gift,  both  of  ua,  of  beiid 
able  to  stt  silent  together  wllhont  the  least  embarrassment. 
adorably  kind  to  me.  that  'tine  lady! '  and  in  such  a 
Wiy,  always  looking  imd  \a.\\i,m^aaM  iX.-^Mii\,  ^^aS.iKaa  )iifld  l| 
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and  she  the  one  beuofited  bj  our  intimacy.    And  Iheo  she 
something  ia  hi;r  face,  aaJ  moVBmenta,  and  ways,  that  alwaya 
linda  me  of  my  mother  at  !ier  age. 
1  ara  sorry  that  Mr.  Ofttlyle,  after  all  his  objections  to  my  relum- 
iug  to  LoniloQ  in  Augoal,  should  have  Inkpo  it  in  hia  head  to  return 
to  Loadoa  in  Au»'usl  himnelf.     I  find  it  so  pleasant  here;  and  am 
sleeping  so  wonderfully,  that  I  fee!  nodUposition  togohacli  to  Chel- 
sea already;  Miaa  Bromley  having  taken  her  house  for  five  weeks, 
and  being  heartily  desirous  that  I  ehould  stay  and  keep  bcr  com- 
pany,    But  a  demon  of  impatience  seeTOS  to  liave  taken  poaseBsion 
of  Mr.  C,  and  he  has  been  rushing  through  his  promised  visits  ae  if 
the  furies  were  cliasiug  hira.    Everything  right,  seeminglj-. wherever 
he  went;  the  people  all  kindness  for  him;  the  bedrooms  quiet  and 
iJry;  horses  and  carriages  at  his  command;  and,  behold,  it  was  Ira- 
possible  to  persuade  him  to  stay  longer  than  three  days  with  Mr. 
Erskine,  of  Linhuhen;  ditto  with  Stirling,  of  Eeir;  and  just  three 
hours  (for  luncheon)  at  Newbaltle  with  the  Lotbians;  and  by  Ihia 
he  is  back  at  Scntsbrig  (it  all  haw  gone  tight),  to  slay  "  one 
at  most  two,'  preparatory  for  starting  for  Chelsea.    It  is 
ly  so  uDreasannble,  this  sudden  Iwsle — after  so  much  dawdling 
I  do  not  feel   it  ray  duly  to  rush  home  '  promiscuously '  lo 
receive  hitn,    I  promised  to  slay  berc  a  fortnight  at  the  lunst.  and 
the  fortnight  does  not  complete  itself  till  Monday  nert;  SO  I  have 
written  to  him  that  I  will  be  home  on  Monday— not  sooner— and 
;ing  him  to  break  the  journey,  and  amuse  himself  for  a  couple 
days  at  AMerley  Park,  and  then  he  would  find  me  at  home  lo  re- 
him;  since  he  won't  do  as  Misa  Bromley  and  I  wish — come 
'or  a  liltle  sco-bnlhing  lo  finish  off  with. 
really  is  miraculous  how  soundly  I  have  slept  here.  Uioagh  I 
twoglaases  of  champagne,  besides  Manianilla,  every  day  at  the 
It  couldn't  have  been  sound,  lliat  champagne  of  poor, 

_  id  Mrs. 'a,  or  It  wouldn't  Iiave  so  disagreed  with  me.     Here 

it  always  iloes  me  good.     And  the  pain  Is  entirely  gone  out  of  my 

arm;  I  can't  move  It  any  better  yet,  but  that  is  small  matter  in 

comparison.    I  can  do  many  things  wilb  my  hand;  write  (os  you 

:) — knit — I  have  huitled  myself  a  pair  of  garters — 1  can  piny  on 

little,  and  do  a  few  stitches  with  a  very  coarse  needle. 

idrat  love  to  the  Doctor. 

Your  ever  affectionate 

Ja^is  Ca^ltlk. 
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LETTER  814. 

To  Mm  WeUh,  EdinburgK 

6  Cbesme  Bow:  Honda j,  Oct  188& 
My  dear  Elizabeth, — I  am  very  glad  indeed  of  the  photograph, 
and  grateful  to  you  for  having  had  it  done  at  last,  knowing  how 
all  such  little  operations  bore  you.  It  it  very  satisfactory  as  a  por- 
trait too — very  like  and  a  pleasant  likeness — '  handsome  and  lady- 
like '  (the  epithets  that  used  to  be  bestowed  on  you  in  old  times). 
Photography  is  apt  to  be  cruel  on  women  out  of  their  teens;  but 
this  one  is  neither  old-looking  nor  cross-looking.  So  thank  you 
again  with  all  my  heart. 

We  have  had  a  severe  time  of  it  with  heat  since  our  return  to 
London.  Plenty  of  people  found  it  '  delicious,'  but  Mr.  C.  and  I 
— and,  indeed,  the  whole  household,  not  excepting  the  cat — suffered 
in  our  stomachs,  and  even  more  iii  our  tempers.  It  was  quite  curi- 
ous to  hear  the  cat  squabbliug  with  her  cat  companions  in  the  gar- 
den— just  as  the  cook  and  housemaid  squabbled  in  the  kitchen,  or 
Mr  C.  and  I  in  the  '  up  stairs; '  a  general  overflow  of  bile  produc- 
ing the  usual  results  of  irritability  and  disiigreement.  Now  the 
weather  is  again  favourable  to  the  growth  of  the  domestic  virtues, 
and  also,  sad  to  say,  to  the  development  of  rheumatism. 

I  paid  a  visit  the  other  day,  which  interested  me,  to  '  Queen  Em- 
ma.' She  is  still  iu  the  house  of  Lady  Franklin  (the  widow  of  that 
'  Sir  John '  that  everybody  used  to  sail  away  to  *  seek ').  When 
Lady  Franklin  made  a  journey  to  the  Sandwich  Islands,  amongst 
other  out-of-the-way  places,  she  was  received  with  great  kindness 
by  the  '  royal  family, '  and  is  now  repaying  it  by  having  '  the 
Queen'  and  her  retinue  to  live  with  her;  though  our  Queen 
has  placed  her  apartments  at  Clarges*  Hotel  at  the  Sandwich 
Inland  Queen's  disposition.  We  (Geraldine  Jewsbury  and  I) 
were  taken  by  Lady  Franklin  into  the  garden  where  the 
Queen  was  sitting  writing,  and  '  much  scandalized  to  receive  us 
in  a  little  hat,  instead  of  her  widow's  cap,'  which  she  offered  to 
go  in  and  put  on.  She  is  a  charming  young  woman,  in  spite  of 
the  tinge  of  black — or  rather  green.  Large  black,  beautiful 
eyes,  a  lovely  smile,  great  intelligence,  both  of  face  and  man 
ner,  a  musical,  true  voice,  a  perfect  English  accent.  Lady 
Fraukliu  iutroduced  me  as  '  the  wife  of  Mr.  Carlyle,  a  celebrated 
author  of  our  country.'     '  1  ^uonn  \mxi,  1  Vi-a^x^  read  all  about  him, 
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tnd  read  things  he  bns  nritteo,'  answered  the  Queen  of  the  Band- 
wicb  IglaoUsI  In  fact,  the  jouog  wotniiD  seemed  remarkably  iu- 
fonned  on  'Ihings  in  general.'  The  fuunieat  pan  of  Ihe  interview, 
for  me,  was  to  hear  Geraldine  addressing  Queen  Emmu  always  as 
'  Your  Majesi;.'  in  a  tone  as  free  and  easy  ae  one  would  bavo 
adopted  to  one's  cat. 

Do  you  remember  Joseph  Turaer  who  was  deaf  tuid  dumb?  I 
saw  him  on  the  platform  at  Dumfries  and  spoke  to  him,  and  he  has 
wrillen  to  me — such  a  nice  letter.  I  will  send  it  when  I  have 
answered  it.  I  cannot  conceive  how  he  should  have  known  my 
&Uier,  he  was  too  young, 

I  hope  Ann  has  gone  or  is  going  to  Dumfriesshire.  It  always 
does  her  good,  that  trip ;  and  muny  people  are  glad  of  her  coming. 
I  saw  her  old  friend  Mrs,  Oilchrist  at  Tliomliill.  How  changed 
from  the  time  she  helped  mo  to  make  woollen  mattresses  at  Oraig* 
enputtockl  The  history  she  gave  me  of  her  occideuta  was  most 
pitifuL  I  didn't  like  the  daughter's  looks  much;  but  she  bod  Ute 
room  as  clean  as  a  pio,  and  spoke  kindly  enough,  though  roughly, 
to  her  mother. 

Good-bye,  dear  Elizabeth  I 

Yours  aScclionately, 

Jane  W.  Caiu,tl£ 

LETTER  816. 

31?  lira.  A^iMtin,  Tlu-  GiU,  Annan. 


S  Cherne  Bow^ 

My  dear  little  woman, ^ — It  is  'a  black  and  a  burning  aharae'  that 

9  should  not  bavo  told  you  before  now  that  the  butter  is  good,  very 

>dl    And  Hr.  C.  eats  It  to  bis  oat-cakes  in  preference  to  the  Ad- 

Bcombe  fresh  butter,  which  is  tbe  best  in  the  world.    The  girl— 

t  I  should  say  youug  woman  (her  age  being  thirty) — whom  I 

Fought  from  Thornbill  is  au  admirable  hand  at  oat-cakes,  and  ia 

and  of  being  praised,  as  most  of  us  are  when  we  can  get  iti  so  is 

rilling  to  do  the  cake-making  of  the  family,  though  it  isn't '  in  her 

~  work.'     And  I  seldom  eat  loaf-bread  now,  having  taken  it  into  my 

bead  that  the  oat-cakts  do  instead  of  rhubarb  pills.   She  is  a  capital 

servant,  that  Jessie;  and  pleases  Mr.  Carlyle  supremely,  attending 

to  alibis  little  'fykes  and  manneuvres'  (as  she  calls  it  in  her  private 

a  zeal  nod  puniHuality  that  leaves  him  Dothlng  to  wish. 

le  she  leaves  a  good  deal  to  wish.    Not  in  her  work:  she  ia 


■ 
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clever  and  active,  and  bss  an  excellent  niemory :  bat,  u  a  womi 
I  miglit  wi^ii  her  diflerent  Lu  some  respects.     With  &  f&oe  IhKt  o 
tivates  ereryone  bj  its  'brightDess  und  aweetnem,' alic  is,  I  flixl,  1 
what  the  clergymaa  at  HorLon,  who  had  known  her  from  a  duM.'  J 
told  me  she  was,  and  I  would  not  beliuve  him  till  I  tried,  '  i 
And  when  Mrs.  BuHsell  luid  mo  she  was—'  Ob,  well,  about  thai,  ll 
should  Bay  she  wiis  aa  truthful  aa  the  generality  of  servauta  nowa-  M 
dayi^r  even  that  mild  accoaut  wtia  atrelchiug  a  point  in hur  TaTout,  T 
But  as  long  as  Mr.  C.  Buds  her  all  right,  the  rest  don't  stgoltj.   H«l 
bas  been  oS  his  eleop  again,  listening  for  '  railway  whistles,'  whlclt  l 
have  been  jual  audible — nothing  more — for  jcars  back;  but  be  OBva 
discovered  Uiem  till  Ms  experiences  at  Dumfries  made  him  morUdlj 
sensitive  to  that  sound.    The  last  week  he  has  slept  better;  and  is 
other  respects  he  Is  belter,  I  think,  than  before  Uc  went  to  Bcotlaud;  . 
can  walk  further,  and  Ipoks  stronger.  J 

For  me.  my  neuralgia  coo  tinuea  in  abeyance — no  pain  inmyarmtfl 
or  bond,  or  anywhere.  And  though  a  certain  stiffnosa  remains.  TV 
can  do  myself,  without  help,  almost  everything  I  need  to  do,  acd'l 
Borne  tblngs  not  needed.  For  example,  I  made  myself  jreaterday  »l 
lovely  bonnell  My  sleep  has  been  greatly  improved  ever  siuot:  my  I 
return  from  Scotland;  tor  the  bad  nights  1  have  bad  lately  wen. I 
not  my  own  fault,  but  produced  by  listuniug  lu  Mr.  C.  jumping  up  ■ 
to  smoke,  to  thump  at  bis  bed.  and  Bo  on.'  I 

Ood  bless  yon  dear.    Elud  regards  to  them  all.  I 

Your  affectionate  H 

JaUB  W.   CABLfLS. 

LETTER  816.  , 

Some  wretched  people 

poultry  and  other  base  d_ _„ .,.   —^ ,  _ 

the  name  soul  heroically  staried  up  (not  to  be  forbidden),  and  witli'l 
all  her  old  skill  and  cnct^y  gmnud  victory,  complete  once  more,  m 
For  me— tor  me!  and  it  was  her  lost.  The  thought  la  cultinglfl 
painful  while  I  live.  I 

The  omnibus  at  Charing  Cross.  Oh.  sbockingl  How  well  do  t  ■ 
remember  all  this,  and  liow  easily  miglit  1  have  uvoided  iti— T.  C    I 

Zb  Mn.  Avttin,  TIte  GUi,  Annan.  I 

G  Chsfne  Haw:  WedoMdaj'.  Doe.  IBB.     I 

Oh,  my  dear  I    I  am  so  vexed  that  you  should  not  have  had  your,l 

kind  sending  acknowledged  sooner.    It  arrived  when  I  waa  uoderj 

'  Aiaii,ala*;  watchful iQitwo\  acf«^»4,^■a.^iBA^«^-•>o.^^.™e■.         J 
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k  cload,  last  Saliuday.  ciiafiaed  to  bed  iu  a  perfect  agony  of  bIoIc 

I  li&d  bud  Dotliiag  of  tbat  sort  for  luaoj  years,  and  it  was  really 
Btroage  to  me,  the  tboug-ht,  how  maay  «ucb  days  I  bad  passed  for- 
merly without  being  killed  by  LliemI  Bull  ameure  I  couldn't  live 
tlirough  many  such  at  the  present  date.  The  beadache  and  sick- 
ness lasted  only  one  day  and  aigbt,  but  (be  efiects  at  it  have  Qui  yet 
passed.  I  am  as  weak  and  nurvous  as  if  I  bud  just  come  througba 
courae  of  mercury  I  And  that  ia  why  I  Lave  let  several  posts  juxsa 
nitbout  returning  you  our  tbuuk^;  but  expressing  them  meanirblle 
in  an  approving  consumption  of  the  egga  and  fowls.  One  was 
boiled  on  Monday  (excelleati).  the  otber  is  to  be  roosted  lO'dny, 
according  to  my  views  about  variety  of  food  beiog  requisite  to  the 
welfare  of  the  bumim  siomacb — a  consideration  which  Mr.  C. 
niakes  light  of,  but  exemplifies  in  bis  own  person  very  convincingly 
the  truth  of. 

1  could  very  well  account  for  liiat  crisis  the  other  day;  several 
tliingB  Lad  conspireil  to  throw  me  on  my  buck.  First,  my  black 
mare,  who  enjoys  tlio  most  perfect  liealtL  generally,  got  Ler  fool 
hurt  by  a  runaway  cart,  and  bus  had  to  remain  in  the  stable  for 
more  than  a  neek.  in  a  stale  of  coutiutial  poulticcsl  Nut  choosing 
to  pay  for  another  horse,  I  a^eed  to  go  for  exercise  in  an  omnibus 
with  Mr.  C— tbe  first  time  I  bad  entered  an  omnibus  since  the 
evening  I  bad  my  fall — the  beginning  of  all  my  woes!  I  felt  very 
nervous  at  tbe  notion,  but  I  waa  to  go  to  the  cad  of  tbe  line  and  siC 
still  wbile  the  borsee  were  changed,  and  then  come  back  again,  so 
■a  to  avoid  any  walking  or  hanging  about  In  the  streets.  But  Mr. 
C,  as  usual  dawdled  till  we  found  ourselves  too  lute  for  going  tbe 
vrbole  way,  and  I  Lad  to  get  down  at  Charing  Cross  in  a  buS7 
thorouglifare — and  Mr.  C,  bad  to  run  after  omnibuses  to  slop  them 
— and  I  was  like  to  cry  with  nervousness  to  find  myi!elf  left  nione 
in  an  open  street— and  couldn't  run  after  him  as  he  kept  calling  to 
mo  to  do — couldn't  run  at  alll  and  was  besides  paralysed  at  tbo 
Bight  of  carriages  tto  near  me,  so  that  1  was  terribly  Stirried,  and 
felt  quite  ill  when  I  had  to  go  out  to  dinner  with  Mr.  C.  tbe  siime 
evening.  Then  1  am  sure  the  champagne  they  giive  us  wns  bad — 
tbnt  Is,  poisonous;  and  for  two  nights  before.  I  hud  bud  next  to  no 
sleep,  owing  to  a  terrible  eecret  on  my  mind.  One  morning,  wlien 
I  looked  out  of  my  dressing-room  window  to  see  what  sort  of  day 
ae,  imagine  the  spectacle  iLut  met  my  eyes;  a  nibbiiby  ben- 
batch,  erected  over  nigbt,  in  the  g.irden  next  to  ours — neitl  Uiink 


m  SJmxBBi  J3n>  jamvujA  or 

^.fhaj^lrHH^  ite.  ]fKi9  1mm  ai^ 

uniiir  our  iiHiiidowBl  M   labould  liatiefiiatedwliflieliloodlHiAI 

9M  notUpg;  I  okM'boI  giMW  vlMliMr,li#  ted  ntda  tta-dlngmy 
omol;  Tbo  iNKnitegfiriUUi  OMoned  lifvlil  tlaiet  dmfag  ffe» 
«i|^t,  JM  tpdl  a»  abiiMiftiitlj  ia  tlw  Bon^ 
Mm,  Ma  mtad  bifaig^  afc  piinept,  intent  oa  *iiflinyirhfi<ini,'  But 
ililMnlMfltenldilHwaoMiBOiMMd  lilie|«totlM  tldKi^ftiiAMffea 
^jpyg  iiionkl  kngfliii^  the  awwrtnf  wcnld.  Iiwfimab  Jkht  mj 
hmi^m^wluU  thenf—ao  wonder  tlMitlliif  aiwakiB  tU&Ump'iriMI 
Ikflot'  I tiavo Bol tioM  10 gito ft dotykjd  MBovnt  of  all  tbat  M* 
Ipfwed.  Booiig)!  to  aaj  the  pooltiy  ia  aU  to  ofioiialB  tka  pnnlMa 
at  Ghriatmaiic  and  maaanridlo  the  oock  ia  ahni  iq^  in  •  daaek  eettv 
ftom  dailiflntwg  tOl  after  aor  toeakfiat  AndMr.  CXdaqiiedHieiR 
hia  anna  and  called  nia  hta  '  goaaediaa  ancal;  *  «iid  aU  I  ha>^  to  p^ 
for  this  restoration  of  peaoe  and  quietneea  ia  giTing  a  leaaon  tfana 
times  a  week*  in  ayUaMea  of  two  letten^  to  %  amall  Urii  beji 
Rhyme  that  if  you  caul 

Excuse  this  ill- written  letter.  I  am  not  quite  reooTered  from  the 
crush  of  that  poultry  affair  on  my  mind,  although  the  seciet  load  is 
removed. 

I  will  write  soon  when  more  up  to  writing.    This  ia  merely 
thanks  and  a  kiss  for  the  fowls  and  eggs.    Oh,  if  one  never  saw  a 
fowl  but  like  these— dead! 
.   Love  to  them  alL  Tour  ever  affectionate 

Jahs  W.  GabIiTLB. 

Jessie,  the  ThomhiU  girl,  is  going  on  quite  satisfactorily,  since  I 
ceased  treating  her  too  kindly — snubbing,  and  riding  with  a  curb- 
bridle,  is  what  she  needs.  All  her  former  mistresses  warned  me  of 
that,  but  I  wouldn't  believe  them,  the  girl  looked  so  sweet  and  af- 
fectionate—the humbug  I    Mercifully,  Mr.  C.  sees  no  fault  in  lier. 

[Bemainder,  a  small  fragment,  is  hstJ] 

LETTER  817. 

Nothing  nobler  was  ever  done  to  me  in  my  life  than  the  unseen 
nobleness  recorded  in  this  letter.  When  I  look  out  on  that  garden, 
all  so  trim  and  quiet  now  (old  rubbish  tenants  gone  forever),  and 
think  what  she  looked  out  on,  and  resolved  to  do—oh,  these  are 
facts  that  go  beyond  words  I  Praise  to  thee,  darling  1  praise  in  my 
hesart  at  least,  so  long  as  I  continue  to  exist. — ^T.  C. 
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Mtb.  BuneU,  HcHm  EtU. 

6  Cheyne  Bow:  Dee.  26, 186S. 
Dearest  Mary, — ^I  was  unwilling  to  leave  your  husband's  letter 
unanswered  for  a  single  day,  or  I  wouldn't  have  chosen  Friday 
morning  for  writing  to  him,  when  I  was  busy  packing  your  box, 
and  had  besides  to  write  a  business  letter  to  the  Haddington  lawyer,* 
and  to  give  a  lesson  in  syllables  of  two  letters  to  a  small  boy,*  all 
before  one  o'clock,  when  I  should  go  for  my  drive.  After  my  re- 
turn, between  four  and  five,  there  is  no  time  to  catch  the  general 
post,  which  closes  for  Chelsea  at  half-past  four.  So,  having  so 
much  to  do  in  haste,  I  could  only  do  it  all  badly. 

Then  you  may  be  perplexed  by  the  four  pieces  of  cork.  My  dear, 
Mr.  Carlyle  has  admirers  of  all  sorts  and  trades;  and  one  of  them, 
a  very  ardent  admirer,  is  by  trade  a  cork-cutter,  and  he  sent  me,  as 
a  tribute  of  admiration,  a  box  containing  some  dozens  of  bottle- 
corks,  large  and  small,  and  half-a-dozen  pairs  of  cork  soles,  to  put 
into  my  shoes,  when  shaped  with  a  sharp  knife.  It  is  not  by  many, 
or  any,  chances  that  I  have  to  wet  my  feet;  so  there  is  small  gen- 
erosity in  bestowing  two  pairs  on  you  or  the  Doctor. 

I  hope  you  read  that  tale  going  on  in  the  'Fortnightly' — 'The 
Belton  Estate '  (by  Anthony  Trollope).  It  is  charming,  like  all 
he  writes;  I  quite  weary  for  the  next  niunber,  for  the  sake  of  that 
one  thing;  the  rest  is  wonderfully  stupid. 

When  I  wrote  to  the  Doctor,  *  my  interior '  (as  Mr.  C.  would 
say)  was  in  wild  agitation,  not  severe  but  annoying,  and  reminding 
me  of  the  inflammatory  attack  I  had  last  winter.  Nevertheless,  I 
took  my  daily  three  hours'  drive,  and  some  tea  after,  and  put  on 
my  black  velvet  gown,  and  went  to  'Lady  William's'*  eight 
o'clock  dinner.  I  hadn't  dined  with  her  for  some  three  weeks,  so  I 
must  be  getting  better  when  I  could  muster  spirit  for  such  a  thing, 
polled  up  in  fur,  and  both  windows  up,  and  warm  water  to  my 
feet,  I  caught  no  cold,  and  it  is  always  pleasant  there,  and  I  always 
sleep  well  after.  I  met  the  man  who  is  said  to  have  made  the 
Crimean  War,  Lord  Stratford  de  Redcliffe,  and  found  him  a  most 
just-looking,  courteous,  agreeable,  white-headed,  old  gentleman. 

1  About  some  trifle  of  legacy  from  poor  *  Jackie  Welsh,*  I  think  {8upra). 
'  Part  of  her  task  with  those  new  neighbours,  and  their  noiaee  and  paltrt- 
nesses.    GkKxl  Heaven  I 
*  Lady  William  Russell,  who  much  liked  and  admired  her. 
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When  I  told  yoii  I  had  been  off  my  sleep,  1  told  you— did  I  nolt  J 
—that  I  Imd  boeo  wurried  off  it.  Better  when  one  can  put  one**  I 
Bnger  on  the  cause  i>(  one"s  sleeplessness.  The  cbom)  this  lime,  or  I 
rather  the  causes,  were:  tlrst.  a  bilioua  fit  on  the  part  of  3fr.  Cur-  I 
lyle.  nho  was  for  some  days  '  neither  to  hold  nor  to  bind ' — «  cob-  [ 
dition  wliicb  keeps  my  Iteitrt  jumping  into  tny  moutb  irhn  H  \ 
should  be  composing  itself  to  rest.  Then  it  happened  thai  In  Uibm  1 
nervoua  days  I  had  Agnes  Veltch,  my  old  Iladdington  playmate  | 
(Mrs.  Orahame)  coming  to  dinner,  and  seeing  that  lie  bad  made  up  I 
his  mind  to  find  her  dreadfully  in  bia  way,  I  ordered  my  Itroagham  I 
at  eight  o'clock  to  take  her  home  to  St  John's  Wood,  and  Ihat  a 
mightn't  think  it  was  sending  her  off  loo  early,  I  went  along  nitb  I 
her,  to  give  her  anollier  hour  of  my  company.  Prettily  Imagined,  { 
you  will  allow.  Having  deposited  her  safely  at  her  own  door,  I  \ 
was  on  my  way  hack,  crosdng  Oxford  Street,  when  I  a 
or  drunk  cart  bearing  down  upon  me  at  a  furious  r&le.  and  tmtert-  J 
ing  from  side  to  side,  so  that  there  was  no  escaping.  My  old  I 
coachman  Is  a  most  cautious,  as  well  aa  skilful  driver;  but  this  w 
toomuci],  I  shut  my  eyes,  and  crossed  my  anus  light,  and  awaited  I 
the  collistnn.  Instead  of.  as  I  expected,  nmning  into  tbe  canii^  f 
the  wild  thing  ran  into  the  block  mnre,  threw  her  round  with  a  ]eik  I 
that  broke  part  of  the  harness,  and  then  rushed  on.  Men  gathered  m 
round,  and  Silvester  descended  from  his  box.  to  knot  up  the  brokev  fl 
straps;  my  beanliful  Bellona  (so  named  for  her  imputed  warHknl 
disposition)  standing  the  while  as  quiet  as  a  lamb.  Then  we  wentl 
on  our  way  again,  thanking  God  it  was  no  worse.  But  it  i 
found,  on  reaching  the  aiables,  that  poor  Bellona  had  got  her  foot  I 
badly  hurt.  The  mad  wheel  seemed  to  have  bruised  it  and  snip- 1 
ped  out  a  piece  of  skin.  She  was  not  at  all  lame,  and  was  qultfll 
willing  to  go  out  with  mo  next  day;  but  the  next  again,  her  leg  « 
much  swelled,  and  for  more  than  a  fortnight  she  had  to  be  attendedl 
by  the  veterinary  surgeon,  who  forbade  her  goiug  out.  and  wld  if  fl 
the  bniisc  had  been  an  inch  nearer  the  hoof  she  would  have  b 
ruined  Bellona.  Also,  he  said,  '  a  more  sweet-naturcd  hnree  bo  h 
neved  handledr  After  much  poulticing,  the  inward  suppuMtiool 
e  outward;  and  she  Is  now  all  right,  being  of  an  admirftbl^ 
Rttudon,  this  one;  never,  even  through  the  poulticing  tim\ 
I  her  excellent-  appetite  and  excellent  spirits.  But  It  i 
ylDg  to  not  know  when  she  could  be  taken  out,  and  u 
while  to  be  putting  Mr.  C.  to  the  cost  of  a  livery-horse  as  well. 
But  the  grand  worry  of  all,  lliat  which  perfected  my  deepln 
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I  an  importation  of  nine  hens.  Bwl  a  maguifioenl  cock,  into 
wijoiniug  giirdenl  Foryenra  bui'k  there  lius  reigned  overall 
ganieoB  a  lieavenly  quiet— tlmnks  to  ray  lieroic  exertions  in 
«xtenuinating  nuisances  of  every  description.  But  I  no  longer  (clt 
the  hope  or  the  energy  in  me  requisite  for  sucli  ochieremeots. 
Figure  Iben  my  horror,  my  despair,  on  being  waked  one  dark 
morning  with  the  crowing  of  a  cock,  that  seemed  to  issue  from 
under  my  bedl  I  leapt  up.  and  rushed  up  to  my  dressing-room 
window,  but  it  was  still  all  darkness.  J  lay  with  my  heart  in  my 
mouth,  listening  to  the  cock  crowing  hoarsely  from  time  lo  time, 
and  listening  for  Mr.  Cs  foot  stamping  frantically,  aa  of  old,  on 
tbe  floor  above.  But.  strangely  enough,  he  gare  no  sign  of  li&ving 
heard  his  enemy.  IiIb  wliole  Fillcntiona  having  Iiecn.  over  since  bis 
visit  to  Mrs.  Aitken,  morbidly  devoted  lo — railway  whistles.  So 
Boon  as  it  was  daylight  I  looked  out  again,  and  there  was  a  sight  to 
soe — a  ragged.  Irish  looking  hcn-ltoiiac.  run  up  over  niglit,  and 
aauntering  to  and  fro  nine  goodly  hens,  and  a  stunning  cockl  I 
didn't  know  whether  Mr.  C  remMned  really  deaf  aa  well  as  blind 
to  these  new  neighbours,  or  wbcilier  he  was  only  magnanimously 
resolved  to  observe  silenfe  about  thero;  but  it  is  n  fact,  that  for  a 
whole  week  he  said  no  word  to  enllghteD  me,  wliile  I  expected  and 
expected  the  crisis  which  would  surely  come,  and  shuddered  at 
every  cock-crow,  and  counted  the  number  of  limes  he  crowed  in  a 
night— at  two  I  at  three  1  at  four  I  at  five  I  nt  six  I  at  seven  1  Oh, 
terribly  at  seven  I 

For  a  wliole  week  I  bore  my  Iildeoua  secret  in  my  breast,  and 
alept  "none  lo  speak  of.'  At  tiie  week's  end  I  fell  into  one  of  my 
Did  sick  headaches.  1  used  nlwnyi  to  find  a  sick  headache  bad  a 
fine  eSect  in  clearing  the  wiLi.  8o,  even  this  lime.  I  rose  from  a 
day's  agony  with  a  sclieme  of  operation  in  my  bead,  and  a  sense  of 
ability  to  "carry  it  out.'  It  would  he  too  long  to  go  into  details— 
enough  to  say  my  negoliations  with  '  next  door '  ended  in  an  agree- 
ment that  the  cock  sliould  be  shut  up  iti  the  cellar,  inside  the 
owner's  own  house,  from  three  in  tlie  afternoon  till  ten  in  llie 
morning;  and,  in  return,  I  give  tbe  small  boy  of  the  house  a  lesson 
every  morning  in  bii  "Reading  made  Easy,'  the  small  bny  being 
'too  excitable'  for  being  sent  lo  Bcboolt  It  is  a  bouse  full  of 
mysteries— No.  6!  I  have  thoughts  of  writing  a  novel  about  It. 
Ueanwhile.  Mr.  C.  declares  me  to  be  his  'guardian  angel.'  No 
tfnecure,  I  c.in  toll  him.  So  I  might  fall  lo  sleeping  again  if  I 
could.    But  I  couldn't  all  at  once.     Oetting  back  to  even  that 
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much  deeplhad  been  haTing  mmt be gnduaL  lOce  tbe  bofldlBg 
of  Rome. 

Jesrie  is  going  on  quite  well  ainoe  I  decided  to  take  tbe  upper 
hand  with  her,  and  keep  it  I  don't  think  Mn.  Wamn  likea  hv 
any  better,  but  I  ask  no  questions.  Best  'let  sleeping  doga  lia' 
She  (Jessie)  is  much  more  attentive  to  me  since  I  showed  myself 
quite  indifferent  to  her  attentions,  and  particular  only  aa  to  the 
performance  of  her  work.  She  is  even  kindly  and  sensitive  with 
me  occasionally.  But  she  cant  come  over  me  ever  again  with  that 
dodge.  She  let  me  see  too  deariy  into  her  hard,  vain  nature  that  I 
should  place  relianoe  or  affection  on  her  again.  I  do  not  regret 
having  tsken  hei^— not  at  aU.  As  a  servant,  she  is  better  than  the 
avenge;  as  a  woman,  I  do  not  think  ill  of  her;  but  I  mistook  her 
entirely  at  the  first,  and  see  less  good  in  her  than  perhapa  there  is, 
because  I  b^^  by  seeing  far  more  good  in  her  than  she  hsd  the 
least  pretension  to.  At  my  age,  and  with  my  experience,  it  would 
have  well  beseemed  me  to  be  less  romantic.  I  have  paid  for  it  in 
the  disappointmeut  of  the  heartfelt  hopes  I  had  invested  in  my 
hereditary  housemaid. 

Good-bye,  dear  I 

Tour  ever  affectionate 

Jaitb  Cabltlb. 

LETTER  818. 

Mn,  Bus^ell,  Holm  HOI,  Thornhm,  Dun^friessMn. 

6  Ch«3me  Bow,  Chelsea:  Saturday,  Dec.  SO,  180Bi 
Just  a  line,  dearest,  to  inclose  the  poor  little  money-order.    I 
have  no  time  for  a  letter — indeed,  my  hurry  is  indescribable,  for  I 
have  been  fit  for  nothing  this  week,  and  oil  my  New  Year  writing 
is  choked  into  the  last  d:iy  of  it. 

Wrap  up  five  shillings,  please,  and  address  it  to  John  Hiddle- 
stone,  and  give  it  or  transmit  it  to  Margaret,  who  will  save  you  the 
trouble  of  seeking  out  himself.  And  you  remember  there  was  to 
be  five  shillings  to  that  unlucky  Mrs.  Gilchrist— into  her  own  hand. 
The  other  ten  shillings  please  give  where  you  see  it  most  needed. 

A  woman  who  had  liad  something  from  me  through  you  (an  old 
post- woman,  Jessie  said)  came  to  Jessie,  when  she  was  coming 
away,  and  begged  lier  to  tell  mo  that  *  she  had  been  sometimes  at 
Templand,  and  had  once  tiikon  tea  with  Mrs.  Welsh  in  her  own 
parlour,  and  if  1  would  do  aoiueUdw^  YCiov^i  for  her,  that  being  the 
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Stil 


I 


CttKl'  Jeasie  had  properly  told  her  ibat  it  naa  no  biuiDess  of  hets 
toiDterfere.  imd  Uiat  sbe  could  tell  mjsdf.  Ho;  I  do  not  recognise 
the  ctium.  Let  her  have  what  sbo  bus  beca  uaod  to  bave.  and  no 
more.  She  ought  to  liavu  appealed  to  me  through  jpu,  not  Uuougb 
mj  proepeclive  serrant. 

My  sickoesa  aud  m;  sleeplessneM  have  culminated  in  a  vloleat 
cold  OT  influeoza.  Blue  pill,  casior  oil,  morphia— I  have  Dot  been 
idle.  1  assure  you ;  aad  now  tbe  evil  thing  is  bloniug  over,  and  I 
expect  to  be  able  Ui  Iceep  my  engagement  to  dinu  with  Dr.  Quaia 
on  ibe  Urd  of  January  I 

1  liope  you  got  my  long  letter — that  it  was  not  confiscated  for  tbe 
ukc  of  tbe  buttons!  Will  you  tell  me  bow  you  manage  to  get 
tnskets  all  the  way  to  our  dooi  without  a  furthiug  to  pay?  No- 
iKNly  else  can  manage  it.  Even  when  the  carriage  is  paid,  ibere  ia 
Btill  porterage  from  tbe  station  to  ilie  place  of  delivery,  which  oaiu 
not  be  prepaid—six  pence,  or  eigblpence.  or  b  shilling,  according  to 
tbe  bulk.  I  really  want  to  understand.  Had  you  any  porterage, 
from  the  station  to  Holm  Dill,  to  pay  for  my  box?  A  good  New 
Year  to  the  doctor.  I  would  be  his  '  first  fool '  if  1  bad  a  '  wishing 
MTpet.' 

Tell  me  how  poor  little  Un.  Ewart  is. 

Tout  ever  allectionnte 

Ja»b  Cabltia 

LETTER  S19. 

7b  Mut  Oraee  Wdih.  Edinburgh. 

i  Cbejue  Bow,  Cbelaea^  Jui,  13,  ISOt. 
Mydear  Grace, — Have  ynu  any  more  news  of  HobertT '    I  weary 
I  to  hear  bow  bo  is,  though  witliunt  hope  or  bearing  he  ia  better. 
\  From  the  first  mention  of  his  illness,  I  have  felt  that  it  was  all  over 
.  Vitb  the  poor  lad  for  this  life! 

One  thinks  it  so  aad  that  one's  family  should  die  oull  And  yet, 
perhaps,  it  is  best  (nay,  of  course  ft  is  best,  since  Qod  has  so  or- 
dered it!)  that  u  family  lying  under  the  doom  of  a  hereditaiy, 
deadly  malady  should  die  out,  and  leave  its  room  in  the  universe  to 
healthier  and  happier  peopled  But,  again,  hereditary  maladiea 
are  not  the  only  maladies  Ibat  kill;  and  plenty  of  mothers  have, 
like  Mrs.  George  and  Mrs.  Bol)ert,  seen  their  children,  one  ifter 

i  returned  from  lea  Id  a 


I 
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oDoUier,  swept  from  Hie  earth  -wiihoiit  eonsmnption  baling  naj- 
Ihing  to  do  nilh  it.  It  is  baril,  hard  to  tcU  by  wba[  dcalU,  slow  or 
Bwift,  one  would  prefer  to  lose  one's  dearest  ones,  when  Ittse  tbem 

Figure  what  has  just  befallen  that  dear,  kind  Dr.  B .  iriio- 

sawed  my  life  (I  shall  always  cooBider)  by  taking  me  uoder  his  «n 
at  St.  Leonards.     Of  all  his  sons,  the  most  proraUiog  waa  CaptMS 

P B ,  risen  In  be  naval  capiaih  while  atili  very  young.    Ob, 

eucb  a  handsome,  kindly,  gallant  feltowl  He  bad  married  a  beaa- 
titul  girl  with  a  little  fortune,  and  lliey  were  'he  happiest  pairt 
year  ago  he  was  made  '  Commander ' — a  signal  honour  for  6o  young 
u  mani  and  Just  llireo  weeks  ai^  his  wife  wsa  confined  of  1 
second  baby,  in  her  mother's  house  at  St.  Leonards,  tb«  captain 
being  away  to  bring  home  a  ship  from  somewhere  in  the  West 
Indies.     Weill  four  days  ago,  in  reading  bia  morning  ncrwspftper. 

Dr.  B read  the  '  Death  of  that  dislingubhed  officer.  Captain 

P B ,  from  fuTcr,  after  three  days;'  illness!'    It  it  t 

terrible  to  try  to  conceive  Iho  feelioga  of  a  warm-hearted,  proad 
father  under  a  shock  like  Ihalt    KbI  a  word  of  warningt 

I  Uiiuk  that  going  down  of  the  *  London '  has  sent  all  the  blood 
from  my  heart!    Ever  since  I  read  its  touching  detuls  I  liare  felt 
in  a  maze  of  sadness,  have  bad  no  affinity  for  any  but  sorrowful 
things,  and  can  find  in  my  whole  mind  no  morsel  of  cheerful  n 
to  tell  you!    Perhaps  I  am  even  more  stupid  titan  end;  and  no 
shame  to  me,  with  a  cold  In  my  head,  dating  from  befoK  Chris^ 
mast    It  is  the  only  illness  I  have  had  to  complain  of  Ihli  winter, 
and  Is  no  illness  '  to  speak  of;'  but,  none  the  less,  It  makes  me  very 
sodden  and  abject;  and.  instead  of  hnving  thoughts  in  my  head,  il 
(my  bead)  feels  to  be  filled  with  wool  I    Puseiy  is  the  word  for  hoW    I 
I  feel,  all  through!     But  I  continue  lo  lake  my  three  hours'  driro  I 
daily,  all  the  some.     Since  I  returned  from  Folkestone  in  Scptem-  i 
her,  I  bavo  only  misicd  two  days!  the  days  of  tlie  snowstorm  a 
fortnight  ago;  when  il  was  so  dangerous  for  horses  to  travel,  that  I 
llie  very  omnitiuaes  struck  work.    And  besides  the  forenoon  driw,  ( 
I  <K*asionally.  with  this  wool  in  my  head,  go  o»t  to  dinae 
With  a  hot  botile  at  my  feet,  and  wrapt  in  fur,  I  lake  no  hurt,  andl 
the  talk  stirs  me  up.    Dr.  Qiiain  told  m«  I  '  couldn't  take  a  better  f 
remedy,  if  only  I  drank  plenty  of  champagne' — a  condition  which  | 
I,  for  one,  never  find  any  difficulty  in  complying  with! 

My  chief  intimaiea  bave  been  away  all  this  winter,  widch  Ii 
mode  my  life  less  pleasant— Ilady  Ashburton  on  the  Continent,  and'l 
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Hiss  DBTenport  Bromley  t 
smell  aliould  bave  gone  ou 
nice  people  u>  lake  Uie  plac 
dear,  that  Edinburgli  iioti< 
Rector  of  Uie  University, 


ailinB  io  the  couotTy  till  the  new  paint 
of  her  house.  But  tticre  are  always 
'  of  those  abeuDt.  It  in&de  me  luugh, 
n,  thiit  because  Mr.  C.  had  Iwen  made 
a  olQce  purely  honorary,  we  should  im- 


mediately proceed  to  tear  ourselves  up  by  the  roots,  and  transplant 
ourselres  therel 

Aiter  thirty  years  of  LonfloD,  and  ^Itb  mch  society  as  "we  have 
In  London,  tt>  bundle  ourselves  off  to  Ediubiirgh,  to  live  out  the 
poor  remaatit  of  our  lives  in  a  new  aad  perfectly  uncongenial 
■pbere.  with  no  consolations  that  I  Ilddw  of  but  your  three  selves, 
and  dear  old  Betty!  Aeh!  'A  wishing  carpet'  on  wbicli  I  could 
lal  down,  and  be  transported  to  Craigeuvilla.  for  an  hour's  talk 
vith  you  all,  two  or  three  times  a  week,  and — liack  again  I — would 
be  a  most  welcome  fairy  gift  to  me!  But  no  'villa  at  Momingside' 
tempts  me,  except  your  villal  And  for  Edinburgh  people — those  I 
knew  are  mostly  dead  and  gone;  and  lUe  uew  ones  would  aatonish 

e  much  if  tbey  afforded  any  shadow  of  compensation  for  the 
people  I  should  leave  herel  No,  my  dear,  we  shall  certainly  not 
go  'to  live  in  Edinburgh;"  I  only  wish  Mr.  C.  hadn't  to  go  to 
deliver  a  speech  in  it,  for  it  will  tear  liim  to  intter^. 

Love  to  yon  all.  Affectionately, 

J.  W.  C. 


To  Mrt.  Suata.  Holm  JJiU. 

G  Cheyne  Row:  J&Quary  29,  IBSD. 
The  town  is  no  longer  '  empty.'    All  my  most  inlimale  tiieoda 
are  come  back,  except  Lady  Ashburton,  who,  alas!  will  still  nv 
D  on  the  Continent,   and  give  no  certain  promise  of  return. 
Her  rheumatism  la  better;  but  there  are  family  reasons  for  bcr 
Avoiding  England   at  present,  which  she  considers    imperative, 
thnngh  her  friends  find  them  chimerical  enough.    Miss  Davenport 
Bromley  is  back;  the  Alderley  Stanleys,  the  Airliee.  tlie  Froudes, 
4c.  ic.    We  were  much  siirprlned  by  llie  Lothians  coming  to  London 
.   some  two  or  three  weeks  ago.     They  had  not  stirred  from  New- 
ball  le  Abbey  for  two  yearsi   The  poor  young  Marquis  came  tlie 
whole  journey  in  one  day.    Some  hope  of  electricity  had  been  put 
\  into  his  head,  and  they  bod  been   trying  it  on  him.     He  said  he 
'  did  not  think  it  liad  done  him  any  liarm  as  yet;  but  that  was  the 
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most  lie  could  say.'  He  is  tiie  aaddcst  spectacle  I  have  Bocn  tor 
long.  Bib  bodj  more  Itian  half  dead.  Ids  face  so  worn  writb  aufler- 
ing,  and  LLe  soul  looking  out  of  Itim  as  briglil  as  in  bis  beet  dnira. 
I  hod  not  seen  Uim  since  before  mj  ovia  illaesai  and  1  waa  locked 
with  the  change,  especially  in  liia  voice,  whidi.  from  being  mort 
musical,  bad  become  lianih  and  husky.  She.  poor  soul,  bean  op 
wonderrutly;  but  is  so  white  and  sad,  tliai  I  caaoot  look  at  ber 
without  dreading  for  her  the  falo  of  h0T  mother. 

The  bouse  (ours)  goes  ou  peaceably  enough  on  the  whole;  ' 
without  cries  of  ill  temper,  of  course.  But  I  have  got  Jessie  pretty 
well  in  hand  now.  It  is  mortifying,  after  all  my  romantic  bopef>ot 
tier,  to  Snd  that  kindness  goes  for  nothing  with  lier,  and  tluU  she  ti 
only  amenalile  to  good  sliarp  snubbing.  Well,  she  shall  have  Ul 
At  the  same  time.  I  make  a  point  of  being  Just  to  her  and  being 
kind  to  her,  as  a  tnislrau  to  a  servant.  So  she  got  the  '  nic«  Cttm' 
aX  ChrJatmas,  along  with  Mrs.  Warren;  but  I  put  no  affection  into 
anything  I  do  for  hor,  and  lot  her  see  that  I  don't.  It  waa  a  lucky 
Christmas  for  her.  Mr.  Rusktn  always  gives  my  servants  a  sover- 
eigu  apiece  at  that  season.  'The  like  bad  never  bappeucd  to  her 
before,'  she  was  obliged  to  confess.  She  went  to  the  theatre  one 
night  with  some  Fci^ussons,  and  has  acquaintances  enough.  So  I 
hope  she  is  happy,  though  I  don'i  like  her. 

Eos  the  Doctor  seen  young  Corson,  who  hod  to  leave  Swan  and 
Edgar's  with  a  bad  kneet  He  came  here  several  times  lo  ee 
Jessie.     Love  to  the  Doctor.  Yours  ever, 

J.  C. 

How  is  Mrs.  Ewartf 

LETTER  331. 
Miss  Ann  Wd*h.  Edinlmrgh. 


My  dear  Aunts,— It  is  long  since  1 1 
leisure  tor  a  satisfactory  letter  even  m 
ihiiae  two  admissioiiB  in  good  time,  in  i 
Mr,  C.'s  addre^,  and  ilau't  know  how 
care  about  It,  or  can't  for  any  other  re 
either  of  tJiem.  please  retitni  them  to  u 
off  l.hiij  day  neck  aud  there  ii 

Mr,  U.  was  loo  modest,  when  asked  by   the   Unii-erally  people 
huw  many  admisflions  be  wished  reserved  for  himself,  and  ra- 


;  but  I  want  you  to  have 

a  you  deiure  to  hear  poor 

manage  it.    If  you  don't 

lason  use  the  admiaaions.  ix 

ae  forthwith;  for  the  thing' 
great  demaud  for  them. 
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quired  only  twenty  for  men  and  six  for  women,  or,  as  I  suppose 
they  would  say  in  Edinburgh,  'ladies/  Four  have  been  given 
away  to  ladies  who  have  shown  him  great  kindness  at  one  time  or 
other;  and  the  two  left  he  sends  to  you,  in  preference  to  some  dozen 
other  ladies  who  have  applied  for  them  directly  or  indirectly.  So 
you  see  the  propriety  of  my  request  to  have  one  or  both  returned  if 
you  are  prevented  from  using  them  yourselves. 

I  am  afraid,  and  he  himself  is  certain,  his  address  will  be  a  sad 
break-down  to  human  expectation.  He  has  had  no  practice  in  pub- 
lic speaking — hating  it  with  all  his  heart.  And  then  he  does  speak  ; 
does  not  merely  read  or  repeat  from  memory  a  composition  elabor- 
ately prepared — in  fact,  as  in  the  case  of  his  predecessors,  printed 
before  it  was  *  delivered '  1 

I  wish  him  well  through  it,  for  I  am  very  fearful  the  worry  and 
flurry  of  the  thing  will  make  him  ill.  After  speculating  all  winter 
about  going  myself,  my  heart  failed  me  as  the  time  drew  near,  and 
I  realised  more  clearly  the  nervousness  and  pain  in  by  back  that  so 
much  fuss  was  sure  to  bring  on.  I  did  not  dread  the  bodily  fatigue, 
but  the  mental.  We  were  to  have  broken  the  journey  by  stopping 
a  few  days  at  Lord  Houghton's,  in  Yorkshire,  and  after  giving  up 
Edinburgh,  I  thought  for  a  while  I  would  still  go  as  far  as  the 
Houghton's,  and  wait  there  till  Mr.  C.  returned.  But  that  part  of 
the  business  I  also  decided  against,  only  two  days  since,  preferring 
to  reserve  Yorkshire  till  summer,  and  till  I  was  in  a  more  tranquil 
frame  of  mind. 

Mr.  C.  is  going  to  stay  while  in  Edinburgh  at  Thomas  Erskine's, 
our  dear  old  friend;  not,  however,  because  of  liking  him  better  than 
anyone  else  there,  but  because  of  his  being  most  out  of  the  way  of 
— railway  whistles!  It  was  worth  while,  however,  to  have  talked 
of  accompanying  Mr.  C,  to  have  given  so  much  enthusiastic  hospi- 
tality an  opportunity  for  displaying  itself. 

One  of  the  letters  of  invitation  I  had  quite  surprised  me  by  its 
warmth  and  eagerness,  being  from  a  quarter  where  I  hardly  believed 
myself  remembered — David  Aitkcn  and  Eliza'Stoddart!  They  had 
both  grown  into  sticks,  I  was  thinking.  But  I  have  no  time  to 
gossip. 

Do  send  me  soon  some  word  of  Robert,'  though  I  know  too  well 
there  can  no  good  news  come. 

Affectionately  yours, 

J.  W.  Caklylb. 

1  Her  dying  eousin. 
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LETTER  saa. 

T.  OariyU,  Eig.,  T.  Brtkim.  E*g.,  Edinburffh. 

ChefDs  Dot:  Qood  FrldHr,  MKrdi 

DesreBt, — WTial  with  your  brmg  on  ilie  road,  aud  what  wiUi  ilia    | 
regalatioua  of  0<io<l  Friday,  I  don't  know  when  thUvUI  Teach  you. 
Indeed  I  dont  know  anytbing  about  anytliing.    I  feel  quite  Btu[i«- 
lled.    I  sUoald  liave  liked  to  liiivo  seen  your  tiimdwritiug  tbism 
iug,  though  none  the  less  obliged  to  Mr.  Tyndall,  who  makes  the 
best  of  your  having  bad  a  bad  nigbt.     What  a  dear,  warm-hearted 
darling  he  isl    1  should  like  tukiAahiinl    I  did  sleep nmu;  Ust  night 
—the  first  wink  since  llie  nlglit  l*fore  you  left.     Last  evening  1  felt 
quite  Bmashed,  so  willingly  av^ed  myself  of  the  feeble  pen  of 
Mnggio.'  who  had  walked  in  '  quite  promiacuous.'    She  was  back  at  i 
Agnes  Utird's,  and  had  fixed  to  leave  for  Liverpool  on  Saturday.    [ 
For  decency's  sake  I  aaked  her  to  como  here  instead  and  May  over  ] 
Sunday,  which  she  agreed  to  do.     She  will  be  company  to  Jamea.* 
Be  didn't  come  back  to  sleep  last  oigbt,  having  accepted  on  invita- 
tion from  somebody  (McGeorgeT)  at  Islinglon.  with  whom  he  was 
going  to  spend  Good  Friday  out  of  town  somewhere.     He  had  ' 
quite' concluded  liboul  his  ofBce—"  all  but:'  had  failed  in  all  atlempti   j 
to  find  a  lodging,  but  tills  McGcorge  'would  help  him  in  looking.' 
he  thought,     I  pressed  him  to  keep  his  bed  here  till  he  was  suited, 
but  he  '  would  be  nearer  his  olBco  at  McGcorge's.'    Ho  is  to  come 
on  Sunday  morning, ^however,  to  spend  the  day;  aud  I  promiacd    I 
to  take  bim  to  Itiehniood  Pork  or  somewhere  before  dinner, 
parting,  for  the  present,  ho  tried  to  make  a  good  little  ppeecli  about   | 
'my  kindness  to  him.'    Pity  he  is  so  dreadfully  inarticulate,  for 
hi*  meaning  is  motlest  and  affectionate,  poor  fellow. 

The  sudden  intimation  of  Venturi's  dcalh,  sleepless  as  I  was  a 
the  time,  sluuned  me  for  the  rest  of  the  day  like  a  blow  on  th 
head.    He  was  taken  ill  in  the  night  at  the  house  of  Herbert  Tay  I 
lor,*  but  would  not  allow  his  wife  to  raise  anyone,  or  to  make  naj  ] 
disturbance,  and  at  five  in  the  morning  he  was  dead.    There  M 
an  examination,  that  satisfied  the  doctors  he  had   died  nf  hekit 
disease,  afid  that  he  must  have  been  sufFcriag  a  great  deal,  wblto 
De  Musaet  and  other  doctors  of  his  acquaintance  had  treated  any 
complaint  of  illness  he  made  as  '  imaginary,  the  result  of  his  u: 


'  Kaggie  IVeUIi. 
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isfactory  life.*  Poor  Emilie  is,  as  you  may  imagine,  Mike  death.' 
Mr.  Ashurst  was  trying  to  prevent  a  coroner's  inquest,  but  he  feared 
it  would  have  to  be — to-day. 

Gk>od-byeI  Keep  up  your  heart  the  first  three  minutes,  and  after 
that  it  will  be  all  plain  sailing. 

Ever  yours, 

J.  0. 

LETTER  828. 
r.  Carlyle,  E$q,,  T.  Erskin^s,  Esq.,  EdinburffJk 

6  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  April  2, 1866. 

Dearest, — ^By  the  time  you  get  this  you  will  be  out  of  your  trouble, 
better  or  worse,  but  out  of  it  please  Qod.  And  if  ever  you  let  your- 
self be  led  or  driven  into  such  a  horrid  thing  again,  I  will  never  for- 
give you — never  I 

What  I  have  been  suffering,  vicariously,  of  late  days  is  not  to  be 
told.  If  you  had  been  to  be  hanged  I  don't  see  that  I  could  have 
taken  it  more  to  heart.  This  morning  after  about  two  hours  of  off- 
and-on  sleep,  I  awoke,  long  before  daylight,  to  sleep  no  more. 
While  drinking  a  glass  of  wine  and  eating  a  biscuit  at  five  in  the 
morning,  it  came  into  my  mind,  '  What  is  lie  doing,  I  wonder,  at 
this  moment?  *  And  then,  instead  of  picturing  you  sitting  smoking 
up  the  stranger-chimney,  or  anything  else  that  was  likely  to  be,  I 
found  myself  always  dropping  off  into  details  of  a  regular  execution  I 
— Now  they  will  be  telling  him  it  is  time!  now  they  will  be  pinion- 
ing his  arms  and  saying  last  words!  Oh,  mercy!  was  I  dreaming 
or  waking?  was  I  mad  or  sane?  Upon  my  word,  I  hardly  know  now. 
Only  that  I  have  been  having  next  to  no  sleep  all  the  week,  and 
that  at  the  best  of  times  I  have  a  too  '  fertile  imagination,'  like  '  oor 
David.**  When  the  thing  is  over  I  shall  be  content,  however  it 
have  gone  as  to  making  a  good  '  appearance '  or  a  bad  one.  That 
you  have  made  your  '  address/  and  are  alive,  that  is  what  I  long  to 
hear,  and,  please  God!  shall  hear  in  a  few  hours.  My  'imagina- 
tion '  has  gone  the  length  of  representing  you  getting  up  to  speak 
before  an  awful  crowd  of  people,  and,  what  with  fuss,  and  '  bad 
air/  and  confusion,  dropping  down  dead. 

Why  on  earth  did  you  ever  get  into  this  galley? 

J.  W.  C. 

>  A  lying  boy  at  Haddington,  whom  his  mother  excused  in  that  way. 
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LETTER  824. 
T,  CaHyle,  Esq,,  EdinburgK 

6  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  TuesdAj,  Aprfl  8, 1866^ 

I  made  so  sure  of  a  letter  this  morning  from  some  of  you — and 
'  nothing  but  a  double  letter  for  Miss  Welsh.'  Perhaps  I  should— 
that  is,  ought  to— have  contented  myself  with  Tyndall's  adorable 
telegram,  which  reached  me  at  Cheyne  Row  five  minutes  after  six 
last  eyening,  considering  the  sensation  it  made. 

Mrs.  Warren  and  Maggie  were  helping  to  dress  me  for  Forster's 
birthday,  when  the  telegraph  boy  gave  his  double-knock.  '  There 
it  isl'  I  said.  '  I  am  afi-aid,  cousin,  it  is  only  the  postman,'  said 
Maggie.  Jessie  rushed  up  with  the  telegram.  I  tore  it  open  and 
read,  '  From  John  Tyndall '  (Oh,  Ood  bless  John  Tyndall  in  this 
world  and  the  next!)  'to  Mrs.  Carlyle.'  *  A  perfect  triumph ! '  I 
read  it  to  myself,  and  then  read  it  aloud  to  the  gaping  chorus. 
And  chorus  all  began  to  dance  and  clap  their  hands.  *  Eh,  Mrs. 
Carlylel  Eh,  hear  to  that  I '  cried  Jessie.  'I  told  you,  ma'am,' 
cried  Mrs.  Warren,  '  I  told  you  how  it  would  be.'  '  I'm  so  glad, 
cousin!  you'll  be  all  right  now,  cousin,'  twittered  Maggie,  executing 
a  sort  of  leap-frog  round  me.  And  they  went  on  clapping  their 
hands,  till  there  arose  among  them  a  sudden  cry  for  brandy!  *  Get 
her  some  brandy! '  '  Do,  ma'am,  swallow  this  spoonful  of  brandy; 
just  a  spoonful  1  For,  you  see,  the  sudden  solution  of  the  nervous 
tension  with  which  I  have  been  holding  in  my  anxieties  for  days — 
nay,  weeks,  past — threw  me  into  as  pretty  a  little  fit  of  hysterics  as 
you  ever  saw. 

I  went  to  Foster's  nevertheless,  with  my  telegram  in  my  hand, 
and  '  John  Tyudall '  in  the  core  of  my  heart!  And  it  was  pleasant 
to  see  with  what  hearty  good-will  all  there — Dickens  and  Wilkie 
Collins  as  well  as  Fuz — received  the  news;  and  we  drank  your 
health  with  great  glee.  Maggie  came  in  the  evening;  and  Fuz,  in 
his  joy  over  you,  sent  out  a  glass  of  brandy  to  Silvester!  Poor 
Silvester,  by-tlie-by,  showed  as  much  glad  emotion  as  anybody  on 
my  telling  him  you  had  got  well  through  it. 

Did  you  remember  Craik's  paper?  I  aui  going  to  take  Maggie 
to  the  railway  for  Liverpool.  I  suppose  I  shall  now  calm  down 
and  get  sleep  again  by  degrees.    I  am  smashed  for  the  present 

J.  W.  C. 
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LETTER  82& 
T.  OarlyU,  Esq,,  JBdinburgh, 

5  Ghejma  Bow,  Ghelaea:  Wednesday,  April  4, 1868L 
Weill  I  do  think  you  might  have  sent  me  a  ' Scotsman'  this 
morning,  or  ordered  one  to  be  sent  1  I  was  up  and  dressed  at  seven ; 
and  it  seemed  such  an  interminable  time  till  a  quarter  after  nine, 
when  the  postman  came,  bringing  only  a  note  about— Cheltenham, 
from  Geraldinel  The  letter  I  had  from  Tyndall  yesterday  might 
have  satisfied  any  ordinary  man  or  woman,  you  would  have  said. 
But  I  don't  pretend  to  be  an  ordinary  man  or  woman;  I  am  per- 
fectly extraordinary,  especially  in  the  power  I  possess  of  fretting 
and  wonying  myself  into  one  fever  after  another,  without  any 
cause  to  speak  of  I  What  do  you  suppose  I  am  worrying  about 
now?— because  of  the  'Scotsman'  not  having  come!  That  there 
may  be  in  it  something  about  your  having  fallen  ill,  which  you 
wished  me  not  to  see!  this  I  am  capable  of  fancying  at  moments; 
thon^  last  evening  I  saw  a  man  who  had  seen  you  *  smoking  very 
quietly  at  Masson's;'  and  had  heard  your  speech,  and — what  was 
more  to  the  purpose  (his  semi-articulateness  taken  into  account)— 
brought  me,  what  he  said  was  as  good  an  account  of  it  as  any  Tie 
oould  give,  already  in  '  The  Pall  Mali  Gkizette,'  written  by  a  hearty 
admirer  of  long  standing  evidently.  It  was  so  kind  of  Macmillan 
to  come  to  me  before  he  had  slept.  He  had  gone  in  the  morning 
straight  from  the  railway  to  his  shop  and  work.  He  seemed  still 
under  the  emotion  of  the  thing; — tears  starting  to  his  black  eyes 
every  time  he  mentioned  any  moving  part!  I 

Now  just  look  at  that!  If  here  isn't,  at  half  after  eleven,  when 
nobody  looks  for  the  Edinburgh  post,  your  letter,  two  newspapers, 
and  letters  from  my  aunt  Anne,  Thomas  Erskine,  and  *  David  Ait- 
ken  besides.'  I  have  only  as  yet  read  your  letter.  The  rest  will 
keep  now.  I  had  a  nice  letter  from  Henry  Davidson  yesterday,  us 
good  as  a  newspaper  critic.  What  pleases  me  most  in  this  business 
— I  mean  the  business  of  your  success — is  the  hearty  personal  affec- 
tion towards  you  that  comes  out  on  all  hands.  These  men  at  For- 
ster's  with  their  cheering— K>ur  own  people— even  old  Silvester  turn- 
ing as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  his  lips  quivering  when  he  tried  to  ex- 
press his  gladness  over  the  telegraph :  all  that  is  positively  delight- 
ful, and  makes  the  success  '  a  good  joy '  to  me.  No  appearance  of 
envy  or  grudging  in  anybody;  but  one  general,  loving,  heartfelt 
XL— i5 


cuuld  onlj  sleep,  dear,  and  what  jou  call  dig«it,  wouldn't  it  Iw 

Now  I  must  go ;  I  promised  to  try  and  gel  Madame  Venluri  onl 
with  me  for  a  liUlc  air.  Sbe  has  beea  at  her  brother's,  quite  near 
Forsler'fl,  since  the  fuucral.  TUe  bisiory  sbc  herself  gave  me  of 
thenighl  of  bisdeath  was  quite  excruciating.  He  look  these  spasms 
^rliidi  killed  him,  eooa  after  they  went  to  bed;  and  till  five  in  tba 
moraiu^  the  two  poor  souls  were  stru^liag  on,  be  positively  farhid> 
diug  her  to  give  »□  alarm.  His.  Taylor  bad  a  child  Just  recovering 
from  scarlet  tuTcr,  and  seat  from  home  tor  f«ir  of  infectiiig  the 
others.  Wheu  Emilie  would  have  goDO  to  the  Taylors'  bedroom  to 
toll  ibem.be  said,  '  Consider  the  pctor  mother!  If  you  rouse  her 
Buddenly.  she  will  think  there  baa  come  bad  news  of  her  child  I  It 
might  do  her  great  harm.'  '  And  I  thought,  dear,  there  was  no 
danger,'  she  stud  lo  me.  'Thedoctorshad  so  conslantly  said  he  had 
no  ailment  but  indi^^liou.'  Il  was  soon  after  this  that  be  '  threw 
nphisaimsaiif  hehadbMUBboti  and  fixed  hit  oyaa  witb  a  ttraage 
wontteiiog  look,  u  If  he  saw  eomBthing  beaatifal  and  wirpriring; 
and  then  fell  to  tha  floor  deadi '  1  un  so  glad  ahe  llfcea  me  to 
oome  to  ber,  for  it  shows  she  is  not  desperate. 

Oh,  dear,  I  wish  you  had  been  coming  tfn^ght  back!'  for  it 
would  be  N  qalet  for  you  here  Just  now:  there  isnt  a  aoul  left  in 
Iiondon  but  I«dy  WllUam,  whom  I  haven't  seen  since  the  d^  70a 
left.    I  am  afraid  ike  is  tmwall. 

Oood-byel  We  taave  the  aweepe  lo-day  in  the  drawing .rmoi,  and 
alaewkera  Affectionately  yonrs, 

jA»a  W.  Gabltlk. 

LEITXB  896. 


T.  CbHjpb,  A;.,  Atrtsfrr^, 

E  Cb^ns  Bow;  Friday,  April  0,  I8M. 

Deareat,— ficotsbrig,  I  fancy,  will  be  the  direction  now. 

I  am  Just  getting  ready  to  start  for  Windsor,  to  slay  a  day  and 
night,  or  two  nights  if  the  first  be  successful,  with  Mrs.  OUphanL 
Even  that  much  'change  of  air'  and  'echane'*  may,   perha|iih 

lOh,l 

■  Old 
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break  the  spell  of  sleeplesBiiess  that  has  overtaken  me.  It  is  easier 
to  go  oft  one's  sleep  than  to  go  on  to  it.  I  did  rather  better  last 
night,  however,  after  an  eight  o'clock  dinner  with  the  Lothians. 
The  American,  Mason,  was  there— a  queer,  fine  old  fellow,  with  a 
touch  of  my  grandfather  Walter  in  him.  Both  Lord  and  Lady,  and 
the  beauty,  Lady  Adelaide,  were  so  kind  to  me.  It  made  me  like 
to  'go  off,'  to  hear  the  young  Marquis  declaring  *  how  much  he 
wished  he  could  have  heard  your  speech.'  He  looked  perfectly 
lovely  yesterday,  much  more  dieerf  ul  and  bright  than  I  have  seen 
him  since  he  came  to  London.  They  seemed  to  take  the  most  affeo- 
toinate  interest  in  the  business. 

Lady  William,  too,  charged  me  with  a  long  message  I  haven't 
time  for  here.  I  found  her  in  bed  in  the  middle  of  newspapers, 
which  she  had  been  *  reading  and  comparing  all  the  morning;  and 
had  discovered  certain  variations  inl '  I  am  to  dine  with  her  on 
Sunday,  after  my  return  from  Windsor.  Miss  Bromley  is  come 
back;  she  came  yesterday,  and  I  am  to  dine  with  her  on  Tuesday. 
I  needn't  be  dull,  you  see,  unless  I  like  I 

Will  you  tell  Jamie  the  astonishing  fact  that  I  have  eaten  up  all 
the  meal  he  sent  me,  and  cannot  live  without  cakes.  Eh*go!  Also 
take  good  care  of  Betty's  tablecloth  I  >  She  writes  me  it  was  her 
mother's  apening.  She  was  awfully  pleased  at  your  visit.  '  What 
am  i,  O  der  me,  to  be  so  vesated! '  Here  is  an  exuberant  letter 
from  Charles  Eingsley.  Exuberant  letters,  more  of  them  than  I 
can  ever  hope  to  answer.  Lady  Airlie  offers  to  come  and  drink 
tea  with  me  on  Sunday  night.  '  Cant  be  done ' — ^must  write  in 
this  hurry  to  put  her  off.  Even  I  have  my  hurries,  you  see.  £[ind 
love  to  Jamie  and  the  rest. 

Tours  ever, 

J.  W.  0. 

LETTER  827. 
T.  Oartyle,  Efq.,  Seottbrig. 

5  Gh^jne  Bow:  TueadAj,  April  10. 10M. 

Alas,  I  missed  Tyndall's  call!  and  was  '  vaixed! '  He  left  word 
with  Jessie  that  yon  were  '  looking  well;  and  every  body  worship- 
ping youl '  and  I  thought  to  myself,  '  A  pity  if  he  have  taken  the 
habit  of  being  worshipped,  for  he  may  find  some  difficulty  in  keep- 
ing it  up  here) ' 

1  ▲  gift  of  poor  Betty's-nerer  to  aRtveii 


m  afmn<iutDiaitiaittai  or 

Finding  the  first  tiighl  at  Windsor  (Frid&y  nigbl)  s  grcsl  succbm, 
I  gladly  stayed  »  second  niglit;  auJ  only  arrived  at  Clieyne  Bow  in 
time  for  L&dy  William's  Sundajr  diuner.  It  couldo't  be  'quiet' 
that  helped  me  lo  sleep  so  well  M  Mrs.  Oliphact's;  for  all  day  long 
I  was  in  the  presence  of  fellow-creatures.  The  first  evening,  besides 
two  Miss  Tullochs  living  in  the  bouse,  there  arrived  to  lea  and  sop- 
per(!)a  family  of  Hawtreys,  lotlio  number  of  seven! — seven  grown- 
up brothers  and  aialersn  Tile  eldest,  "Mr.  Stephen,'  with  very 
white  bair  and  beard,  is  Hosier  of  Hathematica  at  Eton :  and  has  a 
pel  school  of  bis  own — tradeamen's  sons,  and  the  like — on  wliich 
he  lays  out  three  hundred  a  year  of  his  own  money.  He  compli- 
mented me  on  your  'ezM-llent  address.'  which  he  said  '  We  read 
aloud  to  our  Iroys.'  I  naked  Mrs.  Oliphant  after,  what  boys  he 
meant?  She  said  it  would  be  the  boys  of  liis  hobby  school;  they 
were  the  only  boys  in  the  world   for  Mr.  SlephenI     On  the  foliow- 

(»0UBt  wetatm  to  ms  to  te  wtien^trtthlaagvWIan.    Ha<|lH 

Principal)  had  been  at  the  '  AddieflB,'aad  seen  joawilkfaigfii  joor 
wideawake  with  your  brMher,  Juit  aa  Wmartf  was  leftving  Edin- 
burgh. 

FredBrick  Elliot  and  Hay  ward  { I)  were  at  I^j  WilHam'B,  Hay- 
ward  was  raging  againBt  the  Jamaica  busineaa — ironld  bava  had 
Eyre  cut  into  amall  pieces,  and  eat«n  raw.  He  told  me  vmhii 
might  patronize  Eyre — that  woman  were  natunllT  cniel,  and  nllwT 
liked  to  look  on  while  horron  wen  perpetrated.  Bat  no  mm  Ut- 
ing  could  stand  up  for  Eyre  now!  '  I  hope  Mr.  Oaiiyle  does,'  I 
■aid.  '  I  haven't  had  an  opportunity  of  asking  him ;  bat  I  should 
be  surprised  and  grieved  it  I  fotind  him  eentenentaHsIng  over  a 
pack  of  black  bruteel '  After  staring  at  me  a  moment;  'Hr.  Car- 
lylel'  said  Hayward.  'Oh,  yeel  Hr.  Oariylel  one  cannot'lndeed 
swear  what  he  will  ru><  sayl  His  great  aim  and  philosophy  of  life 
being  "  The  smallest  happiness  of  the  fewest  ntimberl " ' 

I  slept  very  ill  again,  that  night  of  my  return ;  but  last  night  was 
better,  having  gone  to  bed  dead  weary  of  euch  a  tea-party  as  you 
will  say  could  have  entered  into  no  human  head  but  mioel  Seito- 
gina,'  Count  Relchenbacb,  and  James  Ailkenl  t  Oiere  wm  to  have 
been  also  Lady  Airlle !  1 1  You  have  no  idea  how  well  ReldHobadr 
and  James  suit  each  otherl    They  make  each  other  quite  animated. 


u  o(  her  letter,  die  drove  to  SM,  nA  ntad,  aM 
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by  the  delight  each  seems  to  feel  in  finding  a  man  more  inarticulate 
than  himself  1  They  got  towards  the  end  into  little  outbursts  of 
laughter,  of  a  very  peculiar  kind !  Tours  ever, 

Jaks  Cabltib. 
Send  me  a  proof '  as  soon  as  you  can. 

LETTER  828. 

I  still  in  Edinburgh  on  that  fated  visit.  I  called  on  Mrs.  Stirling; 
the  last  time  I  have  seen  her.  This  letter  was  dated  only  ten  days 
before  the  uiier  finis. 

The  sudden  death  mentioned  here,  minutely  and  sympathetically 
described  in  a  letter  to  me,  was  Uiat  of  Madame  Yenturi's  (bom 
Asburst's)  Italian  husband,*  with  both  of  whom  she  was  familiar. 

lb  Mrs,  Stirling,  EiU  Street,  Edinburgh 

6  Cheyne  Bow,  Chelsea:  Wednesday,  AprQ  11, 1868. 

My  dear  Susan  Hunter, — ^No  change  of  modern  times  would  have 
surprised  me  more  disagreeably  than  your  addressing  me  in  any 
other  style  than  the  old  one.  The  delight  of  you  is  just  the  faith 
one  has — ^has  always  had— in  your  constancy.  One  mayn't  see  you 
for  twenty  years,  but  one  would  go  to  you  at  the  end  with  perfect 
certainty  of  being  kissed  as  warmly  and  made  as  much  of  as  when 
we  were  together  in  the  age  of  enthusiasm. 

I  was  strongly  tempted  to  accompany  Mr.  C.  to  Edinburgh  and 
see  you  all  once  more.  But,  looked  at  near  hand,  my  strength,  or 
rather  my  courage,  failed  me  in  presence  of  the  prospective  demand 
on  my  'finer  sensibilities.'  Since  my  long,  terrible  illness,  I  have 
had  to  quite  leave  off  seeking  emotions,  and  cultivating  them.  I  had 
done  a  great  deal  too  much  of  that  sort  of  work  in  my  time.  Even 
at  this  distance  I  lost  my  sleep,  and  was  tattered  to  fiddle-strings 
for  a  week  by  that  flare-up  of  popularity  in  Edinburgh.  To  be 
sure  the  sudden  death  of  an  apparently  healthy  young  man,  hus- 
band of  one  of  my  most  intimate  friends,  had  shocked  me  into  an 
unusually  morbid  mood ;  to  say  nothing  of  poor  Craik  struck  down 
whilst  opening  his  mouth  to  reprove  a  pupil.  I  had  got  it  into  my 
head  that  the  previous  sleeplessness  and  fatigue,  and  the  fuss  and 
closeness  of  a  crowded  room,  and  the  novelty  of  the  whole  thing, 
would  take  such  effect  on  Mr.  C.  that  when  he  stood  up  to  speak 

>  Correcting  to  the  Edhiborsh  printer  of  the  AddreHi   ▲  London  pirate 
quite  fartstaUmi  me  and  HL 
*Beepage890L 
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he  voidd  piobilil^  drop  doiwii  ditdl  WhM  il  liz  o^QkMkliOta 
tekgnun  from  "Dndmrnu  TjndaXL  to  tdl  me  il  wis  onr,  and  well 
oyer,  the  vdief  wee  eo  mdden  and  oompleCe^  Ihat  I  ( what  mgr  cook 
calM)  *weat  eff'— that  la,  took  a  violent  fit  of  ctyliig;  and  had 
brandy  ghren  me. 

I  am  verj  bu^fr  and  cannot  write  akmg  letter;  hot  a  ahort  one; 
contakdng  the  old  love  and  a  klm»  will  he  better  than  'ailenoQ»' 
however 'golden.*  Toor  verj alEectiooate 

J.  W.  Gabli 
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aOhijaeBofir:  noadagr,  Ipcfl  11^  18ML 
Dearest,— -I  sent  yon  better  than  a  letter  yesterday— a  diarmfaig 
'Panch,'  whidi  I  hope  yon  received  In  dne  eouse;  bat  Geraldlne 
undertook  the  posting  of  it,  and,  as  Ann  said  of  her  long  ago, 
'  Miss  can  write  books,  but  I'm  sure  it's  the  only  thing  she's  fit  for.' 
Well,  there  only  wanted  to  complete  your  celebrity  that  yon  should 
be  in  the  chief  place  of  *  Punch  ' ;  *  and  there  you  are,  cape  and 
wideawake,  making  a  really  creditable  appearance.  I  must  repeat 
what  i  said  before — that  the  best  part  of  this  success  is  the  general 
feeling  of  personal  goodwill  that  pervades  all  they  say  and  write 
about  you.  Even  '  Punch '  cuddles  you,  and  purrs  over  you,  as  if 
you  were  his  favourite  son.  From  '  Punch '  to  Terry  the  green- 
grocer is  a  good  step,  but,  let  me  tell  you,  he  (Terry)  asked  Mrs. 
Warren—*  Was  Mr.  Oarlyle  the  person  they  wrote  of  as  Lord  Ree- 
torT'  and  Mrs.  Warren  having  answered  in  her  stage  voice,  *The 
very  same!'  Terry  shouted  out  ('Quite  shouted  it,  ma'ml*),  'I 
never  was  so  glad  of  anything t  By  George,  I  am  glad!'  BoUi 
Mrs.  Warren  and  Jessie  rushed  out  and  bought  *  Punches '  to  send 
to  their  families;  and,  in  the  fervour  of  their  mutual  enthusiasm, 
they  have  actually  ceased  hostilities— for  the  present.  It  seems  to 
me  that  on  every  new  compliment  paid  you  these  women  ran  and 
fry  something,  such  savoury  smells  reach  me  upstairs. 

Lady  Lothian  was  here  the  day  l)ef ore  yesterday  with  a  remarka- 
bly silly  Mrs.  L .    I  was  to  tell  you  that  she  (Lady  L.)  was 

very  impatient  for  your  return — 'missed  you  dreadfully.'    I  was 
to  '  come  some  day  before  luncheon,  and  then  we  could  go-HM>me- 

>  It  came  to  Sootsbrig,  with  this  letter,  late  at  ni^;  kow  mafffy  It  made  us 
MB:  Ob,  Haaven!  *  merry  r 
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where.'    To  Miss  Evans  *  Is  where  we  should  go  still,  if  you  would 
let  us. 

Don't  forget  my  oatmeal. 

There  is  a  large  sheet  from  the  Pall  Mall  Bank,  acknowledging 
the  receipt  of  seventy  pounds  'only.*  I  don't  forward  any  non- 
sense letters  come  to  you«  This  one  inclosed  has  sex  and  youth  to 
plead  for  it— so.  Yours  ever, 

J.  W.  C. 

My  kindest  regards  to  Mary,*  for  whom  I  have  made  a  cap,  you 
may  tell  her,  but  couldn't  get  it  finished  before  you  left. 

LETTER  880. 

T.  OarlpU,  Esq,,  BcoUMg, 

6  Cheyne  Row:  Friday,  April,  18, 1888. 

Oh,  what  a  pity,  dear,  and  what  a  stupidity  I  must  sayl  After 
coming  safely  through  so  many  fatigues  and  dangers  to  go  and 
sprain  your  ankle,  off  your  own  feet  I  And  such  treatment  the 
sprain  will  get  I  Out  you  will  go  with  it  morning  and  night,  along 
the  roughest  roads,  and  keep  up  the  swelling  Heaven  knows  how 
long!  The  only  comfort  is  that '  Providence  is  kind  to  women, 
fools,  and  drunk  people,'  and  in  the  matter  of  taking  care  of  your- 
self you  come  under  the  category  of  '  fools,'  if  ever  any  wise  man 
did. 

There  came  a  note  for  you  last  night  that  will  surprise  you  at 
this  date  as  much  as  it  did  me,  though  I  daresay  it  won't  make  you 
start  and  give  a  little  scream  as  it  did  me.'  It — such  a  notel — \b 
hardly  more  friendly  than  silence,  but  it  is  more  polite.  I  wish  I 
hadn't  sent  him  that  kind  message.  Virtue  (forgiveness  of  wrong, 
'milk  of  human  kindness,' and  all  that  sort  of  ' damned  thing *) 
being  '  ever  its  own  reward,  unless  something  particular  occurs  to 
prevent,'  which  it  almost  invariably  does. 

There  I  I  must  get  ready  for  that  blessed  carriage.  I  have  been 
redding  up  all  morning.  Ever  yours, 

J.  W.  Cabltlb. 

It  would  be  good  to  send  back  Mill's  letter,  that  Beichenbach 
might  tell  LOwe  *  of  it. 

1  Famous  *  George  Xaiot  *  (or  tome  such  pseudonym).  *  Sister. 

*  A  note  from  John  Mill— response  about  some  trifle,  after  lontr  delay. 
4  LGwe  (German,  unknown  to  me)  wanted  to  translate  something  of  Mill^ 
and  had  applied,  through  ReJchenbach,  to  me  on  the  matter. 
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LETTER  88L 
r.  Odriifle,  Etq,,  SeattMg. 

6  C!he7iie  Bow:  Tueflday,  April  17, 1866. 

Oh,  my  dear,  these  women  are  too  tiresome!  Time  after  time  I 
have  sworn  to  send  on  none  of  their  nonsense,  but  to  bom  it  or  to 
let  it  lie,  as  I  do  all  about  ' ,'  and  there  is  always  '  a  some- 
thing' that  touches  me  on  their  behalf.  Here  is  this  Trimnell! 
She  was  doomed,  and  should  have  been  cast  into  outer  darkness 
(of  the  cupboard)  but  for  that  poor  little  phrase,  '  as  much  as  my 

weak  brains  will  permit'    And  the  Caroline  C (who  the  deuce 

is  she  that  writes  such  a  scratchy,  illegible  hand?)  sends  her  love  to 
Mrs.  Carlyle,  and  proposes  to  '  to  talk  to  her  about  Amisfield  and 
Haddington.'  'Encouraged  by  your  brother  to  beg,'  &c.  Ac, 
complicates  the  question  still  further.  Tes,  it  is  the  mixing  up  of 
things  that  is  *  the  great  bad.'  * 

I  called  at  the  Royal  Institution  yesterday  to  ask  if  Tyndall  had 
returned.  He  was  there;  and  I  sat  some  time  with  him  in  his 
room  hearing  tlie  minutest  details  of  your  doings  and  sufferings  on 
the  journey.  It  is  t/ie  event  of  Tyndall's  life  I  Crossing  the  hall, 
I  noticed  for  the  first  time  that  officials  were  hurrying  about;  and 
I  asked  the  one  nearest  me,  'Is  there  to  be  lecturing  here  to-day?' 
The  man  gave  me  such  a  look,  as  if  1  was  deeranged,  and  people 
going  up  the  stairs  turned  and  looked  at  me  as  if  I  was  deeranged, 
Neubcrg  ran  down  to  me  and  asked,  *  Wouldn't  I  hear  the  lec- 
ture? '  And  by  simply  going  out  when  everyone  else  was  going  in 
I  made  myself  an  object  of  general  interest.  As  I  looked  back 
from  the  carriage  window  I  saw  all  heads  in  the  hall  and  on  the 
stairs  turned  towards  me. 

I  called  at  Miss  Bromley's  after.  She  had  dined  at  Marochetti's 
on  Saturday,  being  to  go  with  them  to  some  spectacle  after.  The 
spectacle  which  she  saw  without  any  going  was  a  great  fire  of 
Marochetti's  studio — furnaces  overheated  in  casting  Landseer*s 
'great  lion.* 

How  dreadful  that  poor  woman's'  suicide!  What  a  deal  of  mis- 
ery it  must  take  to  drive  a  working- woman   to  make  away  with 


»  Reichenbach's  phrase. 

*  A  poor  neuralgic  woman,  near  Scotsbrig— a  daughter  of  old  Betty  Small*! 
(mentioned  already?—'  head  like  a  malV  ^-^-'i* 
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her  lifel    What  does  Dr.  Carlyle  make  of  such  a  case  as  that?    No 
idleness,  nor  luxury,  nor  novel-reading  to  make  it  all  plain.' 

Ever  yours,  J.  W.  C. 

LETTER  882. 
r.  OcvrlyU,  Etq.,  ScoUbrig. 

6  OhQTue  Bow,  Chdaea:  Thrnvday,  Aprfl  19, 186S. 

I  read  the  Memoir*  'first'  yesterday  morning,  having  indeed 
read  the  'Address'  the  evening  before,  and  read  in  some  three 
times  in  different  newspapers.  If  you  call  that  'laudatory,' you 
must  be  easily  pleased.  I  never  read  such  stupid,  vulgar  janners.' 
The  last  of  calumnies  that  I  should  ever  have  expected  to  bear 
uttered  about  you  was  this  of  your  going  about  '  filling  the  laps  of 
dirty  children  with  comfits. '  Idiot  I  My  half-pound  of  barley-sugar 
made  into  such  a  legend  I  The  wretch  has  even  failed  to  put  the  right 
number  to  the  sketch  of  the  house—'  No.  71 '  A  luck,  since  he 
was  going  to  blunder,  that  he  didn't  call  it  No.  6,  with  its  present 
traditions.  It  is  prettily  enough  done,  the  house.  I  recollect  look- 
ing over  the  blind  one  morning  and  seeing  a  young  man  doing  it. 
'What  can  he  be  doing?'  I  said  to  Jessie.  'Oh,  counting  the 
windows  for  the  taxes,'  she  answered  quite  confidently;  and  I  was 
satisfied. 

I  saw  Frederick  Chapman  yesterday,  and  he  was  very  angry. 
He  had  '  frightened  the  fellow  out  of  advertising,'  he  said;  and  he 
had  gone  round  all  the  booksellers  who  had  subscribed  largely  for 
the  spurious  Address,  and  required  them  to  withdraw  their  orders. 
By  what  right,  I  wonder?  Difficulty  of  procuring  it  will  only  make 
it  the  more  sought  after,  I  should  think.  '  By  making  it  felony, 
ma'am,  yourselves  have  raised  the  price  of  getting  your  dogs  back.'  * 

I  didn't  write  yesterday  because,  in  the  first  plsce  I  was  very 
sick,  and  in  the  second  place  I  got  a  moral  shock,*  that  stunned  me 
pro  tempore.  No  time  to  tell  you  about  that  Just  now,  but  an- 
other day. 

>  Alas!  that  was  a  blind,  hastj,  and  cnttH  speech  of  poor,  good  Jolm*il 

*  By  London  pirate. 

*  Capital  Scotch  word. 

*  London  dog-stealere  pleaded  so,  on  the  Act  passed  against  them. 

*  What  I  could  never  i 

n.— 18» 


m         lAAiiiiiAwD  mmoBMdM  of 

I  liftTe  pot  the  wtMMB  to  deq^ Ib  yoiir  bed  to  id^       Xli 

le^g  dfaMi -^pni '^NUl  MHQT. 

Tnmgtne  tJK  tHi-pei^rl  Metelwve  w  Aiitapli^*^iri||||kt» 
OUfluuitr.Miiefpel  TuIlodi.aMliMi  tad  two^ groim-«qp  dng^ 
ten»  Mr.  end  Mm  Tkondsb  Mr.  end  Mm.  Spettiewoodel 

Did  you  give  Jene  the  HibipX  MBit*   When  one  Made  atiUpg 
ooe  llkee  to  loiow  if  It  hee  Mtt  YmMd  iife. 

'Vennievw; 

j.w.a 


The  lert  nwde  tar  head  ever  wiote.  \thf4bMdt  mmmf 
heert  bf  leedleff  them  ee  oAeaf  Ue^  leeefaed  ae  «t  DoeaMH^ 
Bandey,  April  il,  ilfleem  hoom  after  the  iilel  tiligieai  Iwd  eeva 
Wfght  weethcr  thk^ead  the  diy  beloie  1  vrne  qc^jfajg  yt  IPer 


lefl 
Bpottlevood0i»  KIm^i  Briater  peoplik    I  daiet  aevea  iee 
riaoe.    Mte  WVaaeylheer,  iedeadof  ceaetrelsiaoolhaifoi. 

'Very  equal/ a  thrifty  Annandale  phrase. 

'  Bcende  da  carrozza '  (Degli  Antoni). 

'  Picture  of  Frederick.'  I  sent  for  it  on  the  Tuesday  fbHowiac, 
directly  on  {getting  to  Chelsea.  It  still  hangs  there;  a  poor  eaioq^ 
Potsdam  pnnt,  but  to  me  priceless. 

I  am  at  Addlscombe  in  tne  room  that  was  long  '  Lady  Harriet's; ' 
day  and  house  altogether  silent,  Thursday,  August  6.  1889,  idiile 
I  finish  this  unspeakable  revisal  (reperusal  aad  stimy  of  aU  her 
letters  left  to  me).  Task  of  about  eleyen  months^  aad  ead  etti 
strange  as  a  pUgrimage  through  Hades.-»-T.  C. 

T,  Oar^fle,  Btg.,  The  HO,  Dwn^Hm. 

6  Gheyns  Bow,  OhalMa :  StttorAqr,  aprfl  at,  ISai 
Dearest,— It  seems  'just  a  consuming  of  time'  to  write  to-day, 
when  you  are  coming  the  day  after  to-morrow.  But '  if  there  were 
nothing  else  in  it '  (your  phrase)  such  a  piece  of  liberality  as  letting 
one  have  letters  on  Sunday,  if  called  for,  should  be  honoured  at 
least  by  availing  oneself  of  itl  All  long  stories,  however,  may  be 
postponed  till  next  week.  Indeed,  I  have  neither  long  stories  nor 
short  ones  to  tell  this  morning.  To-morrow,  after  the  tea-party,  I 
may  have  more  to  say,  provided  I  survive  it!  Thou^  how  I  am 
,  to  entertain,  'on  my  own  basis,'  eleven  people  in  a  hot  night 
'  without  refreshment '  (to  speak  of)  is  more  than  I '  see  my  way ' 

>  Oh,  Hearenl 

*  I  did,  and  told  her  so  fai  the  letter  $he  nerer  reoelTed.    Why  should  / 
jMdthisagalnl   (Note  o/lQM.) 
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thmughl  Even  as  to  ctips—there  are  only  ten  cups  of  company- 
china;  and  eleven  are  coming,  myself  making  twelve!  '  After  all,' 
said  Jessie,  '  you  had  once  eight  at  tea— three  mair  won't  kill  usl ' 
I'm  not  so  sure  of  that  Let  us  hope  the  motive  will  sanctify  the 
end;  being  'the  welfare  of  others  1'  an  unselfish  desire  to  '  make 
twoBa-ings  happy:'  Principal  TuUoch  and  Fronde,  who  have  a 
great  liking  for  one  another  1  The  Spottiswoodes  were  added  in 
the  same  philanthropic  spirit  We  met  in  a  shop,  and  they  begged 
permission  to  come  again;  so  I  thought  it  would  be  clever  to  get 
them  over  (handsomely  with  Froude  and  Mrs.  Oliphant)  before  you 
came.  Miss  Wynne  offered  herself,  by  accident,  for  that  same 
night 

The  Marchioness  was  here  yesterday,  twice;  called  at  four  when 
I  hadn't  returned,  and  called  at  five.  She  brought  with  her  yester- 
day a  charming  old  Miss  Talbot,  with  a  palsied  head,  but  the  most 
loveable  babyish  old  face  I  She  seemed  to  take  to  me,  as  I  did  to 
her;  and  Lady  Lothian  stayed  behind  a  minute,  to  ask  if  I  would 
go  with  her  some  day  to  see  this  Miss  Talbot,  who  had  a  house  full 
of  the  finest  pictures.  You  should  have  sent  the  Address  to  Lord 
Lothian  or  Lady.  I  see  several  names  on  the  list  less  worthy  of 
such  attention. 

Chapman  is  furious  at  Hotten;  no  wonder!  When  he  went 
round  to  the  booksellers,  he  found  that  everywhere  Hotten  had 
got  the  start  of  him.  Smith  and  Elder  had  bought  five  hundred 
copies  from  Hotten!  And  poor  Frederick  did  not  receive  his 
copies  from  Edinburgh  till  he  had  '  telegraphed,'  six-and- thirty 
hours  after  I  had  received  mine. 

I  saw  in  an  old  furniture-shop  window  at  Richmond  a  copy  of 
the  Frederick  picture  that  was  lent  you— not  bad;  coarsely  painted, 
but  the  likeness  well  preserved.  Would  you  like  to  have  it?  I 
will,  if  so,  make  you  a  present  of  it,  being  to  be  had  '  very  equal.' 
I  'descended  from  the  carriage,'  and  asked,  '  What  was  that? ' 
(meaning  what  price  was  it).  The  broker  told  me  impressively, 
'That  ma'am,  is  Peter  the  Great'  'Indeed!  and  what  is  the 
price? '  '  Seven-and-sixpence.'  I  offered  five  shillings  on  the  spot, 
but  he  would  only  come  down  to  six  shillings.  I  will  go  back  for 
it  if  you  like,  and  can  find  a  place  for  it  on  my  wall. 

Yours  ever, 

J.  W.  0. 
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On  Ihe  afternoon  of  the  day  on  wluch  the  preceding  letter 

written,  Mr8.  Guiyle  died  suddenly  in  her  carriage  in  Hyde  Park. 
A  letter  of  Miss  Jfewsbury's  relating  the  circumstances  which  at- 
tended and  followed  her  death  has  been  already  puUished  in  the 
'  Reminiscences.'  I  reprint  it  here  as  a  fit  close  to  this  book. — 
J.  A.  F. 

2b  Thama$  Oaf^fle. 

'481lMkham8qiuue,C9ielna:  llaj»,1886u 

'  Dear  Mr.  Carlyle,— I  think  it  better  to  write  than  to  apeak  on 
the  miserable  subject  about  which  you  told  me  to  inquire  of  J&. 
Silvester.*    I  saw  him  today.    He  said  that  it  would  be  about 
twenty  minutes  after  three  o'clock  or  thereabouts  when  they  left 
Mr.  Forster*s  bouse;  that  he  then  drove  through  the  Queen's  Gkite, 
close  by  Kensington  Gardens,  that  there,  at  the  uppermost  gate, 
she  got  out,  and  walked  along  the  side  of  the  Gardens  very  slowly, 
about  two  hundred  paces,  with  the  little  dog  running,  until  abe 
came  to  the  Serpentine  Bridge,  at  the  southern  end  ofwhich  she 
got  into  the  carriajTO  again,  and  he  drove  on  till  they  came  to  a 
quiet  place  on  the  Tyburnia  side,  near  Victoria  Gate,  and  then  she 
put  out  the  little  dog  to  nm  along.      When  they  came  opposite 
to  Albion   Street,  Stanhope  Place  flowest  thoroughfare  of  Park 
•towards  Marble  Arch),  a  brougham  coming  along  upset  the  dog. 
which  lay  on  its  back  screaming  for  a  while,  and  then  she  pulled 
the  check  string;  and  he  turned  round  and  pulled  up  at  the  side 
of  tlie  foot-path,  and  there  the  dog  was  (he  had  got  up  out  of  the 
road  and  gone  there).     Almost  before  the  carriage  stopped  she 
was  out  of  it.      The  lady  whose  brougham  had  caused  the  accident 
got  out  also,   and   several   other  ladies  who  were  walking   had 
stopped  round  the  dog.     The  lady  spoke  to  her;  but  he  could  not 
hear  what  she  said,  and  the  other  ladies  spoke.     She  then  lifted 
the  dog  into  the  carriage,  and  got  in   herself.     He  asked  if  the 
little  dog  was  hurt;  but  he  thinks   she  did  not  hear  him,  as  car- 
riages were  passing.     He  heard  the  dog  squeak  as  if  she  had  been 
feeling  it  (nothing  but  a  toe  was  hurt);  this  was  the  last  sound  or 
sigli  he  ever  heard  from  her  place  of  fate.     He  went  on  towards 
Hyde  Park  Corner,  turned  there  and  drove  past  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington's Achilles  figure,  up  the  drive  to  the  Serpentine  and  past 
it,  and  came  round  by  the  road  where  the  dog  was  hurt,  past  the 
Duke  of  Wellington's  house  and  past  the  gate  opposite  St.  George's. 
Getting  no  sign  (noticing  only  the  two  hands  laid  on  the  lap,  palm 
uppermost  the  right  hand,  reverse  way  the  left,   and  all  motion- 
less), he  turned  into  the  Serpentine  drive  again;  but  after  a  few 
yards,  feeling  a  little  surprised,  he  looked  back,  and,  seeing  her  in 
the  same  posture,  became  alarmed,   made   for  the  streetward  en- 
trance into  the  Park  a  few  yards  westward  of  gatekeeper's  lodge, 
and  asked  a  lady  to  look  in;  and  she  said  what  we  know,  and  she 
addressed  a  gentleman  who  confirmed  her  fears.     It  was  then  fully 
a  quarter  past  four;  going  on  to  twenty  minutes  (but  nearer  the 

*  Mrs,  Carl yle's  coachman. 
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quarter);  of  this  he  is  quite  certain.  She  was  leaning  back  in  one 
comer  of  the  carriage,  rugs  spread  over  her  knees;  her  eyes  were 
closed,  and  her  upper  lip  slightly,  slightly  opened.  Those  who 
saw  her  at  the  hospital  and  when  in  the  carriage  speak  of  the 
beautiful  expression  upon  her  face. 

*  On  that  miserable  night,  when  we  were  preparing  to  receive 
her,  Mrs.  Warren  *  came  to  me  and  said,  that  one  time,  when  she 
was  very  ill,  she  said  to  her.  that  when  the  last  had  come,  she  was 
to  go  upstairs  into  the  closet  of  the  spare  room  and  there  she 
would  nnd  two  wax  candles  wrapt  in  paper,  and  that  those  were 
to  be  lighted  and  burned.  She  said  that  after  she  came  to  live  in 
London  she  wanted  to  give  a  partv;  her  mother  wished  everything 
to  be  very  nice,  and  went  out  and  bought  candles  and  confection- 
ery, and  set  out  a  table,  and  lighted  the  room  quite  splendidly, 
and  called  her  to  come  and  see  it  when  all  was  prepared.  She 
was  angry;  she  said  people  would  say  she  was  extravagant,  and 
would  ruin  her  husband.  She  took  away  two  of  the  candles  and 
some  of  the  cakes.  Her  mother  was  hurt  and  began  to  weep.  She 
was  pained  at  once  at  what  she  had  done;  she  tried  to  comfort 
her,  and  was  dreadfully  sorry.  She  took  the  candles  and  wrapped 
them  up,  and  put  them  where  they  could  be  easily  found.  We 
found  them  and  lighted  them,  and  did  as  she  desired. 

'  G.  E.  J.' 

What  a  strange,  beautiful,  sublime  and  almost  terrible  little 
action;  silently  resolved  on,  and  kept  silent  from  all  the  earth  for 
perhaps  twenty -four  years!  I  never  heard  a  whisper  of  it,  and 
yet  see  it  to  be  true.  The  visit  must  have  been  about  1887;  I  re- 
member the  soiree  right  well;  the  resolution,  bright  as  with 
heavenly  tears  and  lightning,  was  probably  formed  on  her  mother's 
death.  February  1842.— T.  C. 

Mrs.  Carlyle  was  buried  by  the  side  of  her  father,  in  the  choir 
of  Haddington  Church.  These  words  follow  on  the  tombstone 
after  her  father's  name: — 

HBOC  UKSWISB  NOW  RSBTB 

JANE  WELSH  CARLYLE, 

Bpousv  or  Thomas  Cabltle,  Chklsca.  London. 

•HK  WAS    BOBN  AT    KADDINOTON,  14TH  JULY,  1801,  ONLY    DAUOBTIB 

or  THB  ABOVB  JOBN  WXLSH,  AND  Or  ORACB  WELBB.  CAFLBOILL, 

DUXrEIBBSBIBV,  HIS  WITB.      IN  HKB  BBIOHT  KZI8TBNCB  SHB 

HAD  MOBB  SOBBOW8  THAN  ABB  COICMON;  BUT  ALSO  A  SOFT 

INVnCOIBILITT,  A  CLBARNBSS   Or  DI80BBNMBNT,  AND  A   NOBLB 

LOYALTT  or  HBABT,  WHICH  ABB  BABB.     rOB  rOBTY  YBABS  SHB 

WAS  THB  TBT7B  AND  EVBB-LOYINO  HBLPMATB  Or  HBB  HUSBAND, 

AND  BY  AOT  AND  WOBD   UNWBABIBDLY  BOBWABDED   HIM,  AS    NOMB 

KL8B  COULD,  IN  ALL    OB  WOBTHY,  THAT   HB    DID  OB  ATTBMPIBD. 

SHB    DIBD   AT    LONDON,  21"  APBIL,  1888;    SUDDENLY    SKATOHBD 

AWAY  IBOM    BU,  AND  THB    UOBT  OB  HIS    LIFE,  AS  IF  OOMB   OUT.' 

1  The  honiekeeper  in  Qtktjnm  Row. 
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HARPER  &  BROTHERa 


BEMINISOENOES  BT  THOMAS  OABLTLE. 

Edited  by  James  Aitthont  Froude.     12mo,  Cloth,  niuh 
trated  by  Thirteen  Portraits,  50  cents;  4to,  Paper,  20  cents. 

FBEDEBIOE  THE  OBEAT. 

History  of  Friedrich  11.,  called  Frederick  the  Great    Por- 
traits, Maps,  Plans,  &c.    6  vols.,  12mo,  Cloth,  $7  50. 

OLIVEB  OBOHWELL 

Letters  and  Speeches  of  Oliver  CromwelL    2  yols,,  12nio^ 
Cloth,  12  60. 

THE  FBENCH  BEVOLITTION. 

History  of  the  French  RevolutioiL     2  vols.,  12mo,  Cloth| 
$2  50. 

PAST  AND  PBESENT. 

Past  and  Present,  Chartism,  and  Sartor  Resartos.     12mO| 
Cloth,  $1  25. 

THE  EABLT  EINOS  OF  NOBWAT. 

The  Early  Kings  of  Norway ;  also  an  Essay  on  the  Portniia 
of  John  Ejioz.    12mo,  Cloth,  $1  25. 

M7  IBISH  JOTTBNET. 

Reminiscences  of  my  Irish  Jonmey  in  1849.    With  a  Por- 
trait   12mo,  Qoth,  $1  00 ;  4to,  Paper,  10  centoi 
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THOMAS  CARLYLE. 


A  mSTOBT  OF  THE  FIRST  FOBTT  YEARS  OF  HIS 
LIFE,  1796-1885.  By  Jamxs  Ahthoht  Fboudb,  ILA. 
With  Portraits  and  Illustrations.  2  volsb  in  one,  ISmo, 
Cloth,  $1  00;  2  vols.,  4to,  Paper,  15  cents  each. 

It  is  ft  mftmelloiislj  Interesting  work.—- jBoitoii  Eomkig  Tramar^aiL 

It  Is  of  the  deepest  Interest  snd  most  profitable  resding,  and  U  dis- 
okiees  the  sntbor  of  **  Ssitor  Besartus  *'  u  he  never  sppeftred  to  either 
friead  or  tnmaj.-^Iktrmi  Frm  Pr«m^  Mioliigsn. 

Mr.  Fronde  has  prepared  a  true  and  stnS^tforward  stoiy  of  Oarljlels 
life,  snd  in  interest  and  importanoe  it  will  stsnd  next  to  sndi  faionaphiea 
as  TreTeljnn's  ''Lifb  ol  ifiuxolay'*  and  Loekhart's  «* Scott**— GMerfe 
JMiyaiiiw,  N.  7. 

The  work  of  the  moment  Is  oertshilj  the  fiist  two  volames  of  Atmde'a 
life  of  Osrlyley  which  deal  wUh  the  flnt  fortj  jears  of  the  phikwophec's 
life.— Zilmuy  WwH  Boston. 

Froude*s  work  Is  one  that  every  student  of  Sn|^ish  Liteiatnre  moat 
possess. — K,  T,  Oommtrtial  AdoertUer. 

Mr.  Fronde  has  handled  Us  subject  inth  grest  spirit  and  in  his  nsoal 
masterly  style.  Letters  by  Carlyle  and  extracts  from  his  note-book  are 
freely  iotcrspersed  throughout  the  volume.  After  reading  them  one  feels 
strangely  familiar,  more  at  ease,  as  it  were,  with  the  dyspeptic  old  man 
whose  trenchant  pen  has  left  such  a  marked  impression  on  the  literature 
of  the  nineteenth  century.  From  beginning  to  end  the  book  is  thoroughly 
interesting. — Sunday  Pren^  Albany,  N.  Y. 

The  bc^k  is  a  biography  in  a  better  sense  than  any  similar  work  that 
we  have  lately  read.  Its  strength  lies  in  the  fact  that  Mr.  Froude  has 
been  eminently  judicial  throughout  His  intimate  friendship  with  and 
love  for  Carlyle  might  well  have  tempted  him  to  a  work  of  fulsome  ad- 
miration, with  the  dark,  unwholesome  side  of  Carlyle's  nature  untouched, 
or  at  least  glossed  over.  He  seems,  however,  to  have  caught  much  of  the 
rugged  honesty  of  his  subject,  and  has  pictured  Carlyle  just  as  Carlyle 
pictured  others,  with  all  his  faults  and  with  all  his  virtues  side  by  side. 
In  this  way  we  have  the  real  man  presented  to  us,  not  a  one-sided,  im- 
perfect creation  of  the  biographer. — Boston  Post. 

Mr.  Froude^s  skilful  hand  has  so  arranged  hid  materials  that  they  bring, 
vividly  bring,  before  the  mind  of  the  reader  the  individual,  conjugal,  and 
literary  lives  of  both,  and  the  interest  in  Mrs.  Carlyle  will  hardly  l)€  sec- 
ond to  that  felt  for  her  illustrious  husband.  The  correspondence  of  their 
courtship  is  in  its  way  one  of  the  richest  series  of  letters  we  have  seen, 
while  the  freely  expressed  views  of  both  on  public  men  and  the  tenden- 
cies of  society  are  vivid  and  magnetic  in  their  effects  upon  the  minds  of 
their  readers. — Morning  HeraH  Rochester. 
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CAllLYLE'S  REMINISCENCES. 


REMINISCENCES  BY  THOMAS   CAELYLE.     Edited  by 
■     J.  A.  Froudb.    With  Copious  Index.     4to,  Paper,  80  centa ; 
12ino,  Clotb,  with  Thirteen  Portraits,  60  cents. 


iw  *  grrot  deil  Df  light  on  Cutlj'le'i  Ufa  and  ctauio- 
1  eagernew.  •  *  "  Few  o(  hli  inoei  flnlahsd  and  elo- 
B  and  cliancMrletic  ccei^  uremotloa 


Thew  p«p«ri  do  In  fact  Ihf 
Icr,  iDd  Aey  will  be  rend  wit 
gBDt  CDDipoaEilouB  vlbfate  wli 
sud  i:unvlctliiti  >e  ingrk*  thCM  pagea,_A.  i .  nan. 

The  "Benilnlijcencel"  coDilat  of  sltelchet.  and  tber  glreneDD  tniighl  Inlo  the 
man's  Ubon  md  daroMtldty  inch  u  tbe  world  bu  rorcly  enjofed  mpactlng  abf 
lllerary  mat).  *  ■  ■  Tbia  work  la  one  of  the  notable  evesu  In  lllenrr  blalorj.  It 
will  Inelrnct  and  dellibt  Iba  iindloiia  reailei lAHiiaeillt  Couritr-Jirarn^. 

Tbey  dlniilay  Catljle'a  remarksble  power  of  deplcUog  ch«r«clei  by  a  few  rapid 
eltokef.and  they  are  foH  of  liitereatlng  li  ' 
(nrn  IKo. "  *  Tbere  are  occaaiona]  tmlbtirata  of  p&tbel 
be  dimcBlt  inmi.lch  In  English  IHc-r  '-    ' 

To  iDven  >nd  aindeula  of  Cnrljle 


a  to  tbe  clrCDiD 

iitwblchUwtmld 
'»  Oaiittt,  LoDdon. 

t  of  tbe  Dnt  Talne. 


In  tbe  form  orakBtcheearjnmeBCBrlyle,  Edward  IrriiiE,  Jeffrey,  and  Jane  Walili 
Cnrlyle— bla  [alber ;  bla  friend  ;  ble  llleraty  palroa :  his  wife,  conaoler,  and  gnai^ 
dinn  angel— we  have,  !u  ^t.a  moat  vlrld  antDblDgraphy.  We  aea  Carljle  alrog- 
gllng  with  poierty,  with  acetiticlam.  wllb  the  "mad^goda,"  with  unpopularity, 
wlib  dyapepaia,  until  he  triumphed  orer  all  eicept  the  last.  '  *  *  Aa  for  atyle,  Ihla 
work  givea  Catlyle  at  hia  heat,— ^  mdEmy,  Loodon. 

Tbe  graphic  power  of  the  buok  U  aa  rcmarkatila  aa  in  bd;  of  Carlyle'a  <no(l 
tamiiDa  worka.— J  fAmAum,  London, 

be  DO  doubt  of  Ita  permanent  Titallly S^KoCsCor,  Lnndc 


If  la 


veil  the  I 


a  little  known  ei 


tbtongb  bla  booka:  to  paint  vivid  plelnres  nttbat  man'a  family  and  assoclaleB- 
many  it  tbem  great:  to  tell  the  braie  atruggle  wblch  be  beld  with  poverty  and 
obacarlty  np  and  on  lo  fame :  to  ut  dnwn  in  the  bold  capltaia  of  genius  tbe  vary 
face,  gsit,  and  action  of  bla  timce  a>  they  loucbod  him  in  the  realm  where  bebo- 
Innged- If  tbiebe  a  real  value  la  the  world,  Iben  Carlyle'a  "Remlniaceucea"  have 
mocb  wonb  — Lllciry  World,  Boelon. 

Heading  Ibeae  Intereatiog  poaLbnmons  papen  of  a  great  tbinker.  la  almoal  like 
reading  7n  Jfemwjnm  rolled  ont  in  sinewy  proae,  in  One  cadence*  ronghened  and 
o  vnilllng  music  of  tbe  lund  Blgbluod  winter  blaat,  but  nnftened  bere 


I 


sadly  b 


^  by  a 


IhroDgh  tbeveiT  ameaorArcndy 

TbIa  book  Is  lery  preclona.    II  la  bright  with  the  algntdcanl  art  which  abarpens 
all  hia  deacrlptlona :  It  la  honest  as  tbe  ntterancea  of  bis  own  eonl  to  hlmaalf:  It 
la  ancb  a  work  aiamaneau  write  bm  once,  and  wlilcb  eien  the  fullest  te 
ot  personal  lottera  cau  hardly  equal  lU  Uutbful  oatponrliiga  of  the  heart. ' ' 
■tyle  la  clear,  pure,  forcible  Ennllah  of  the  best  kind. '  '  *  The  "Beminlacences" 
praeltcalty  cover  hie  whole  life.    Hardly  a  . 


whuni  be  came  Is 


roiiLi«n.D  DT  HAKPER  4  BROTEESS,  N«w  Yo»«. 


CONWAY'S  CAllLYLE. 


|5CHOMA8    CARLYLB.      By  M.  D.  Conway,     lllnstated. 
13mo,CI(itb,  $1  00. 

Ifr.  CODWii'e  bonk  la  thff  moat  intinatlng  thU  bu  jet  been  called  DtrUi  br 
the  denib  tirCsrIik.  HU  fulUUn  !.«  abUlulDg  ■  Juit  ImpraBslDii  oflhe  man, 
perhnpB.  eitmded  tbaaeoranyODeelie.  He  enjojed  jean  of  iDtlmaW  onmpaa- 
Inntihlp  wlUi  him  In  his  own  biime,  lud  the  chiracter  of  his  mind  li  *ucb  Uimt  be 
Is  [nlcueelTspprwiillireof  Culjihs'ipacDtiirgeDlasi  Ttie  book  IB,  lo  thoH  who 
admire  UmlyW,  like  a  cniiTeruUun  wllh  ■  mutaal  friend  wbo  »■>  dowlT  mm- 
cUtod  wllh  B  depurted  friend.  Tbe  Myle  ia  apeeUUj  enj  and  Buent,  wd  the 
well-kaown  beta  aeqaire  a  new  algoiacauce  wbeo  presenied  in  ttali  DllmcUrc 


A  Uioronghlf  Talmble  and  enlenalnlng  vilDme.  *  *  '  Mr.  Cna««T  wr!M«  <ritb 
■n  IntlniRle  panonal  kuowledge  of  bis  ■Ilb)c<^^  *  "  We  belioe  ba  tuu  oome 
nearer  to  the  real  uatiin,  alme,  imd  lifn-wnrk  of  Ibe  aatbot  of'Saitor  RcHrtaa" 
tban  iDonI  wbi  b»e  been  muTed  b;  Carlyle's  doilb  lo  pieieut  Ibetc  oplniona  b> 
the  world.— fiulDn  Travrtltr. 

He  ceftatulf  Bucteedi  la  prnentlag  lbs  tender  ride  of  Carlyle'a  niture.  wbUa 
not  IguivluK  iu  rDKEedaeu.  Ha  llrad  on  teriDB  of  ctoae  intlauic}  wlUi  blm,  ao- 
companled  him  In  bia  little  tonre  abont  the  conatrj.aad  reports  ble  eunTeraalloni 
kt  Bnl  baud.— /w-r/nnJ  TVorun-fpf. 

We  hats  DO  Bort  of  doubt  tbat  tbe  flnal  ladpne 
■omewhere  troand  the  polnla  of  tbe  pnrlraJt  here 

wai'e  appredatlte  bat  dlBCiimluBtlng  esLlmaio  maj  ne  taiuo  aa  a  aaie  gniae 
IbereCii.  We  baveeeeu  do  sketch  ofCBrl^le  wblch  giret  a  more  near);  complete 
and  well-bBlBDced  idea  of  tbe  man,  u  a  man,  *qd  bla  place  In  Ihe  inwltecliul  lite 
of  bia  llmB.-^CmffnsatloiHilM,  BobIod. 

Mr.  CoDWa J  ei^ojad  eicsptlDDal  oppoTtiiDltieB  far  llnnwIugCailylc.  indhebaa 
made  an  excepdonall;  pleaaant  and  lDt«reBtl(i)(  thj^'b.— JI«fon  Jnurnat. 

An  admirable  akelcb,  written  In  ■  aympatbelk  iplili,  and  conUiulDg  nun;  1b- 
leieatitig  notea  of  the  anthor-B  lutercnonie  with  rulyle.  It  ongbl  to  do  good 
aervlce  bj  correcting  the  one.alded  Imprefalon  wbicb  has  been  produced  b}  tb* 

We  hive  here  no  msre  compltaUon,  bot  the  recollectloDi  of  one  who  tared  Car- 
man. The  ((llmptea  of  Ihe  home  at  Chetaaa  glvi>ii  here  are  mnre  rlTld  aud  llle- 
llke  IbBD  anylhlug  elaa  that  baa  been  publlBbed  inlbatklud— ,^^«Ua(nr.  LoDdon. 

Few  men  bnd  tbegiiod  fatliuie  to  nee  eu  iD»c:h  of  Tbtuaaa  Catljlii  lu  Ihecloae 
Intimacy  of  private  talk  and  aBsoclitioa  uMr.Hubcure  Conwa;.  *  *  *Tb*  w«l- 
Come  remit  ia  Ibe  trnoaferrliig  lo  paper  mju}  ralnable  reoarki  made  by  Oarlyla 
Id  conTcrullon,  and  Ibe  putting  OD  recutd  many  locldenU  aad  traita  tbat  w«tc 
Dtherwlse  dciomBd  to  DhUrlon — WulmCKMltr  JUoieic.Landoa. 

Wo  gel  much  of  tba  Inner  Ihaught  of  ibe  great  man  here,  with  pictures  of  b)« 
erery-day  eiiHlenco  thai  are  truly  Inapiring.  It  Is  an  admirable  free-hand  akatch. 
Ud  la  Illiely  lo  be  accepted  aa  autbentic  and  lellable.— Smlen  OiniHiioniHiilCJL 


^1  FtlBLIS 
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WYLIE'S   CARLYLE. 


THOMAS  CARLYLK  The  Man  and  his  Books.  Illastrated 
by  Personal  Reminiscences,  Table-Talk,  and  Anecdotes  of 
Himself  and  his  Friends.  By  W.  H.  Wtlib.  4to,  Paper, 
20  cents. 

Tbera  is  mnch  In  Mr.  Wylie'0  Tolame  th&t  W6  have  foand  a  waloome  reminder 
of  what  was  best  io  CaT\j\e,Speetator,  London. 

Contains  a  really  graphic  accoant  of  Carlyle*s  life  at  Craigenpnttock  and  hia 
correspondence  with  Goethe;  and  the  best  estimate  we  have  yet  seen  of  the  slg* 
nal  historical  service  done  by  Carlyle  in  rehabilitating  the  defkoed  Image  of  Crom- 
well.—ileodemy,  London. 

If  this  book  is  to  be  taken  as  an  example  of  the  kind  of  work  we  are  to  expect 
in  the  biographies  of  Carlyle,  Carlyle  will  have  been,  on  the  whole,  more  fortnnate 
than  his  fellow  victims.  Mr.  Wylie's  book  is  really  a  thonghtftil  and  remarkably 
accnrate  performance.— A  tAefMsum,  London. 

He  has  got  together  most  of  the  focts  of  Car1yle*s  life,  and  has  exposed  them  in 
a  very  readable  piece  of  literary  work.  *  *  *  This  book  gives,  on  the  whole,  a  very 
fidr  and  safBdent  accoant  of  Mr.  Carlyle's  lite.— Pall  MeUl  Budget,  London. 

A  timely  volume  of  reminiscences,  table-talk,  and  anecdotes  of  the  sage  and 
his  friends.  It  is  a  very  interesting  sketch  of  Carlyle*s  life  and  work.^ifon^0a{ 
Witness. 

A  valuable  contribution  to  literature.— firool;Zyn  Times, 

A  remarkable  compilation  of  fkcts  concerning  Carlyle.  *  *  *  The  author  has  been 
indefatigable  in  collecting  material,  and  not  a  fact  is  lost  An  acquaintance  with 
Carlyle  gives  him  opportunity  to  put  in  numerous  little  asides,  and  to  give  some 
conversations  as  they  fell  from  the  mouth  of  the  sage.— Saturday  Evening  Qazette^ 
Boston. 

The  narrative  ia  rendered  attractive,  as  well  as  instructive,  by  the  happy  min- 
gling of  personal  incident,  anecdote,  and  table-talk  with  the  ordinary  biographical 
data.— A0W  England  Methodist,  Boston. 

Contains  a  great  deal  of  personal  and  literary  information  regarding  Carlyle.— 
Philadelphia  News. 

A  book  that  every  lover  of  Carlyle  should  obtain— ffoms  Ftarm,  Augusta,  Me. 

Will  be  read  with  much  interest— /\>rtland  Press. 

A  most  interesting  book.— Broolrlyn  Union  and  Argus. 

This  work  was  prepared  before  the  death  of  its  distinguished  subject,  and  not 
written  hastily  since  that  event  It  abounds  in  personal  recollections,  and  is  per- 
haps the  best  description  of  the  funous  Scotchman  at  present  to  be  had.— CAris- 
tfon  Intelligencer,  N.  Y. 

A  Bosweilian  collection  from  Carlyle*s  own  lips,  trom  reports,  letters  of  his 
fHends,  and  from  the  public  press,  of  the  incidents  of  his  life  and  his  notable 
words.  It  presents  the  rough,  self-willed,  extravagant,  powerftil  man  in  a  gratefhl 
light- 2i<>n*«  Herald,  Boston. 

An  admirable  study  of  a  man  who  made  his  Impreaaion  on  the  age.— LtttAsron 
Otoerser,  Boston. 

A  veiy  entertaining.work.— Ofticoj^)  Journal 
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